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SHAKESPEARE
A REPRINT OF THE "FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623."

ADVERTISEMENT.

HE talk undertaken by the Publisher more than four years ago, of reproducing
in a portable form the Firft Folio Edition of the Plays of Shakefpeare,
without the flighteft alteration or attempt at correction, is now accomplished,
and the ftudents of the works of our " gentle Shakefpeare " are enabled,

at a moderate coft, to obtain a volume identical with that iffued by the poet's friends
Heminge and Condell, in 1623 - a work held now fo highly in repute by collectors that
a copy fold lately for the large fum of Ji6l.

The Firft Folio Edition, publiflied feven years after the poet's death, contained
nineteen plays never before printed. The fmall quarto editions of the feventeen various
plays printed anterior to the Folio were not iffued by authority, nor are they anywhere
afferted to have had the ineftimable benefit of the poet's revifion or corrections ; but,

on the contrary, they are ftated by Heminge and Condell to have been " diuerfe ftolne,
and furreptitious copies, maimed and deformed by the frauds and ftealthes of iniurious
importers." The Firft Folio is therefore, it has been well obferved, " the moft
important edition extant." Its reproduction in the exacl: words and letters of the
original will, it is confidently hoped, prove acceptable to all ftudents of his writings,
and fhould find a place in every Englifhman's library.

The favour with which Parts I. (containing the Comedies) and II. (containing the
Hiftories) have been received will, it is trufted, be ftill accorded to the completed work.
No pains have been fpared to render this third Part, containing the Tragedies, worthy
of its predeceflbrs.

It is no fmall matter for congratulation that, neither in Part L, which was publifhed
December 1861, nor in Part II., which followed in November 1863, have any errors
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been pointed out that have not, on examination, proved to have been errors or mif-
conceptions on the part of the critics. The book hitherto has paffed the ordeal of adverfe
interefts unfcathed, and the learned editors of the Cambridge edition, now in progrefs
of publication, have pronounced it " the moil correct reprint ever iflued."

Neverthelefs, as ftated in the introduction to Part I., it has always been borne in
mind that the chances of error in paffing an elaborate work through the prefs, are
fo varied and unaccountable, that any pretence to infallibility would be more than
prefumptuous ; the communication, therefore, of any-the mofl trifling - departure from
the original, which may be difcovered, will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the
required correction effe&ed by a cancel.

The Firft Folio contained all the known plays excepting " Pericles, Prince of Tyre,"
which was firft publifhed in folio in the third impreffion, 1664 (previoufly in quarto,
1609, 1611, and 1619). It is propofed to print this play feparately, to be bound up
with this edition, bringing together in one volume the whole acknowledged plays of
Shakefpeare in the exacl: language of the originals.

The Verfes oppofite the Title to Part III. are reprinted from the fecond edition of
Shakefpeare (1632), and are fold by Warton, and by Godwin, in his life of Edward and
John Philips, nephews and pupils of Milton, to have been the firft lines of poetry ever
printed of our immortal Milton ; they are ijfued as an appropriate completion of the various
panegyrics puUiJhed in the firft and fecond folios.

REGENT STREET,

November i 864.



SHAKESPEARE.

COLLATION OF THE EDITION OF 1623

(Continued.^)

THE TRAGEDIES.

The Collation is given with each Part, to prevent the chance of the errors and

peculiarities of the Original Edition, herein faithfully reproduced, being mijlaken as

errors of this Reprint.

The Prologue, and firft page of Troylus and Creflida (unpaged) - then pages 79 and 80,
then twenty-five pages without pagination, and the laft page blank.

Coriolanus - pages I to 30.
Titus Andronicus - pages 31 to 52 (page 51 copies vary).
Romeo and Juliet - pages 53 to 79 (pages 77 and 78 wanting).
Tymon of Athens-pages 80, 81, 82, then again commencing pages 81 to 98.
The A6lors' Names - one page, the next page blank.
Julius Caefar-pages 109 to 130.
Macbeth--pages 131 to 151.
Hamlet - pages 152 to 156, then one hundred pages omitted, and continuing pages 257

to 282 (pages 279 and 282 are mifprinted 259 and 280), page 278 copies vary.
King Lear-pages 283 to 309 (page 308 mifprinted 38).
Othello - pages 310 to 339.
Anthonie and Cleopatra - pages 340 to 368.
Cymbeline - pages 369 to 399 (pages 379 and 399 mifprinted 389 and 993).

The
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The SIGNATURES in the ORIGINAL VOLUME are as follows:-

A, containing title, verfes, and introductory matter, 9 leaves.
The Tempeft to the Winter's Tale - A to Cc 2, in fixes (V is mifprinted V v).
King John to Troylus and Creffida - a to g, in fixes (a 3 is mifprinted A a 3); gg, 8 leaves;

h to x, and H", and ̂ f *$, in fixes ; IF ̂ T *I one leaf (m 3 is mifprinted 13; x 3 is not marked).
Coriolanus to Cymbeline-a a to f f, in fixes (b b 2 is mifprinted B b 2); g g has 8 leaves

(five of which are marked g g, g g 2, G g, g g 2, gg3); h h, k k to v v, x, y y to
b b b, in fixes (n n and n n 2 are mifprinted N n and N n z ; o o is mifprinted O o;
002 has no fignature; 11 2 is mifprinted 113; xx, x x 2, x x 3, are mifprinted x, x 2,
and x 3 ; y y 2 and y y 3 are mifprinted y 2 and y 3). The volume ends thus:-

Printed at the Charges of W. Jaggard, Ed. Blount, I. Smithweeke, and W. Afpley, 1623.

The fignatures in the reprint are from A to 5 U (i leaf), in fours, commencing with
the Tempeft ; the preliminary leaves being the fame as in the original.

A diftincl: and confecutive pagination throughout the volume, at the bottom of each page,
has alfo been added, to facilitate reference, from the Tempeft to Cymbeline, pages
i to 889.





.Hat neede my Shakefpeare for his honored bones,
The labour of an Agejn piled ft ones
'Or that his hallow'd ̂ellques Jhould be hid

Vnder a ftarre--ypointing ^Pyramid?
T)eare Sonne of Memory,great Heire <2^Fame,
What needft thou fuch dull 'witneffe of thy Name ?
Thou in our wonder and aftonifhment
Haft built thy felf e a lofting Monument:
For whiPft to th'fhame of flow-endeavouring Art
Thy eajie numbers fo*w,and that each parf,
Hath from the leases of thy unvalued Booke,
Thofe Delphicke Lines 'with deepe imprefsion tooke
Then thou our fancy of her jelf e bereaving,
Do/} make us Marble 'with too much concefaing,
Andfo Sepulcherd in fuch pompe doft lie
That Kings for fuch a Tombe would 'wijh to die.



MR. WILLIAM

SHAKESPEARES
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Published according to the True Originall Copies.
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there lyes the Scene : From lies of Greece
The Princes Qrgilloix, their high blood chafd
Haue to the Port of Athens fent their Jhippes

Fraught with the minifters and inftrumejits
Of cruel I War-re : Sixty and nine that Wore
Their £rownets cR^gall,from tti Athenian bay
'Put forth toward (Pbrygia,and theirrvorfi> is made
To ranfacke Troy, 'Within whofe Jirong cmures
The rauif^id Helen, Menelaus Queene,
With wanton P&nsjleepes, and that's the QuarrelL
To Tenedos they come,
And the deepe-dra'wing *Bar\e do there difgorge
Their Warlike frautage : now on (Dardan P/ames
The frejh and yet vnbruifed Greek.es do pitch
Their braue PainllionsRtiaras fix-gated City,
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien,
And Antenonidus with mafsie Staples
And correfyonfiue and fulfilling Bolts
Stirre^up the Sonnes of Troy.
Nffw Expectation tickling sltittifli fpjrits,
On one and other fide, Troian and Greeke,
Sets all on hazard. And hither am y come,
A Prologue arni'd, but not in confidence
Of Authors pen, or Aft or s "poyce; butfuited
"Jn like conditions, at our Argument;
To tell you (faire "Beholders^ that our Play
Leapes ore the 'vaunt and fir ft lings ofthofe broyles,
(Beginning in the middle \ftarting thence d&>ayt
To what may be digefied in a Play :
Like, or finde fault, do as your pleasures are,
Ng'W good,or bad? 'tis but the chance ofWarre.
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T TRAGEDIE OF
Troylus and Crefsida.
Attus Primus. Sccena Trima.

Enter Pandarus and Troyliu. fome-body had heard her talke yefterday as I did : I will

Troylus. 
not difpraife your fifter Caffandra's wit, but 

Troy. Oh Pandarui \ I tell thee Pandarui ;
'All here my Varlet, lie vnarmeagaine. When I doe tell thee,there my hopes lye drown'd :

JSZ Why ffiould I warre without the wals of Troy Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe
*"* That finde fuch cruell battdl here within ? They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am rnad

[ Each Troian that is matter of his heart, In CreffiJs loue. Thou anfvver'ft fhe is Faire,
Let him to field, Troylia alas hath none, Powr'ft in the open Vlcer of my heart,

Pan. Will this geere nere be mended ? Her Eyes,her Haire, her Cheeke, her Gatfij her Voice,
Troy.The Greeks are ftrong,& skilful to their ftrength, Handled in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand

Fierce to their skill,and to their fiercenefle Valiant: (In whofe comparifon,all whites are Inke)
But I am weaker then a womans teare ; Writing their owne reproach ; to whofe fott feizure,
Tamer then fleepe, fonder then ignorance ; The Cignets Downe is harfh,and fpirit of Senfe
Leffe valiant then the Virgin in the night, Hard as the palme of Plough-man. This thou tel'ft me j
And skillefle as vnpraftis'd Infancie. As true thou tel'ft me, when I fay I loue her :

Pan. Well, I haue told you enough of this : For my But faying thus,inftead of Oyle and Balme,
part, lie not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will Thou lai'ft in euery gafh that loue hath giuen me,
haue a Cake out of the Wheate, muft needes tarry the The Knife that made it.
grinding. Pan. I fpeake no more then truth.

Troy. Haue I not tarried ? Troy. Thou do'ft not fpeake fo much.
Pan. I the grinding; but you muft tarry the bolting. Pan. Faith, lie not meddle in't: Let her be as fhee is,
Troy. Haue I not tarried ? if /he be faire, 'tis the better for her : and fhe be not, flie
Pan. I the boulting; but you muft tariy the leau'mg. ha's the mends in her owne hands.
Troy. Still haue I tarried. Troy. Good Pandarui : How now Pandarw ?
Pan. I, to the leauening : but heeres yet in the word Pan. I haue had my Labour for my trauell,ill thought

hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake , the on of her, and ill thought on of you : Gone betweene and
heating of the Ouen, and the Baking; nay, you muft ftay betweene, but fmall thankes for my labour.
the cooling too,or you may chance to borne your lips. Troy. What art thou angry Pandarui what with me ?

Troy. Patience her felfe, what Goddefle ere fhe be, Pan. Becaufe fhe's Kinne to me, therefore fhee's not
Doth lefTer blench at fufferance, then I doe : fo faire as Helen, and fhe were not kin to me, fhe would
At Priams Royall Table doe I fit; be as faire on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what
And when faire Crejjid comes into my thoughts, care I ? I care not and fhe were a Black-a-Moore, 'tis all
So (Traitor) then frie comes,when fhe is thence. one to me.

Pan. Well : Troy. Say I fhe is not faire ?
She look'd yefternight fairer,then euer I faw her looke, Troy. I doe not care whether you doe or no. Shee's a
Or any woman elfe. Foole to ftay behinde her Father : Let her to the Greeks,

Troy. I was about to tell thee,when my heart, and fo lie tell her the next time I fee her : for my part, He
As wedged v^ith a figh, would riue in twaine, meddle nor make no more i'th'matter.
Leaft HeSor,or my Father fhould perceiue me : Tray. Pandarus ? Pan. Not I.
I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a-fcorne) Troy. Sweete fandarus.
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a fmile : Tin. Pray you fpeake no more to me, I will leaue all
But forrow,that is couch'd in feeming gladnefle, as I found it,and there an end. Exit Pand.
Is like that mirth, Fate turnes to fudden fadneffe. Sound Alarum.

Pan. And her haire were not fomewhat darker then Tro.Peace you vngracious Clamors, peace rude founds
Helens,wel\ go too, there were no more comparifon be- Fooles on both fides,Helen muft needs be faire,
tweene the Women. But for my part fhe is my Kinfwo- When with your bloud you daily paint her thus.
man,I would not (as they tearme it) praife it, but I wold I cannot fight vpon this Argument:

It
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The Tragedie of Troy lus and Qrefsida. 79
Itis too ftaru'd a fubiec~t for my Sword, of, hath euer fince kept Heffor failing and waking.
But PandariU : O Gods I How do you plague me? Enter PandariU.
I cannot come to Crcjfid but by Pandar, Cre. Who comes here ?
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, Man. Madam your Vncle PandariU.
As fhe is ftubborne, chaft,againft all fuite. Cre. Heffors a gallant man.
Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes Loue Man. As may be in the world Lady.
What Q-eJJid is,what Pandar,and what we : Pan. What's thatfwhat's that ?
Her bed is India, there fhe lies,a Pearle, Cre. Good morrow Vncle PandariU.
Between our Ilium, and where fhee recides Pan. Good morrow Cozen Ciejfid: what do you talke
Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood , of? good morrow Alexander: how do you Cozen ? when
Our felfe the Merchant,and this fayling Pandar, were you at Illium f
Our doubtfull hope,our conuoy and our Barke. Cre. This morning Vncle.

Alarum. Enter £s£neaj. Pan. What were you talking of when I came? Was
n^Ene. How now Prince Troyliu ? Heflor arm'd and gon ere yea came to Illium? Hellen was

Wherefore not a field ? not vp ? was fhe ?
Troy. Becaufe not there ; this womans anfwer forts. Cre. Heffor was gone but Helhn was not vp ?

For womanifh it is to be from thence: Pan. E'ene fo; Heffor was ftirring early.
What newes zs£neas from the field to day ? Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger.

cx£«. That Paris is returned home,and hurt. Pan. Was he angry ?
Troy. By whom iiSEneai ? Cre. So he faies here.
<^£ne. Troyliu by Menelaui. Pan. True he was fo; I know the caufe too, heele lay-
Troy. Let Paris bleed,'tis but a fear to fcorne, about him to day I can tell them that,and there's Troyliu

Paris is gor'd with Menelau6 home. Alarum. will not come farre behind him , let them take heede of

n^Ene. Harke what good fport is out of Towne to day. Troyliu \ I can tell them that too.
Troy. Better at home, if would I might were may: Cre. What is he angry too ?

But to the fport abroad,are you bound thither ? Pan. Who Troyliu <?
v£ne. In all fwift haft. Troyliu is the better man of the two.
Troy. Come goe wee then togither. Exeunt. Cre. Oh Iiipiter; there's no comparifon.

Enter CreJJidand her man. Pan. What not betweene Troylui and Heffor ? do you
Cre. Who were tho(e went by ? know a man if you fee him ?
Man. Queene Hecuba, and Hellen. Cre. I, if I euer {awhim before and knew him.
Cre. And whether go they? Pan. Well I fay Troyliu is Troyliu.
Man. Vp to the Eafterne Tower, Cre. Then you fay as I fay,

Whofe height commands as fubiecl all the vaile, For I am fure he is not Heffor.
To fee the battell : Heftor whofe pacience, fan. No not Htclor is not Troyliu in fome degrees.
Is as a Vertue fixt, to day was mou'd : Cre. 'Tis iuft,to each of them he is himfelfe.
He chides Andromache and ftrooke his Armorer, Pan. Himfelfe ralas poore Troyliu I would he were.
And like as there were husbandry in Warre Cre. So he is.
Before the Sunne rofe, hee was harneft lyte, Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foote to India.
And to the field goe's he; where euery flower Cre. He is not Heffor.
Did as a Prophet weepe what it forfaw, Pan. Himfelfe ? no? hee's not himfelfe,would a were
InHeffors wrath. himfelfe:well, the Gods are aboue, time muft friend or

Cre. What was his caufe of anger? end: well Troyliu well, I would my heart were in her bo-
Man. The noife goe's this ; dy; no,Heffor is not a better man then Troyliu.

There is among the Greekes, Cre. Excufe me.
A Lord of Troian blood, Nephew to Heffor, Pan. He is elder.
They call him Aiax. Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.

Cre. Good; and what of him ? Pan. Th'others not come too't, you {hall tell me ano-
Man. They fay he is a very man per je and ftands alone. ther tale when th'others come too't: Heffor {lull not
Cre. So do all men, vnleffe they are drunke, ficke,or haue his will this yeare.

haue no legges. Cre. He {hall not neede it if he haue his owne.
Man. This man Lady, hath rob'd many beafts of their Pan. Nor his qualities.

particular additions,he is as valiant as the Lyon, cburlifh Cre. No matter.
as the Beare, flow as the Elephant : a man into whom Pan. Nor his beautie.
nature hath fo crowded humors, that his valour is cruiht Cre. 'Twould not become him,his own's better.
into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion : there is no Pan. You haue no iudgement Neece; Hellen her felfe
man hath a vertue, that he hath not a glimpfe of, nor a- fwore th'other day that Troyliu for a browne fauour (for
ny man an attaint, but he carries fome ftaine of it. He is fo 'tis I muft confefle ) not browne neither.
melancholy without caufe, and merry againft the haire, Cre. No, but browne.
hee hath the ioynts of euery thing, but euery thing fo Pan. Faith to fay truth,browne and not browne.
out ot ioynt, that hee is a gowtie Briareiu, many hands Cre. To fay the truth, true and not true.
and no vie ; or purblinded ArgM,al\ eyes and no fight. Pan. She prais'd his complexion aboue Paris.

Cre. But how fhould this man that makes me fmile, Cre. Why Paris hath colour inough.
make Heffor angry? Pan. So, he has.

Man. They fay he yefterday cop'd Heffor in the bat- Cre. Then Troflut fhould haue too much,if fhe prasi'd
tell and ftroke him downe,the difdaind & frame where- him aboue, his complexion is higher then his,he hauing

colour
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8 o The Trage die of Troy his and Qrefsida.
colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a I told you a thing yefterday, think on't.
praife for a good complexion , I had as lieue Hellens gol- Cre. So I does.
den tongue had commended Troy/us for a copper noie. Pand. lie be fworne 'tis true, he will weepe you

Pan. I fweare to you, an'twere a man borne in April!. Sound a retreate.
I thinke Hellen loues him better then Paris, Cref. And lie fpring vp in his teares, an'twere a nettle

Cre. Then fhee's a merry Greeke indeed. agamft May.
Jan. Nay I am fure /he does,fhe came to him th'other Pan. Harke they are comming from the field, mal we

day into the compaft window,and you know he has not ftand vp here and fee them, as they paffe toward lllium,
paft three or foure haires on his chinne. good Neece do,fweet Neece Crejfida.

Cref. Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foone Cre. At your pleafure.
bring his particulars therein, to a retail. Pan. Heere, heere, here's an excellent place, heere we

Pand. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within may fee moft brauely,Ile te] you them all by their names,
three pound lift as much as his brother Heftor. as they pafTe by, but marke Troylui aboue the reft.

Cref. Is he is fo young a man,and fo old a lifter ? Enter <^£neas.
Pan. But to prooue to you that Hellen loues him, fhe Cre. Speake not fo low'd.

came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin, Pan. That's <^f.neas,is not that a braue man,hee's one
Cref. luno haue mercy, how came it clouen ? of the flowers of Troy I can you, but irmke Troylui, you
Pan. Why,you know 'tis dimpled, /hal fee anon.

I thinke his fmyling becomes him better then any man Cre. Who's that ?
in all Phrigia. Enter Antenor.

Cre. Oh he fmiles valiantly. Pan. That's Antenor, he has a mrow'd wit I can tell
Pan. Dooes hee not? you,and hee's a man good inough, hee's one o'th foun-
Cre. Oh yes,and'twere a clow'd in Autumr.e. deft Judgement in Troy whofoeuer, and a proper man of
Pan. Why go to then, but to proue to you that Hellen perfon : when comes Troylui ? He fhew you Troylui anon,

loues Troylui. if hee fee me,you mail fee him him nod at me.
Qre. Troyliu wil ftand to thee Cre. Will he giue you the nod ?

Proofe,if youle prooue it fo. Pan. You fliall fee.
Pan. Troyliu? why he efteemes her no more then I e- Cre. If he do, the rich mail haue, more.

fteeme an addle egge. Enter Heffor.
Cre. If you loue an addle egge as well as you loue an Pan. That's He£tor}that, that,looke you,that there's a

idle head,you would eate chickens i'th'fhell. fellow. Goe thy way Heflor, there's a braue man Neece,
Pan. I cannot chufe but laugh to thinke how me tick- O braue HefJor \ Looke how hee lookes ?there's a coun-

led his chin, indeed fhee has a maruel's white hand I muft tenance; ift not a braue man?
needs confeffe. Cre. O braue man !

Cre. Without the racke. Pan. Is a not ? It dooes a mans heart good,looke you
Pan. And fhee takes vpon her to fpie a white haire on what hacks are on his Helmet, looke you yonder, do you

his chinne. fee ? Looke you there ?There's no iefting,laying on,tak't
C''e. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer. oft, who ill as they fay, there be hacks.
Pand. But there was fuch laughing, Queene Hecuba Cre. Be thofe with Swords ?

laught that her eyes ran ore. Enter Paris.
Cre. With Milftones. Pan. Swords, anything he cares not, and the diuell
Pan. And Cajjandra laught. come to him,it's all one,by Gods lid it dooes ones heart
Cre. But there was more temperate fire vnder the pot good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes far-is: looke

of her eyes : did her eyes run ore too? yee yonder Neece, ift not a gallant man to, ift not ? Why
Pan. And Hsftor laught. this is braue now : who laid he came hurt home to day ?
Cre. At what was all this laughing ? Hee's not hurt, why this will do Hellens heart good
Pand. Marry at the white haire that Hellen fpied on now,ha?Would I could fee Troylui now,you fliall Troy-

Troylm chin. lui anon.
Cref. And t'had beene a greene haire, I fhould haue Cre. Whofe that !

laught too. Enter Hellentu.

Pand. They laught not fo much at the haire,as at his Pan. That's Hellenui) I maruell where Troylui is, that's
pretty anfwere. Helentu, I thinke he went not forth to day : that's Hel-

Cre. What was his anfwere ? lenic.

Pan. Quoth fhee,heere's but two and fifty haires on Cre. Can Helleniu fight Vncle f
your chinnejand one of them is white. Pan. Hdleniu no : yes heele fight indifferent, well, I

Cre. This is her queftion. maruell where Troylui is; harke, do you not haere the
fund That's true,make no queftion of that, two and people crie Troylui f. Hellenui is a Prieft.

fiftie haires quoth hee,and one white,that white haire is Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder ?
my Father, and all the reft are his Sonnes. lufiter quoth Enter Try/us.
fhe, which of thefe haires is Paris my husband ? The for- Pan. Where <? Yonder? That's Dcephcbiu. ' Tis Troy-
ked one quoth he, pluckt out and giue it him : but there lus ! Ther's a man Neece, hem < Braue Troylus^he. Prince
was fuch laughing, and Hellen fo blufhr, and Paris fo of Chiualrie.
chaft,and all the reft fo laught, that it paft. Cre. Peace,for mame peace.

Cre. So let it now, Pand. Marke him, not him : O braue Troylui ; looke
For is has beene a great while going by. well vpon him Neece, looke you how his Sword is blou-

Pan. Well Cozen, died, and hisHelme more hackt then Heflors,and how he
lookes.
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Troylus and Crefsida.
lookes, and how he goes. O admirable youth ! he ne're Senet. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Vlyjjes, Diome-
faw three and twenty. Go thy way Troytiu,go thy way, des, MenelaM, with others.
had I a lifter were a Qrace, or a daughter a Goddefle, hee Agam. Princes :
ihould take his choice. O admirable man ! Paris ? Paris What greefe hath fet the laundies on your cheekes?
is durt to him, and I warrant, Helen to change, would The ample propofition that hope makes
giue money to boot. In all delignes, begun on earth below

Fayles in the promift largenefle : checkes and difafters
Enter common Souldiers. Grow in the veines of actions higheft rear'd.

As knots by the conflux of meeting fap,
Cref. Heere come more. Infect the found Pine, and diuerts his Graine
Pan. Affes, fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chafte and Tortiue and erant from his courfe of growth.

bran ; porredge after meat. I could liue and dye i'th'eyes Nor Princes, is it matter new to vs,
of Troyltu. Ne're looke, ne're looke ; the Eagles are gon, That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo farre,
Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes : I had rather be That after feuen yeares fiege, yet Troy walks ftand,
iuch a man as Troy/us, then Agamemnon, and all Greece. Sith euery action that hath gone before,

Cref. There is among the Greekes Achilles, a better Whereof we haue Record, Triall did draw
man then Tnylui. Bias and thwart, not anfwtring the ayme:

fan. cAcbilles? a Dray-man, a Porter,a very Camell. And that vnbodied figure of the thought
Cref. Well.well. That gaue't furmifed ihape. Why then(you Princes)
Pan. Well,well? Why haue you any difcretion?haue ,Do you with cheekes abafh'd, behold our workes,

you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not birth, And thinke them fhame, which are (indeed)nought elfe
beauty, good mape, difcourfe, manhood, learning, gen- But the protracliue trials of great loue,
tlenelTe, vertue, youth, liberality, and lo forth : the Spice, To finde perfiftiue conftancie in men ?
and fait that feaions a man? The finenefle of which Mettall is not found

Cref. I, a minc'd man. and then to be bak'd with no Date In Fortunes loue: for then, the Bold and Coward,
in the pye, for then the mans dates out. The Wife and Foole, the Artift and vn-read,

Pan. You are fuch another woman, one knowes not The hard and foft, feeme all affin'd,arid kin.
at what ward you lye. But in the Winde and Tempeft of her frowne,

Crej'. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly ; vpon my Diftinction with a lowd and povvrefull fan,
wit, to defend my wiles ; vppon my lecrecy, to defend Puffing at all, winnowes the light away ;
mine honefty; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you And what hath mafie, or matter by it lelfe,
to defend all thefe : and at all thefe wardes I lye at, at a Lies rich in Vertue, and vnmingled.
thoufand watches. NeStor. With due Obferuance of thy godly fe.it,

Pan. Say one of your watches. Great Agamemnon, Nejlor (hall apply^
Cref. Nay He watch you for that, and that's one of Thy latelt words.

the cheefeft of them too : If I cannot ward what I would In the reproofe of Chance,
not haue hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the Lies the true proofe of men : The Sea being fmooth,
blow, vnlelle it fwell paft hiding, and then it's paft wat- How many ihallow bauble Boates dare laile
ching. Vpon her patient breft, making their way

Enter Boy. With thofe of Nobler bulke ?
But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage

Pan. You are fuch another. The gentle Thetis, and anon behold
^Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly fpeake with you. The Itrong ribb'd Barke through liquid Mountaines cut,
Pan. Where? Bounding betweene the two moyft Elements
Boy. At your owne houfe. Like 'Perfeui Horfe. Where's then the fawcy Boate,
Pan. Good Boy tell him I come, I doubt he bee hurt. Whofe weake vntimber'd fides but euen now

Fare ye well good Neece. Co-riual'd Greatnefie / Either to harbour fled,
Cref. Adieu Vnkle. Or madeaTofte for Neptune. Euen fo,
Pan. He be with you Neece by and by. Doth valours fhew,and valours worth diuide
Cref. To bring Vnkle. In ftormes of Fortune.
Pan. I, a token from Trcylus. For, in her ray and brightnefle,
Cref. By the fame token,you are a Bawd. Exit Parid. The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brieze

Word's, vowes, gifts, teares, & loues full facrifke, Then by the Tyger : But, when the fplitting winde
He offers in anothers enterprife : Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes,
But more in Trcylus thoufand fold I fee, And Flies fled vnder ihade, why then
Then in the glaile of Pandur's praifemay be ; The thing of Courage,
Yet hold I off'. Women are Angels wooing, As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize,
Things won are done, ioyes foule lyes in the dooing : And with an accent tun'd in felfe-fame key,
That fhe belou'd, knowes nought, that knowes not this; Retyres to chiding Fortune.
Men prize the thing vngain'd, more then it is. J^lyf- Agamemnon:
That fhe was neuer yet, that euer knew Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone of Greece,
Loue got fo fweet, as when delire did fue : Heart of our Numbers, foule, and onely fpirit,
Therefore this maxime out of loue I teach ; In whom the tempers, and the mindes of all
11 Atchieuement, ii command ; -vngain'd, bsjeech. Should be ihut vp : Heare whar Vlyjjes fpeakes,
That though my hearts Contents firme loue doth beare, Belides the applauie and approbation
Nothing of that ihall from mine eyes appeare. Exit. The which moft mighty for thy place and fvvay,
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And thou moft reuerend for thy ftretcht-out life, Followes the choaking :
I giue to both your fpeeches : which were fuch, And this negleition of Degree, is it
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe
Should hold vp high in Braffe : and fuch againe It hath toclimbe. The Generalfsdifdain'd
As venerable Neftor (hatch'd in Siluer) By him one ftep below ; he, by the next,
Should with a bond of ayre, ftrong as the Axletree That next, by him beneath : lo euery ftep
In which the Heauens ride, knit all Greekes eares Exampled by the firft pace that is ficke
To his experienc'd tongue : yet let it pleafe both Of his Superiour, growes to an enuious Feauer
(Thou Great, and Wife) to heare VlyJJes fpeake. Of pale, and bloodleffe Emulation.

Aga. Speak Prince of Ithaca, and be't of lefle expect : And'tis this Feauer that keepesTroy on foote,
That matter needleffe of importleffe burthen Not her owne finewes. To end a tale of length,
Diuide thy lips; then we are confident Troy in our weakneiTe liues, not in her ftrength.
When ranke Therfites opes his Mafticke iawes, Neft. Moft wifely hath Vlyffes heere difcouer'd
We /hall heare Muficke, Wit, and Oracle. The Feauer, whereof all our power is ficke.

"Ulyf. Troy yet vpon his bafis had bene downe, Aga. The Nature of the fickneffe found (Vly/ei)
And the great Heflors fword had lack'd a Mafter What is the remedie ?
But for thefe instances. yfyf. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crownes,
The fpecialty of Rule hath beene neglected ; The finew, and the fore-hand ofourHofte,
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ftand Hauing his eare full of his ayery Fame,
Hollow vpon this Plaine, fo many hollow Factions. Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent
When that the Generall is not like the Hiue, Lyes mocking our defignes. With him, Tatroclus,
To whom the Forragers ihall all repaire, Vpon a lazie Bed, the liue-long day
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, Breakes fcurrill lefts,
Th'vnworthieft ihewes as fairely in the Maske. And with ridiculous and aukward action,
The Heauens themfelues, the Planets, and this Center, (Which Slanderer, he imitation call's)
Obferue degree, priority,and place, He Pageants vs. Sometime great Agamemnon,
Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon, forme, Thy toplefTe deputation he puts on ;
Office, and cuftome,in allline of Order : And like a ftrutting Player, whofe conceit
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth thinke it rich
In noble eminence, enthron'd and fphear'd To heare the woodden Dialogue and found
Amid'ft the other, whofe med'cinable eye 'Twixt his ftretcht footing, and the Scaffolage,
Corrects the ill Afpedts of Planets euill, Such to be pittied, and ore-refted feeming
And poftes like the Command'ment of a King, He acts thy Greatnefle in: and when he fpeakes,
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 'T'is like a Chime a mending. With tearmes vnfquar'd,
In euill mixture to diforder wander, Which from the tongue of roaring Typbon dropt,
What Plagues, and what portents, what mutiny ? Would feemes Hyperboles. At this fufty ftuffe,
What raging of the Sear fhaking of Earth ? The large Achilles (on his preft-bed lolling)
Commotion in the Windes? Frights,changes, horrors, From his deepe Cheft, laughes out a lowd applaufe,
Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate Cries excellent, 'tis Agamemnon iuft.
The vnity, and married calme of States Now play me Neftor 5 hum, and ftroke thy Beard
Qu_ite from their fixure ?O, when Degree is fhak'd, As he, being dreft to fome Oration :
(Which is the Ladder to all high defignes) That's done, as neere as the extreameft ends
The enterprize is ficke. How could Communities, Of paralels; as like, as Vulcan and his wife,
Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities, Yet god Achilles ftill cries excellent,
Peacefull Commerce from diuidable ihores, 'Tis Neftor right. Now play him (me) Patrocliu,
The primogenitiue, and due of Byrth, Arming to anfwer in a night-Alarme,
Prerogatiue of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, And then (forfooth) the faint defects of Age
(But by Degree) ftand in Authentique place? Muft be the Scene of myrth, to cough, and fpit,
Take but Degree away, vn-tune that ftring, And with a palfie fumbling on his Gorget,
And hearke what Difcord followes : each thing meetes Shake in and out the Riuet: and at this fport
In meere oppugnancie. The bounded Waters, Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough Patroclut,
Should lift their bofomes higher then the Shores, Or, giue me ribs of Steele, I fhall fplit all
And make a foppe of all this folid Globe : In pleafureof my Spleene. And in this faihion,
Strength fhould be Lord of imbecility, All our abilities, gifts, natures, fliapes,
And the rude Sonne fhould flrike his Father dead : Seuerals and generals of grace exact,
Force fhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, Atchieuments, plots, orders, preuentions,
(Betweene whofe endleffe iarre, luftice recides) Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce,
Should loofe her names, and fo mould luftice too. SuccefTe or loffe, what is, or is not, ferues
Then euery thing includes it felfe in Power, As ftuffe for thefe two, to make paradoxes.
Power into Will, Will into Appetite, Neft. And in the imitation of thefe twaine,
And Appetite(an vniuerfall Wolfe, Who (as FlyJJfs fayes) Opinion crownes
So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) With an Imperiall voyce, many are infect:
Muft make perforce an vniuerlall prey, Aiax is growne felfe-will'd, and beares his head
And laft, eate vp himfelfe. In fuch a reyne, in full as proud a place
Great Agamemnon : As broad Achilles, and keepes his Tent like him "
This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, Makes factious Feafts,railes on our ftate of Warre
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Bold as an Oracle, and fets Therjites He telsthee fo himfelfe.
A flaue, whofe Gall coines (landers like a Mint, z^Ene. Trumpet blow loud,
To match vs in companions with durt, Send thy Braffe voyce through all thefe lazie Tents,
To weaken and difcvedit our expofure, And euery Greeke of mettle, let him know,
How ranke foeuer rounded in with danger. What Troy meanes fairely, (hall be fpoke alowd.

yiyf. They taxe our policy, and call it Cowardice, The Trumpets found.
Count Wifedome as no member of the Warre, We haue great Agamemnon heere in Troy,
Fore-ftall prefcience, and efteeme no a£le A Prince calld HetJor, "Priam is his Father:
But that of hand : The (till and mentall parts, Who in this dull and long-continew'd Truce
That do contriue how many hands (hall ftrike Is rufty growne. He bad me take a Trumpet,
When fitneffe call them on, and know by meafure And to this purpofe fpeake : Kings,Princes, Lords,
Of their obferuant toyle, the Enemies waight, If there be one among'ft the fayr'ft of Greece,
Why this hath not a fingers dignity : That holds his Honor higher then his eafe,
They call this Eed-worke, Mapp'ry, Cloffet-Warre : That feekes his praife, more then he feares his perill,
So that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feare,
For the great fwing and rudeneffe of his poize, That loues his Miftris more then in confeffion,
They place before his hand that made the Engine, (With truant vowes to her owne lips he loues)
Or thofe that with the fineneffe of their foules, And dare avow her Beauty,and her Worth,
By Reafon guide his execution. In other armes then hers : to him this Challenge.

Neft. Let this be granted, and Achilles horfe Hettor, in view of Troyans, and ofGreekes,
Makes many Thetis fonnes. Tucket Shall make it good, or do his beft to do it.

Aga. What Trumpet? Looke Menelaut. He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer,
Men. From Troy. Enter es£neas. Then euer Greeke did compaffe in his armes,
Ago. What would you 'fore our Tent ? And will to morrow with his Trumpet call,
uSEne. Is this great Agamemnons Tent, I pray you ? Midway betweene your Tents,and walles of Troy,

Aga. Euen this. To rowze a Grecian that is true in loue.
a/£ne. May one that is a Herald, and a Prince, If any come, Heflor (ha! honour him :

Do a faire meffage to his Kingly eares / If none, hee'lfay in Troy when he retyres,
Aga. With furety ftronger then Achilles arme, The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt,and not worth

'Fore all the Greekidi heads, which with one voyce The fplinter of a Lance : Euen fo much.
Call Agamemnon Head and General!.o Aga. This (hall be told our Louers Lord <iy£neai,

<^£ne. Faire leaue, and large fecurity. How may If none of them haue foule in fuch a kinde,
A ftranger to thofe moft Imperial lookes, We left them all at home : But we are Souldiers,
Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? And may thatSouldier a meere recreant proue,

Aga. How ? That meanes not, hath not, or is not in loue :
<^£ne. I : I aske, that I might waken reuerence, If then one is, or hath, or meanes to be,

And on the cheeke be ready with a blufh That one meets Heeler; if none elfe, He be he.
Modeft as morning, when {he coldly eyes Neft. Tell him ofNe/lor, one that was a man
The youthfull Phoebus : When Hcflors Grandfire fuckt : he is old now,
Which is that God in office guiding men ? But if there be not in our Grecian mould,
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? One Noble man, that hath one Iparklof fire

Aga. This Troyan fcornes vs, or the men of Troy To anfwer for his Loue ; tell him from me,
Are ceremonious Courtiers. He hide mySiluer beard in a Gold Beauer,

e/£W. Courtiers as free, as debonnaire j vnarm'd, And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd brawne,
As bending Angels : that's their Fame, in peace : And meeting him, wil tell him, that my Lady
But when they would feeme Souldiers, they haue galles, Was fayrer then his Grandame, and as chafte
Good armes, ftrong ioynts, true fwords,& loues accord, As may be in the world : his youth in flood,
Nothing fo full of heart. But peace zsEneas, He pawne this truth with my three drops of blood.
Peace Troyan, lay thy ringer on thy lips, <:JEne. Now heauens forbid fuch fcarfide of youth.
The worthinefle of praife diftaines his worth : Vlyf. Amen.
If that he prais'd himfelfe, bring the praife forth. Aga. Faire Lord ns£neas,
But what the repining enemy commends, Let me touch your hand :
That breath Fame blovves, that praife fole pure tranfceds. To our Pauillion (hal I leade you firft :

Aga. Sir,you of Troy,call you your felfe <^Encas? Achilles (hall haue word of this intent,
csEne. I Greeke, that is my name. So (hall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent:
Aga. What's your affayre I pray you ? Your felfe {hall Feaft with vs before you goe,
tsEne. Sir pardon, 'tis for Agamemnons eares. And finde the welcome of a Noble Foe. Exeunt.
Aga. He heares nought priuatly fManet Vlyffes,and Nejlor.

That comes from Troy. Vlyf. NeSor.
cs£ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him, Neft. What fayes Vly/es ?

I bring a Trumpet to awake hiseare, Vlyf. I haue a young conception in my braine,
Tofet his fence on the attentiue bent, Be you my time to bring it to (ome (hape.
And then to fpeake. Neft. Whatis't?

Aga. Speake frankely as the winde, Vly/es. This 'tis :
It is not Agamemnons deeping houre; Blunt wedges riue hard knots : the feeded Pride
That thou /halt know Troyan he is awake, That hath to this maturity blovvne vp
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In ranke Achilles, muft or now be cropt, Yet go we vnder our opinion ftill,
Or fhedding breed a Nurfery of like euil That we haue better men. But hit or rniffe,
To ouer-bulke vs all. Our prelects life this ihape of fence affumes,

Neft. Wei, and how ? Aiax imploy'd,pluckes downe Achilles Flumes.
Vlyf. This challenge that the gallant Hefior fends, "Neft. Now WyJ/es, I begin to rellifh thy aduice,

Howeuer it is fpred in general name, And I wil giue a tafte of it forthwith
Relates in purpofe onely to cAchilles. To Agamemnon, go we to him ftraight :

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuous euen as fubftance, Two Curres fhal tame each other, Pride alone
Whole groffenefTe little charrafters fumme vp, Muft tarre the Mafliffes on, as 'twere their bone. Exeunt
And in the publication make no draine, Enter Aiax, and Thcrjites.
But that Achilles, were his braine as barren Aia. Therfites ?
As bankes of Lybia, though (Apollo knowes) Ther. ̂ Agamemnon, how if he had Biles (ful) all ouer
'Tis dry enough, wil with great fpeede of Judgement, generally.
I, with celerity, finde HecJors purpofe Aia. Therfites'?
Pointing on him. Ther. And thofe Byles did nmne, fay fo ; did not the

V/yf. And wake him to the anfwer, thinke you ? General run, were not that a botchy core,?
Neft. Yes, 'tis mod meet; who may you elfe oppofe iAia. Dogge.

That can from Hefior bring his Honor off, I Tber.Then there would come fome matter from him :
If not Achilles; though't be a fportfull Combate, I fee none now.
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels. eAia. Thou Bitch-Wolfes-Sonne, canft y not heare ?
For heere the Troyans tafte our deer'd repute Feele then. Strides him.
With their nVft Hallate : and truft to me flyjjes, Tber.The plague of Greece vpon thee thou Mungrel
Our imputation irnll be oddely poiz'd beefe-witted Lord.
In this wilde action. For the fuccefle Aia. Speake then you whinid'ft leauen fpeake, I will
(Although particular) fhall giue a fcantling beate thee into handfomneffe.
Of good or bad, vnto the General! : Ther. I fhal fooner rayle thee into wit and holinefle:
And in fuch Indexes, although fmall prickes but I thinke thy Horfe wil fooner con an Oration, then y
To their fubfequent Volumes, there is feene learn a prayer without booke : Thou canft ftrike, canft
The baby figure of the Gyant-maffe thou? A red Murren o'th thy lades trickes.
Of things to come at large. It is fuppos'd, Aia. Toads ftoole, learne me the Proclamation.
He that meets Hefior, iflues from our choyfe ; Tbe Doeft thou thinke I haue no fence thou ftrik'ft
And choife being mutual! a£le of all our foules, The Proclamation. (me thus ?
Makes Merit her eleftion, and doth boyle Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a foole, I thinke.
As 'twere, from forth vs all : a man diftill'd Aia. Do not Porpentine,do not; my fingers itch.
Out of our Vertues; who mifcarrying, Ther. I would thou didft itch from head to foot, and
What heart from hence receyues the conqu'ring part I had the fcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth-
To fteele a ftrong opinion to themfelues, fom'ft fcab in Greece.
Which entertain'd, Limbes are in his inftruments, Aia. I fay the Proclamation.
In no leffe working, then are Swords and Bowes Ther. Thou grumbled & railed euery houre on A-
Directiue by the Limbes. chil/es, and thou art as ful of enuy at his greatnes, as Cer-

flyf. Giue pardon to my fpeech : beriu is at Proferpina's beauty. I, that thou barkft at him.
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hefior : Aia. Miftrefle Tber files.
Let vs (like Merchants) fhew our fowled Wares, Ther. Thou fliould'ft ftrike him.
And thinke perchance they'] fell : If not, Aia. Coblofe.
The lufter of the better yet to ihew, Ther. He would pun thee into fhiuers with his fid, as
Shall ihew the better. Do not confent, a Sailor breakes a bisket.i
That euer Hefior and Achilles meete : Aia. You horfon Curre. Ther. Do,do.
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, Aia. Thou ftoole for a Witch.
Are dogg'd with two ftrange Followers. Ther. I, do, do, thou fodden-witted Lord : thou haft

Neft. I fee them not with my old eies : what are they? no more braine then I haue in mine elbows : An Afinico
Vlyf. What glory our Achilles ihares from Heffor, may tutor thee. Thou fcuruy valiant Affe,thou art heere

(Were he not proud) we all fliould weare with him : but to threfh Troyans, and thou art bought and folde a-
But he already is too mfolent, mong thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue. If thou vfe
And we were better parch in Affricke Sunne, to beat me, I wil begin at thy heele, and tel what thou art
Then in the pride and fait fcorne of his eyes by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou. I
Should he fcape Hefior faire. If he were foyld, Aia. You dogge.
Why then we did our maine opinion crufh Ther. You fcuruy Lord.
In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lott'ry, Aia. You Curre.
And by deuice let blockifti Aiax draw Ther. Mars his Ideot : do rudenes,do Camell,do,do.
The fort to fight with Hefior : Among our felues,] Enter Achilles , and PatrocliU.

Giue him allowance as the worthier man, AchiL Why how now Aiax ? wherefore do you this?
For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon How now Therfites ? what's the matter man?
Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall Ther. You fee him there, do you?
His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends. AMI. I, what's the matter.
If the dull brainleffe^MAr come fafe off, Ther. Nay looke vpon him.
Wee'l dreffe him vp in vojces : if he faile, AMI. So I do : what's the matter ?

Tber.
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Tber. Nay but regard him well. Heknew his man.
AMI. Well, why I do fo. Aiax. O meaning you, I wil go learne more of it. Exit.
Ther. But yet you looke not well vpon him : for who Enter Priam, HecJor, TroyltU ,Paris and Helentu.

fome euer you take him to be, he is Aiax. Pri. After fo many houres,liues,fpeeches fpent,
AMI. I know that foole. Thus once againe fayes Neftor from the Greekes,
Ther. I, but that foole knowes not himfelfe. Deliuer Helen,and all damage elfe
Aiax. Therefore I beate thee. (As honour, lofle of time, trauaile, expence,
Ther. Lo,lo,lo, lo, what modicums of wit he vtters : his Wounds, friends,and what els deere that is confum'd

euafions haue eares thus long. I haue bobb'd his Braine In hot digeftion of this comorant WarreJ
more then he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- Shall be ftroke off". Heflor, what fay you too't.
rowes for a peny, and his Piamater is not worth the ninth Hefi. Though no man lefTer feares the Greeks then I,
part of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles] Aiax who wears As farre as touches my particular : yet dread Priam,
his wit in his belly, and his guttes in his head, He tell you There is no Lady of more foftcr bowels,
what I fay of him. More fpungie, to fucke in the fenfe of reare,

AMI. What? More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes
Ther. I fay this tAiax - Then Heflor is : the wound of peace is furety,
tAchil. Nay good Aiax. Surety fecure : but modeft Doubt is cal'd
Ther. Has not fo much wit. The Beacon of the wife : the tent that fearches

AMI: Nay, I muft hold you. To'th'bottome of the worft. Let Helen go,
Tber. As will flop the eye of Helens Needle,for whom Since the firft fword was drawne about this queftion,

hecomes to fight. Euery tythe foule'mongft many thoufand difmes,
Achil. Peace foole. Hath bin as deere as Helen : I meane of ours :

Ther. I would haue peace and quietnes,but the foole If we haue loft fo many tenths of ours
will not he there, that he, looke you there. To guard a thing not ours,nor worth to vs

Aiax. O thou damn'd Curre, I /hall (Had it our name) the valew of one ten ;
Achil. Will you fet your wit to a Fooles. What merit's in that reafon which denies
Ther. No I warrant you,for a fooles will fhame it. The yeelding of her vp.
Pat. Good words Therfites. Troy. Fie, fie, my Brother ;
Achil. What's the quarrell ? Weigh you the worth and honour of a King
Aiax. I bad thee vile Owle, goe learne me the tenure (So great as our dread Father) in a Scale

of the Proclamation,and he rayles vpon me. Of common Ounces ? Wil you with Counters fumme
Ther. I ferue thee not. The paft proportion of his infinite,
Aiax. Well, go too, go too. Andbuckle in a wafte moft fathomleffe,
Ther. I ferue heere voluntary. With fpannes and inches fo diminutiue,
AMI. Your laft feruice was fufterance, 'twas not vo- As feares and reafons ? Fie for godly fhame ?

luntary, no rmn is beaten voluntary : Aiax was heere the Hel. No maruel though you bite fo fharp at reafons,
voluntary, and you as vnder an ImprefTe. You are fo empty of them, fhould not our Father

Tier.E'nefo, a great deale of your wit too lies in your Beare the great fway of his affayres with reafons,
finnewes, or elfe there be Liars. HecJor fhall haue a great Becaufe your fpeech hath none that tels him fo.
catch, if he knocke out either of your braines, he were as Troy. You are for dreames & flumbers brother Prieft
good cracke a fuftie nut with no kernell. You furre your gloues with reafon : here are your reafons

Achil. What with me to Therfites ? You know an enemy intends you harme,
Ther. There's Vlyffes, and old Neftor, whofe Wit was You know, a fword imploy'd is perillous,

mouldy ere their Grandfires had nails on their toes,yoke And reafon flyes the obiett of all harme.
you like draft-Oxen, and make you plough vp the warre. Who maruels then when Helenui beholds

AMI. What? what? A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet
Ther. Yes good footh, to Achilles,to Aiax, to 
Aiax. I fhall cut out your tongue. 

The very wings of reafon to his heeles:
Or like a Starre diforb'd. Nay, if wetalke of Reafon,

Ther. 'Tis no matter, I (hall fpeake as much as thou And flye like chidden Mercurie from loue,
afterwards. Let's fhut our gates and fleepe : Manhood and Honor

Tat. No more words Therfites. Should haue hard hearts, wold they but fat their thoghts
Ther.l will hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids With this cramm'd reafon : reafon and refpeft,

me, fhall I / Makes Liuers pale, and luftyhood deleft.
Achil. There's for you Patrccltu. Heft. Brother, fhe is not worth
Ther. I wi'l fee you hang'd like Clotpoles ere I come What fhe doth coft the holding.

any more to your Tents ; I will keepe where there is wit Troy. What's aught, but as 'tis valew'd ?
ftirring, and leaue the faction of fooles. Exit. Hefi. But value dwels not in particular will,

Pat. A good riddance. It holds his eftimate and dignitie
Achil.Marry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoft, As well, wherein'tis precious of it felfe,\

That Heffor by the fift houre of the Sunne, As in the prizer : 'Tis made Idolatrie,
Will with a Trumpet, 'twixt our Tents and Troy To make the feruice greater then the God,
To morrow morning call fome Knight to Armes, And the will dotes that is inclineable
That hath a ftomacke, and fuch a one that dare To what infeftioufly it felfe affects,
Maintaine I know not what : 'tis trafh. Farewell. Without fome image of th'aftefted merit.

Aiax. Farewell ? who fhall anfwer him ? Troy. I take to day a Wife, and my election
Achil, I know not,'tis put to Lottry: otherwife Is led on in the condudl of my Will 5

«r 3 My
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My Will enkindled by mine eyes and eares, Which hath our feuerall Honours all engag'd
Two traded Pylots 'twixt the dangerous fhores To make it gracious. For my priuate part,
Of Will, and Judgement. How may I auoyde I am no more touch'd, then all Priams fonnes,
(Although my will diftafte what it elected) And loue forbid there fhould be done among'ft vs
The Wife I chofe, there can be no euafion Such things as might offend the weakeft fpleene,
To blench from this, and to ftand firme by honour. To fight for, and maintaine.
We turne not backe the Silkes vpon the Merchant Par. Elfe might the world conuince of leuitie,
When we haue fpoyl'd them ; nor the remainder Viands As well my vnder-takings as your counfels :
We do not throw in vnrefpecliue fame, But I atteft the gods, your full confent
Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meete Gaue wings to my propenfion, and cut off"
Paris fhould do fome vengeance on the Greekes; All feares attending on fo dire a proiect.
Your breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, For what (alas) can thefe my fingle armes ?
The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, What propugnation is in one mans valour
And did him feruice ; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, To ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe
And for an old Aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, This quarrell would excite ? Yet I proteft,
He brought a Grecian Queen,whofe youth & frefhnefie Were I alone to pafTe the difficulties,
Wrinkles Apolhes, and makes ftale the morning. And had as ample power,as I haue will,
Why keepe we her? the Grecians keepe our Aunt : Paru fhould ne're retract what he hath done,
Is fhe worth keeping ? Why fhe is a Pearle, Nor faint in the purfuite.
Whofe price hath launch'd aboue a thoufand Ships, Pri, Paris, you fpeake
And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. Like one be-fotted on your fweet delights ;
If you'l auouch, 'twas wifedome Paris went, You haue the Hony ftill, but thefe the Gall,
(As you muft needs, for you all cride, Go, go:) So to be valiant, is no praifeatall.
If you'l confeffe, he brought home Noble prize, Par. Sir, 1 propole not meerely to my felfe,
(As you muft needs) for you all clapt your hands, The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it :
And cride ineftimable; why do you now But I would haue the foyle of her faire Rape
The iflue of your proper Wifedomes rate, Wip'd off in honourable keeping her.
And do a deed that Fortune neuer did ? What Treafon were it to the ranfack'd Queene,
Begger the eftimation which you priz'd, Difgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me,
Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft moft bafe ! Now to deliuer her pofTelsion vp
That we haue ftolne what we do feare to keepe. On termes of bafe compulfion ? Can it be,
But Theeues vnworthy of a thing fo ftolne, That fo degenerate a ftraine as this,
That in their Country did them that difgrace, Should once fet footing in your generous bofomes ?
We feare to warrant in our Natiue place. There's not the meaneft fpirit on our partie,

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw,
Enter Co/fanJra with her haire about When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble,

her eares. Whofe life were ill beftow'd, or death vnfam'd,
CaJ. Cry Troyans, cry. Where Helen is the iubiedt. Then (I fay)
Priam. What noyfe ? what fhreeke is this? Well may we fight for her, whom we know well,
Troy. 'Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voyce. The worlds large fpaces cannot paralell.
Caf. Cry Troyans. Heft. Paris and Troyliu, you haue both faid well :
Heft. It is Cajfandra. And on the caufe and queftion now in hand,
Caf. Cry Troyans cry ; lend me ten thoufand eyes, Haue gloz'd, but fuperficially ; not much

And I will fill them with Propheticke teares. Vnlike young men, whom jlr';ftotle thought
Hefl. Peace fifter,peace. Vnfit to heare MorallPhilofophie.
Caf. Virgins, and Boyes; miJ-age & wrinkled old, The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce

Soft infancie, that nothing can but cry, To the hot paffion of diftemp'red blood,
Adde to my clamour : let vs pay betimes Then to make vp a free determination
A moity of that mafic of moane to come. 'Twixt right and wrong : For pleafure, and reuenge,
Cry Troyans cry, praftife your eyes with teares, Haue eares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce
Troy muft not be, nor goodly Illion ftand, Of any true decifion. Nature craues
Our fire-brand Brother Paris burnes vs all. All dues be rendred to their Owners : now
Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and a woe; What neerer debt in all humanity,
Cry,cry,Troy burnes, or elfe let Helen goe. Exit. Then Wife is to the Husband ? If this law

Heft. Now youthful! Troyliu, do not thefe hie (trains Of Nature be corrupted through affection,
Of diuination in our Sifter,worke And that great mindes of partiall indulgence,
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your bloud To their benummed wills refift the fame,
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, There is a Law in each well-ordred Nation,
Nor feare of bad fuccefle in a bad caufe, To curbe thofe raging appetites that are
Can qualifie the fame? Moft difobedient and refracturie.

Troy. Why Brother HeElor, If Helen then be wife to Sparta's King
We may not thinke the iuftnefle of each ac~le (As it is knowne fhe is) thefe Morall Lawes
Such, and no other then euent doth forme it, Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeake alowd
Nor once deleft the courage of our mindes ; To haue her backe return'd. Thus toperfift
Becaufe Caffandras mad,her brainficke raptures In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong,
Cannot diftafte the goodneffe of a quarrell, But makes it much more heauie. Hefiors opinion

Is
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| Is this in way of truth : yet nere the lefie, AMI. Where,where,art thou come? why my cheefe,

My fpritely brethren, I propend to you my digeftion, why haft thou not feru'd thy felfe into my
In refolution to keepe Helen ftill; Table, fo many meales? Come, what's Agamemnin?
For 'tis a caufe that hath no meane dependance, Ther. Thy Commander Achilles, then tell me Patro-
Vpon our ioynt and feuerall dignities. cliu, what's tAchi/les?

Tro. Why? there you touchtthe life of our defigne : Patr. Thy Lord Tberfites : then tell me I pray thee,
Were it not glory that we more affedted, what's thy felfe ?
Then the performance of our heauing fpleenes, Ther. Thy knower Patroclut: then tell me Patroclus,
1 would not wifli a drop of Troian blood, what art thou ?
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Heffor, Patr. Thou maift tell that know'ft.
She is a theame of honour and renowne, Achil. O tell, tell.
A fpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, Ther. He declin the whole quefkion'.Agamemnon com-
Whofe prelent courage may beate downe our foes, mands Achilles,Achiiles is my Lord, I am Patrocliu know-
And fame in time to come canonize vs. er, and Patroclus is a foole.
For I prefume braue Heclor would not loofe Patro. You rafcall.
So rich aduantage of a promif'd glory, Ter. Peace foole, I haue not done.
As fmiles vpon the fore-head of this adlion, Achil. He is a priuiledg'd man, proceede Therjites.
For the wide worlds reuenew. Ther. Agamemnon is a foole, Achilles is a foole, Tber-

Heft. I am yours, jites is a foole, and as aforefaid, Patroclus is a foole.
You valiant off-fpring of great Priamta, Achil. Deriue this ? come ?
I haue a roifting challenge fent among'ft Ther. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command A-
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes, chilles, Achilles is a foole to be commanded of Agamemon,
Will ftrike amazement to their drowfie fpirits, Therfites is a foole to ferue fuch a foole : and Tatroclus is a
I was aduertiz'd, their Great generall flept, foole pofitiue,
Whil'ft emulation in the armie crept: Patr. Why am I a foole ?
This I prefume will wake him. Exeunt.

Enter Agamemnon, Vlijfes, Neftor, '\Diomedes,
Enter Therfites/o/arf. Aiax, and Chalcas.

How now Therjitesf what loft in the Labyrinth of thy
furie ? fhall the Elephant Aiax carry it thus? he beates Tber. Make that demand to the Creator, it fuffifes me
me, and I raile at him : O worthy fatisfacYion, would it thou art. Looke you, who comes here ?
were otherwile : that I could beate him, whil'ft he rail'd Achil. Patroclus, He fpeake with no body : come in
at me : Sfoote, He learne to coniure and raife Diuels, but with me Tberjites. Exit.
He fee fome iffue of my fpitefull execrations. Then ther's Ther. Here is fuch patcherie, fuch iugling, and fuch
Achilles, a rare Enginer.If Troy be not taken till thefe two knauerie : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a
vndermine it, the walswill ftand till they fall of them- good quarrel to draw emulations,factions,and bleede to
felues. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget death vpon :Now the dry Suppeago on the Subiect, and
that thou art loue the King of gods; and ̂ .Mercury, loole Warre and Lecherie confound all.
all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take not Agam. Where is Achilles ?
that little little leffe then little wit from them that they Parr. Within his Tent, but ill difpof'd my Lord.
haue, which fhort-arm'd ignorance it felfe knowes, is fo Agam. Let it be knowne to him that we are here :
abundant fcarfe, it will not in circumuention deliuer a He fent our MefTengers, and we lay by
Flye from aSpider, without drawing the maffie Irons and Our appertainments, vifiting of him :
cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole Let him be told of, (o perchance he thinke
Camp, or rather the bone-ach,for that me thinkes is the We dare not moue the queftion of our place,
curfe dependant on thofe that warre for a placket. I haue Or know not what we are.
faid my prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen : What ho? Pat. I ihall fo fay to him.
my Lord ̂ Achilles ? Vlif. We faw him at the opening of his Tent,

He is not ficke.

Enter Patroclus. Aia. Yes, Lyon ficke ficke of proud heart; you may
Pair. Who's theve? Therfites. Good Tberjites come call it Melancholly if wiil fauour the man , but by my

in and raile. head, it'is pride; but why,why,let him fliow vs the caufe?
Ther. If I could haue remembred a guilt counterfeit, A word my Lord.

thou would'ft not haue flipt out of my contemplation, Nef. What moues Aiax thus to bay at him ?
but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy felfe. The common ft if. Achilla hath inueigled his Foole from him.
curfe of mankinde, follie and ignorance be thine in great Nef. Who, Tberfxesl
reuenew; heauen bleffe thee from a Tutor, and Difcipline Vlif. He.
come not neere thee. Let thy bloud be thy diredion till Nef. Then will Aiax lacke matter, if he haue loft his
thy death, then if fhe that laies thee out fayes thou art a Argument.
faire coarfe, lie be fworne and fworne vpon't fhe neuer VliJ. No,you fee he is his argument that has his argu-
fhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles ? ment Achilles.

Pair. What art thou deuout? waft thou in a prayer? Nef. All the better, their fraction is more our wifli
Ther. I, the heauens heare me. then their faction ; but it was a ftrong counfell that a

Enter Achilles. Foole could diiunite.

AMI. Who's there ? Vlif. The amitie that wifedonr" knits, not folly may
Patr. Tberjites,my Lord. eafily vntie. Enter Patroclus.

Here
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Here comes Patroclui, In will peculiar, and in felfe admi/fion.

Nef. No Achilles with him? Aga. Why, will he not vpon our faire requeft,
Vlij. The Elephant hath ioynts, but none for curtefie : Vntent his perfon, and /hare the ayre with vs?

His legge are legs for neceflme,not for flight. Vlij. Things fmall as nothing, for requefts fake onely
Patro. Achilles bids me fay he is much forry : He makes important; pofTeft he is with greatnefle,

If any thing more then your fport and pleafure, And fpeakes not to himfelfe, but with a pride
Did moue your greatne/Te, and this noble State, That quarrels at felfe-breath. Imagin'd wroth
To call vpon him ; he hopes it is no other, Holds in his bloud fuch fwolne and hot difcourfe,
But for your health, and your digeftion fake ; That twixt his mentall and his a&iue parts,
An after Dinners breath. K-ingdom'dAcbi/les in commotion rages,

Aga. Heare you Patroclut: And batters gain/I it felfe ; what /hould I fay ?
We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers: He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it,
But his eualion winged thus fwift with fcorne, Cry no recouery.
Cannot outflye our apprehenfions. Ag. Let Aiax goe to him.
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in his Tent;
Why we afcribe it to him, yet all his vertues, 'Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led
Not vertuoufly of his owne part beheld, At your requeft a little from himfelfe.
Doe in our eyes, begin to loofe their gloffe ; Vlif. O Agamemnon, let it not be fo.
Yea, and like faire Fruit in an vnboldfome difh, Weele confecrate the fteps that Aiax makes,
Are like to rot vntafted : goe and tell him, When they goe from Achilles; /lull the proud Lord,
We came to fpeake with him ; and you fhall not fmne, That baftes his arrogance with his owne feame,
If you doe fay, we thinke him ouer proud, And neuer fuffers matter of the world,
And vnder honeft; in felfe-a/Tumption greater Enter his thoughts: faue fuch as doe reuolue
Then in the note of iudgement:& worthier then himfelfe Aud ruminate himfelfe. Shall he be wor/hipt,
Here tends the iauage flrangenefTe he puts on, Of that we hold an Idoll, more then hee ?
Difguife the holy ftrength of their command : No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord,
And vnder write in an obferuing kinde Muft not fo ftaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd,
His humorous predominance, yea watch Nor by my will aiTubiugate his merit,
His petti/h lines, his ebs, his flowes, as if As amply titled as Achilles is: by going to Achilles,
The pafTage and whole carriage of this aftion That were to enlard his fat already, pride,
Rode on his tyde. Goe tell him this, and adde, And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes
That if he ouerhold his price fo much, With entertaining great Hiferion.
Weele none of him ; but let him, like an Engin This L. goe to him? lupiter forbid,
Not portable, lye vnder this report. And fay in thunder, Achilles goe to him.
Bring action hither, this cannot goe to warre : Neft. O this is well, he rubs the veine of him.
A /rirring Dwarfe, we doe allowance giue, Din. And how his filence drinkes vp this applaufe.
Before a fleeping Gyant: tell him fo. Aia. If I goe to him, with my armed fift, lie pafh him

Pat. I fhall, and bring his anfwere prefently. ore the face.
Ago.. In fecond voyce weele not be fatisfied, Ag. O no, you (hall not goe.

We come to fpeake with hlm,'Vliffls enter you. Aia. And a be proud with me, ile phefe his pride : let
Exit Vli/es. me goe to him.

Aiax. What is he more then another ? 'Ulif. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarrel.
Ago. No more then what he thinkes he is. Aia. A paultry infolent fellow.
Ala. Is he fo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes Neft. How he defcribes himfelfe.

himfelfe a better man then I am ? Aia. Can he not be fociable?

Ag. No queftion. Vlij. The Rauen chides blacknefle.
Aiax. Will you fubfcribe his thought, and fay he is? Aia. Ile let his humours bloud.
Ag. No, Noble Aiax, you are as ftrong, as valiant, as Ag. He will be the Phyfitian that fliould be the pa-

wife, no le/Te noble, much more gentle, and altogether tient.
more tractable. Aia. And all men were a my minde.

Alax. Why fhould a man be proud? How doth pride Vlij. Wit would be out of fafhion.
grow? I know not what it is. Aia. A fhould not beare it fo, a mould eate Swords

Aga. Your minde is the cleerer Aiax,and your vertues firfi : fhall pride carry it?
the fairer; he that is proud, eates vp himfelfe; Pride is his Neft. And 'twould, you'ld carry halfe.
owne Glafle, his owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle, and 'Ulif. A would haue ten fhares.
what euer praifes it felfe but in the deede, deuoures the Aia. I will knede him,lie make him fupple, hee's not
deede in the praife. yet through warme.

Safer Vly/es. A^.Force him with praifes, poure in,poure in:his am-
Aiax. I do hate a proud man,as I hate the ingendring bition is dry.

of Toades. Vlij. My L. you feede too much on this diflike.
Neft. Yet he loues himfelfeiis't not ftrange? Neft Our noble General!, doe not doe fo.
Vlij. Achilles will not to the field to morrow. Diom. You muft prepare to fight without Achilles.
Ag. What's his excufe f Vlij. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harme.
Vlij. He doth relye on none, Here is a man, but 'tis before his face,

But carries on the ftreame of his difpofe, I will be filent.
Without obferuance or refpecT: of any, Neft. Wherefore fhould you Co?

He
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He is not emulous, as Achilles is. Pa. Friend, we vnderftand not one another : I am too

Vlif. 'Know the whole world, he is as valiant. courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft doe
Aia. A horfon dog,that fhal palter thus with vs,would thefe men play ?

he were a Troian. Ser. That's too't indeede fir : marry fir, at the requeft
Neft. What a vice were it in Aiax now 
"OliJ. If he were proud. 

of Paris my L. who's there in perfon; with him the mor-
tall P'etiiu, the heart bloud of beauty , loues inuifible

Dio. Or couetous of praife. foule.
Vlij. I, or furley borne. Pa. Who ? my Cofin Cre/ida.
T>io. Or ftrange, or felfe affected. Ser. No fir, Helen, could you not finde out that by
VI. Thank the heauens L.thou art offweet compofure; her attributes ?

Praife him that got thee, fhe that gaue theefucke: Pa. It fhould feeme fellow, that thou haft not feen the
Fame be thy Tutor,and thy parts of nature Lady CrcJJida. I come to fpeake withi Paris from the
Thrice ram'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; Prince Troylus : I will make a complementall affault vpon
But he that difciplin'd thy armes to fight, him, for my bufineffe feethes.
Let Mars deuide Eternity in twaine, Ser. Sodden bufineffe, there's a ftewed phrafe indeede.
And giue him halfe.and for thy vigour,
Bull-bearing Afilo: his addition yeelde Enter Tarts and Helena.
To finnowie Aiax : I will not praife thy wifdome,
Which like a bourne, a pale, a fhore confines Pan. Faire be to you my Lord,and to all this faire com-
Thy fpacious and dilated parts ; here's Neftor pany: faire defires in all faire meafure fairely guide them,
Inftrucled by the Antiquary times : efpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughts be your
He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife. faire pillow.
But pardon Father NeJ}cr,were your dayes Hel. Deere L. you are full of faire words .
As greene as Aiax, and your braine fo temper'd, Pan. You fpeake your faire pleafure fweete Queene :
You fhould not haue the eminence of him, faire Prince, here is good broken Muficke.
But be as Aiax. Par. You haue broke it cozen : and by my life you

<Aia. Shall I call you Father ? fhall make it whole againe, you fhall peece it out with a
IJlif. I my good Sonne. peece of your performance. Nel, he is full of harmony.
Dio. Be rul'd by him Lord Aiax. Pan. Truely Lady no.
yiif. There is no tarrying here,the Hart Achilles Hel. O fir.

Keepes thicket: pleafe it our General!, Tan. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude.
To call together all his ftate of warre, Parii. Well faid my Lord : well, you fay fo in fits.
Frefh Kings are come to Troy ; to morrow Tan. I haue bufineffe to my Lord,deere Queene: my
We muft with all our maine of power ftand fnft : Lord will you vouchfafe me a word.
And here's a Lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft Hel. Nay, this fhall not hedge vs out, weele heare you
And cull their flowre, Aiax /hall cope the beft. fing certainely.

Ag. Goe we to Counfaile, let Achilles fleepe ; Pan, Well fweete Queene you are pleafant with me,
Light Botes may faile fwift, though greater bulkes draw but, marry thus my Lord,my deere Lord,and moft eftee-
deepe. Exeunt. Mujickf founds within. med friend your brother Troylus.

Hel. My Lord Tandarus, hony fweete Lord.
Enter Pandariu and a Seruant. Pan. Go too fweete Queene, goe to.

Pan. Friend, you, pray you a word : Doe not you fol- Commends himfelfe moft affectionately to you.
low the yong Lord Paris? Hel. You fhall not bob vs out of our melody :

Ser. I fir, when he goes before me. If you doe, our melancholly vpon your head.
Pan. You depend vpon him I meane? Tan. Sweete Queene, fweete Queene, that's a fweete
Set: Sir, I doe depend vpon the Lord. Queene I faith "
Pan. You depend vpon a noble Gentleman : I muft Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad,is a fower offence.

needes praife him. Pan. Nay, that fhall not ferue your turne, that fhall it
Ser, The Lord be praifed. not in truth la. Nay, I care not for fuch words, no, no.
fa. You know me, doe you not? And my Lord he defires you, that if the King call for him
Ser. Faith fir, fuperficially. at Supper, you will make his excufe.
Pa. Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pandarus. Hel. My Lord Pandarus ?
Ser. I hope I fhall know your honour better. Pan. What faies my fweete Queene, my very, very
Pa. I doe defire it. fweete Queene ?
Ser. You are in the ftate ofGrace? Tar. What exploit's in hand, where fups he to night?
PA. Grace, not fo friend, honor and Lordfhip are my Hel. Nay but my Lord ?

title : What Mufique is this? Pan. What faies my fweere Qiieene ? my cozen will
Ser. I doe but partly know fir : it is Muficke in parts. fall out with you.
Pa. Know you the Mufitians. Hel. You muft not know where he fups.
Ser. Wholly fir. Par. With my difpofer Qrefsida.
Pa. Who play they to? Pan. No, no; no fuch matter,you are wide, come your
Ser. To the hearers fir. difpofer is ficke.
Pa. At whofe pleafure friend ? Par. Well, He make excufe.
Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that loue Muficke. Pan. I good my Lord : why fhould you fay Crefslda ?
Pa. Command, I meane friend. no, your poore difpofer's ficke.
Ser. Who fhall I command fir? Par. I fpie.

Pan. You
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Pan. You fpie, what doe you fpie : come, giue me an Enter Pandarui andTroylus Man.

Inftrument now fweete Queene. Pan. How now, where's thy Maifter, at my Couzen
Hel. Why this is kindely done ? Crefsidasf
Pan. My Neece is horrible in loue with a thing you Man. No fir, he ftayes for you to conduft him thither.

haue fweete Queene. Enter Troylui.
Hel. She fhall haue it my Lord, if it be not my Lord Pan. O here he comes: How now,how now?

Para. Troy, Sirra walke off.
Pand. Hee? no, fheele none of him, they two are Pan. Haue you feene my Coufin?

twaine. Troy. No Pandarui : I ftalke about her doore
Hel. Falling in after falling out,may make them three. L'ke a ftrange foule vpon the Stigian bankes
Pan. Come, come, lie heare no more of this, lie fing Staying for waftage.O be thou my Charon,

you a fong now. "^nd giue me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields,
Hel. I, I, prethee now: by my troth fweet Lord thou Where I may wallow in the Lilly beds

haft a fine fore-head. Propos'd for the deferuer. O gentle Pandarui,
Pan. I you may,you may. From Cupids fhoulder plucke his painted wings,
Hel. Let thy fong be loue : this loue will vndoe vs al. And flye with me to Crefsid.

Oh Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. Pan. Walke here ith'Orchard, He bring her ftraight.
Pan. Loue ? I that it fhall yfaith. Exit Pandarui.
Par. I, good now loue, loue, no thing but loue. Troy, I am giddy; expectation whirles me round,
Pan. In good troth it begins fo. Th'imaginary reli/h is fo fweete,

That it inchants my fence : what will it be
Loue. loue, nothing but loue,ft ill more : When that the watry pallats tafte indeede
For 0 loues 'Boiv , Loues thrice reputed Neftar ? Death I feare me
Shcotes '"Bucke and Doe : Sounding diftrudHon, or fome ioy too fine,
The Shaft confounds not that it mounds, Too fubtile, potent, and too fharpe in fweetnefie,
*But tickles ftill the fore : For the capacitie of my ruder powers;
Thefe Louers cry, oh ho they dye; I feare it much, and I doe feare befides,
Yet that which feemes the wound to ̂ J/l, That I fhall loofe diftindlion in my ioyes,
Doth turne oh ho, to ha ha he : As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes
So dying loue Hues fiill, The enemy flying. Enter Pandarui.
0 ho a while,but ha ha ha; Pan. Shee's making her ready, fheele come ftraight; you
0 hogrones out for ha ha ha bey ho. muft be witty now, fhe does fo blufh,& fetches her winde

fo fhort,as if /he were fraid with a fprite : He fetch her ; it
Hel. In loue yfaith to the very tip of the nofe. is the prettieft villaine,fhe fetches her breath fo fhort as a
Par. He eates nothing but doues loue, and that breeds newtane Sparrow. Exit Pand.

hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts, and hot Troy. Euen fuch a paffion doth imbrace my bofome:
thoughts beget hot deedes, and hot deedes is loue. My heart beates thicker then a feauorous pulfe,

Tan. Is this the generation of loue ? Hot bloud, hot And all my powers doe their beftowing loofe,
thoughts, and hot deedes, why they are Vipers, is Loue a Like vaflalage at vnawares encounrting
generation of Vipers? The eye of Maieftie.
Sweete Lord whofe a field to day? Enter Pandarui and Crefsida.

Par. Heffor , Deiphoebut, Hehmu, Antbenor, and all the Pan. Come, come, what neede you blufh ?
gallantry of Troy. I would faine haue arm'd today, but Shames a babie ; here fhe is now, fweare the oathes now
my Nell would not haue it fo. to her,that you haue fworne to me. What are you gone a-
How chance my brother Troylui went not? gaine,you muft be watcht ere you be made tame, muft

Hel. He hangs the lippe at fomething; you know all you f come your wayes, come your wayes, and you draw
Lord Pandarui? backward weele put you i'th fils : why doe you not fpeak

fan. Not I hony fweete Queene : I long to heare how to her? Come draw this curtaine,& let's fee your pifture.
they fped to day : AlafTe the day,how loath you are to offend day light?and
Youle remember your brothers excufe ? 'twere darke you'ld clofe fooner : So, fo, rub on, and kifTe

Par. To a hayre. the miftrelTe ; how now, a kifle in fee-farme ? build there
Pan. Farewell fweete Queene. Carpenter, the ayre is fweete. Nay, you fhall fight your
Hel. Commend me to your Neece. hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon,as the Tercell, for
Pan. I will fweete Queene. Sound a retreat. all the Ducks ith Riuer : go too,go too.
Par. They're come from fielde : let vs to Priams Hall Troy. You haue bereft me of all words Lady.

To gree'e the Warriers. Sweet Hellen, I muft woe you, Pan. Words pay no debts; giue her deedes : but /heele
To helpe vnarme our Hefior : his ftubborne Buckles, bereaue you 'oth' deeds too, if fhee call your aftiuity in
With thefe your white enchanting fingers toucht, queftion : what billing againe ? here's in witneffe where-
Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, of the Parties interchangeably. Come in,come in,lie go }
Or force of Greekifh finewes : you fhall doe more get a fire ?
Then all the Hand Kings, difarme great Hefior. Cref. Will you walke in my Lord ?

Hel. 'Twill make vs proud to be his feruant Paris: Troy. O Crefsida,ho\v often haue I wifht me thus?
Yea what he fhal) receiue of vs in duetie, Cref. Wifht my Lord ? the gods grant ? O my Lord.
Glues vs more palme in beautie then we haue : Troy. What fhould they grant? what makes this pret-
Yea ouerfhines our felfe. ty abruption-.what too curious dreg efpies my fweete La-
Sweete aboue thought I loue thee. Exeunt. dy in the fountaine of our loue ?

Cref. More !
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Cref. More dregs then water, if my teares haue eyes. My foule of counfell from me. Stop my mouth.
Troy. Feares make diuels of Cheru bins, they neuer fee Troy. And fhall, albeit fweete Muficke iflues thence.

truely. Pan. Pretty yfaith.
Cref. Blinde feare,that feeing reafon leads, findes fafe Cref. My Lord, I doe befeech you pardon me,

footing, then blinde reafon, ftumbling without feare : to 'Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifTe :
feare the worft, oft cures the worfe. I am afliam'd ; O Heauens, what haue I done !

Troy. Oh let my Lady apprehend no feare, For this time will I take my leaue my Lord.
In all Cupids Pageant there is prefented no monfter. Troy. Your leaue fweete Crejjidl

CreJ. Not nothing monftrons neither? Pan. Leaue : and you take leaue till to morrow mor-
Troy. Nothing but our vndertakings, when we vowe ning.

to weepe feas,liue in fire,eate rockes,tarne Tygers;think- Cref. Pray you content you.
ing it harder for our Miftreffe to deuife impofition Troy. What offends you Lady ?
inough, then for vs to vndergoe any dif'ficultie impofed. Cref. Sir, mine owne company.
This is the monftruofitie in loue Lady, that the will is in- Troy. You cannot {hun your felfe.
finite,andthe execution confin'djthat the defire is bound- Cref. Let me goe and try:
leffe, and the aft a flaue to limit. I, haue a kinde of felfe recides with you :

Crcf- They fay all Louers fweare more performance But an vnkinde felfe, that it felfe will leaue,
then they are able, and yet referue an ability that they To be anothers foole. Where is my wit?
neuer performe: vowing more then the perfection of ten; 1 would be gone : I fpeake I know not what.
and difcharging leffe then the tenth part of one. They Troy. Well know they what they fpeake, that fpeakes
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the act of Hares : are fo wifely.
they not Monfters? Cre. Perchance my Lord,I ftiew more craft then loue,

Troy. Are there fuch? fuch are not we : Praife vs as we And fell fo roundly to a large confeffion,
are tafted, allow vs as we proue : our head fhall goe bare To Angle for your thoughts: but you are wife,
till merit crowne it: no perfection in reuerfion fhall haue Or elfe you loue not : for to be wife and loue,
a praife in prefent: wee will not name defert before his Exceedes mans might,that dwels with gods aboue.
birth, and being borne his addition (hall be humble : few Troy, O that I thought it could be in a woman:
words to faire faith. Troyliu (hall be fuch to Creffid, as As if it can, I will prefume in you,
what enuie can fay worft,fhall be a mocke for his truth ; To feede for aye her lampe and flames of loue.
and what truth can fpeake trueft, not truer then Troy- To keepe her conftancie in plight and youth,
lus. Out-liuing beauties outward, with a minde

Cref. Will you walke in my Lord ? That doth renew fvvifter then blood decaies :
Enter Pandarus. Or that perfwafion could but thus conuince me,

Pan. What blufhing ftill ? haue you not done talking That my integritie and truth to you,
yet ? Might be affronted with the match and waight

Cref. Well Vnckle, what folly I commit, I dedicate Of fuch a winnowed puriritie in loue :
to you. How were I then vp-lifted I but alas,

Pan. I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of I am as true,as truths fimplicitie,
you, youle glue him me: be true to my Lord,if he flinch, And fimpler then the infancie of truth.
chide me for it. Crf. In that He warre with you.

Tro. You know now your hoftages:your Vnckles word Troy. O vertuous fight,
and my firme faith, When right with right wars who /hall be moft right:

Pan. Nay, lie glue my word for her too : our kindred True fwaines in loue, fhall in the world to come
though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con- Approue their truths by Troylus, when their rimes,
ftant being wonne : they are Burres I can tell you, they'le Full of proteft, of oath and big compare ;
fticke where they are throwne. Wants fimiles, truth tir'd with iteration,

Cref. Boldnefie comes to mee now, and brings mee As true as fteele, as plantage to the Moone :
heart: Prince Troylus,l haue lou'd you night and day,for As Sunne to day : as Turtle to her mate :
many weary moneths. As Iron to Adamant: as Earth to th'Center:

Troy. Why was my Crefsid then fo hard to win ? Yet after all companions of truth,
CreJ. Hard to feeme won: but I was won my Lord (As truths authenticke author to be cited)

With the firft glance ; that euer pardon me, As true as Troylus, fhall crowne vp the Verfe,
If I confeffe much you will play the tyrant: And fanclifie the numbers.
I loue you now,but not till now fo much Cref. Prophet may you be :
But I might maifter it; infaith I lye : If I be falfe, or fwerue a haire from truth,
My thoughts were like vnbrideled children grow When time is old and hath forgot it felfe :
Too head-ftrong for their mother : fee we fooles, When water drops haue worne the Stones of Troy ;
Why haue I blab'd : who fhall be true to vs And blinde obliuion fwallow'd Cities vp;
When we are fo vnfecret to ourfelues? And mightie States characlerlefle are grated
But though I lou'd you well, I woed you not, To duftie nothing ; yet let memory.
And yet good faith I wiflit my felfe a man ; From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in loue,l
Or that we women had mens priuiledge Vpbraid my falfehood, when they'aue faid as falfe,
Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, As Aire, as Water, as Winde,as fandie earth ;
For in this rapture I /hall furely fpeake As Foxe to Lambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ;
The thing I /hall repent: fee,fee,your filence Pard to the Hinde, or Step dame to her Sonne ;
Comming in dumbtoefle, from my weakenefle drawes Yea, let them fay, to fticke the heart of falfehood,

As
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As falfe as CreJJld. Why fuch vnplaufiue ejes are bent? why turn'd on him r

Pand. Go too, a bargaine made : feale it, feale it, He If fo, I haue derifion medicinable,
be the witnefle here I hold your hand : here my Coufms, To vfe betweene your ftrangeneiTe and his pride,
if euer you proue falfe one to another, fince I haue taken Which his owne will ihall haue defire to drinke;
fuch paines to bring you together, let all pittifull goers It may doe good, pride hath no other glalTe
betweene be cal'd to the worlds end after my name : call To ftiow it felfe, but pride : for fupple knees,
them all Panders ; let all conftant men be Troyluffes, all Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees.
falfe women Cre/ids, and all brokers betweene, Panders : Agam. Weele execute your purpofe, and put on
fay, Amen. A forme of ftrangeneiTe as we pafie along,

Troy. Amen. So doe each Lord, and either greete him not,
Cry. Amen. Or elfe difdainfully, which flial] friake him more,
Pan. Amen. Then if not lookton. I will lead the way.

Whereupon I will fhew you a Chamber, which bed, be- Acbil. What comes the Generall to fpeake with me ?
caufe it /hall riotfpeake of your prettie encounters, prefle You know my minde, lie fight no more 'gainft Troy.
it to death : away. Aga. What faies Achilles, would he ought with vs ?
And Cupid grant alljtong-tide Maidens heere, NeJ. Would you my Lord ought with the Generall?
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to prouide this geere, Sxeunt. Acbil. No.

Nef. Nothing my Lord.
Enter flyjfis, Diomedes , Neftor , Agamemnon^ Aga. The better.

cflfene/aus and Cbalcai. Florijb. Acbil. Good day, good day.
Men. How doe you ? how doe you ?

Cal. Now Princes for the feruice I haue done you, Achi. What, do's the Cuckold fcorne me?
Th'aduantage of the time promps me aloud, Aiax. How now Patroclus ?
To call for recompence : appeare it to your minde, Acbil. Good morrow Aiax'?
That through the fight I beare in things to loue, Aiax. Ha.
I haue abandon'd Troy, left my polTeflion, Achil. Good morrow.
Incur'd a Traitors name, expof'd myfelfe, Aiax. I, and good next day too. Exeunt.
From certaine and pofTeft conueniences, Achil. What meane thefe fellowes ? know they not
To doubttull fortunes, fequeftring from me all Achilles ?
That time, acquaintance, cuftomeand condition, Pair. They pafTe by ftrangely: they were vPd to bend
Made tame, and moft familiar to my nature : To fend their fmiles before them to Achilles:
And here to doe you feruice am become, To come as humbly as they vs'd to creepe to holy Altars.
As new into the world, ftrange, vnacquainted. Acbil. What am I poore of late ?
I doe befeech you, as in way of tjfte, 'Tis certaine, greatnefTe once falne out with fortune,
To giue me now a little benefit : Muft fall out with men too : what the declin'd is,
Out of thofe many regiftred in promife, He mall as foone reade in the eyes of others,
Which you lay, Hue to come in my behalfe. As feele in his owne fall : for men like butter-flies,

Agam. What would'ft thou of vs Troian ? make Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer :
demand ? And not a man for being limply man,

Cal. You haue a Troian prifoner, cal'd Anthenor, Hath any honour; but honour'd for thofe honours
Yefterday tooke : Troy holds him very deere. That are without him ; as place,riches,and fauour,
Oft haue you (often haue you, thankes therefore) Prizes of accident, as oft as merit:
Defir'd my Creffid in right great exchange. Which when they fall, as being flippery ftanders;
Whom Troy hath flill deni'd : but this Anthenor, The loue that leand on them as flippery too,
I know is fuch a wreft in their affaires ; Doth one plucke downe another, and together
That their negotiations all mtift llacke, Dye in the fall. But 'tis not fo with me ;
Wanting his mannage : and they will almoft, Fortune and 1 are friends, I doe enioy
Giue vs a Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, At ample point, all that I did poflefTe,
In change of him. Let him be fent great Princes, Saue thefe mens lookes : who do me thinkes finde out
And he fhall buy my Daughter: and her prefence, Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding,
Shall quite ftrike off all feruice I haue done, As they haue often giuen. Here is 'Ulijjes,
In molt accepted paine. lie interrupt his reading : how now Vajjest

Aga. Let Diomedes beare him, Vl'if. Now great Thetis Sonne.
And bring vs Qrejjid hither : Calcas fhall haue Achil. What are you reading ?
What he requefts of vs : good Diomed VliJ. A ftrange fellow here
Furnifh you fairely for this enterchange ; Writes me, that man, how dearely euer parted,
Withall bring word, if HeBor will to morrow How much in hauing, or without,or in,
Be anfwer'd in his challenge. Aiax is ready. Cannot make boaft to haue that which he hath ;

Dio. This mail I vndertake, and 'tis a burthen Nor feeles not what he owes, but by reflection :
Which I am proud to beare. Exit. As when his vertues fhining vpon others,

Enter Achilles and Patroclus in their Tent. Heate them, and they retort that heate againe
VliJ. Achilles fhnds i'th entrance of his Tent 5 To the firft giuer.

Pleafe it our Generall to pafle ftrangely by him, Achil. This is not ftrange Vliffes :
As if he were forgot: and Princes all, The beautie that is borne here in the face,
Lay negligent and looie regard vpon him ; The bearer knowes not, but commends it felfe,
1 will come laft, 'tis like heele queftion me, Not going from it felfe : but eye to eye oppos'd,

Salutes
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Salutes each other with each others forme. To enuious and calumniating time:
For (peculation turnes not to it felfe, One touch of nature makes the whole world kin :
Till it hath trauail'd, and is married there That all with one confent praife new borne gaudes,
Where it may fee it felfe : this is not ftrange at all. Though they are made and moulded of things paft,

Vlif. I doe not ftraine it at the pofition, And goe to duft, that is a little guilt,
It is familiar ; but at the Authors drift, More laud then guilt oredufted.
Who in his circumftance, exprefly proues The prefent eye praifes the pref nt obiecl :
That no may is the Lord of any thing, Then maruell not thou great and compleat man,
(Though in and of him there is much confifting,) That all the Greekes begin to worfhip Alax;
Till he communicate his parts to others: Since things in motion begin to catch the eye,
Nor doth he of himfelfe know them for ought, Then what not ftiis : the cry went out on thee,
Till he behold them formed in th'applaufe, And ftill it might, and yet it may againe,
Where they are extended : who like an arch reuerb'rate If thou would'ft not entombe thy felfe aliue,
The voyce againe ; or like a gate of fteele, And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent;
Fronting the Sunne, receiues and renders backe Whofe glorious deedes, but in thefe fields of late,
His figure, and his heate. I was much rapt in this, Made emulous mifTions 'mongft the gods themfelues,
And apprehended here immediately : And draue great Mars to faction.
The vnknowne Aiax ; Achil. Of this my priuacie,
Heauens what a man is there? a very Horfe, (are- I haue ftrong reafons.
That has he knowes not what. Nature, what things there flif. But 'gainft your priuacie
Moft abiedl in regard, and deare in vfe. The reafons are more potent and heroycall :
What things againe moft deere in the efteeme, 'Tis knowne Achilles, that you are in loue
And poore in worth : now fhall we fee to morrow, With one of Priams daughters.
An acT: that very chance doth throw vpon him? Achil. Ha ? knowne ?
Aiax renown'd ? O heauens, what fome men doe, Vlif. Is that a wonder ?
While fome men leaue to doe ! The prouidence that's in a watchfull State,
How fome men creepe in bkittifn fortunes hall, Knowes almoft euery graine of Plutoes gold ;
Whiles others play the Ideots in her eyes : Findes bottome in th'vncomprehenfiue deepes;
How one man eates into anothers pride, Keepes place with thought; and almoft like the gods,
While pride is feafting in his wantonnefie Doe thoughts vnuaile in their dumbe cradles :
To fee thefe Grecian Lords; why, euen already, There is a myfterie ( with whom relation
They clap the lubber Aiax on the fhoulder, Durft neuer meddle) in the foule of State ;
As if his foote were on braue HeElors breft, Which hath an operation more diuine,
And great Troy Shrinking. Then breath or pen can giue exprefl'ure to :

Acbil. I doe beleeue it: All the commerfe that you haue had with Troy,
For they paft by me, as myfers doe by beggars,. As perfectly is ours,as yours,my Lord.
Neither gaue to me good word, nor looke: And better would it fit Achilles much,
What are mydeedes forgot? To throw downe Heftor then Tolixena.

Vlif. Time hath (my Lord) a wallet at his backe, But it muft grieue yong "Pirhuf now at home,
Wherein he puts almes for obliuion : When fame fhall in her Hand found her trumpe;
A great fiz'd monfter of ingratitudes : And all the Greekifh Girles fhall tripping fing,
Thofe fcraps are good deedes paft, Great Hfffors fifter did Achilles winne ;
Which are deuour'd as faft as they are made, But our great Aiax brauely beate downe him.
Forgot as foone as done : perfeuerance, deere my Lord, Farewell my Lord : I as your louer fpeake ;
Keepes honor bright, to haue done, is to hang The foole flides ore the Ice that you fhould breake.
Qmte out of faftiion, like a ruftie male, Patr. To this effecT: Achilles haue I mou'd you ;
In monumentallmockrie : take the inftant way, A woman impudent and mannifti growne,
For honour trauels in a ftraight fo narrow, Is not more loth'd, then an effeminate man,
Where one but goes a breaft, keepe then the path: In time of aftion : I ftand condemn'd for this;
For emulation hath a thoufand Sonnes, They tbinkemy little ftomacke to the warre,
That one by one purfue ; if you giue way, And your great loue to me,reftraines you thus :
Or hedge afide from the dired forth right; Sweete,roufe your felfejand the weake wanton Cupid
Like to an entred Ty<le,they all ruih by, Shall from your necke vnloofe his amorous fould,
And leaue you hindmoft : And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane,
Or like a gallant Horfe falne in firft ranke, Be fliooke to ayrie ayre.
Lye there for pauement to the abiedT:, neere Achil. Shall Aiax fight with Hefior?
Ore-run and trampled on:: then what they doe in prefent, fatr. I, and perhaps receiue much honor by him.
Though leffe then yours in paft,muft ore-top yours : Achil. I fee my reputation is at ftake,
For time is like a fashionable Hofte, My fame is flirowdly gored.
That flightly fhakes his parting Gueft by th'hand; Patr. O then beware :
And with his armes out-ftretcht, as he would flye, Thofe wounds heale ill, that men doe giue themfelues :
Grafpes in the commer : the welcome euerfmiles^ Omiffion to doe what is neceflary,
And farewels goes out fighing : O let not vertue feeke Seales a commiffion to a blanke of danger,
Remuneration for the thing it was : for beautie, wit, And danger like an ague fubtly taints
High birth, vigor of bone, defert in feruice, Euen then when we fit idely in the funne.
Loue, friendship,charity,are fubiedls all Achil. Goe call Tberfites hither fweet Patroclus,
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lie fend the foole to Aiax, and defire him finewes to make catlings on.
T'inuite the Troian Lords after the Combat Acbll. Come, thou {halt beare a Letter to him
To fee vs here vnarm'd : I haue a womans longing, ftraight.
An appetite that I am ficke withall, Ther. Let me cany another to his Horfe;for that's the
To fee great Heflor in his weedes of peace ; Enter Therfi. more capable creature.
To talke with him, and to behold his vifage, AMI. My minde is troubled like a Fountaine ftir'd,
Euen to my full of view. A labour fau'd. And I my felfe fee not the bottome of it.

Ther. A wonder, Ther. Would the Fountaine of your minde were cleere
AMI. What? againe, that I might water an Afle at it : I had rather be a
Ther. cAiax goes vp and downe the field, asking for Ticke in a Sheepe, then fuch a valiant ignorance.

himfelfe.
AMI. Howfo? Enter at one doore z^Eneas with a Torch, at another
Tber. Hee muft fight fingly to morrow with Heflor, Paris, Dief>bcebiu,Anthenor ,Diomed the

and is fo prophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, Grecian, tt>ith Torches.
that he raues in faying nothing.

AMI. How can that be ? Par. See hoa, who is that there?
Ther. Why he ftalkes vp and downe like a Peacock,a <!Dieph. It is the Lord <^£neai.

ftride and a ftand: ruminates like an hofteffe,that hath no csEne. Is the Prince there in perfon ?
Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko- Had I fo good occafion to lye long
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard, as who /hould As you Prince Paris, nothing but heauen]y bufinefTe,
fay, there were wit in his head and twoo'd out; and fo Should rob my bed-mate of my company.
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, Diom. That's my minde too : good morrow Lord
which will not {hew without knocking. The mans vn-
done for euerjfor if Heflor breake not his necke i'th'com- Par. A valiant Greeke t^Eneai, take his hand,
bat, heele break't himfelfe in vaine-glory. He knowes WitnefTe the procefle of your fpeech within ;
not mee : I faid, good morrow Aiax ; And he replyes, You told how Dlomed in a whole weeke by dayes
lhankes Agamemnon. What thinke you of this man, Did haunt you in the Field.
that takes me for the Generall ? Hee's growne a very <^£ne. Health to you valiant fir,
land-fiih , languageleffe, a monfter : a plague of o- During all queftion of the gentle truce :
pinion, a man may weare it on both fides like a leather But when I meeteyou arm 'd, as blacke defiance,
lerkin. As heart can thinke, or courage execute.

AMI. Thou muft be my Ambaflador to him Tberjites. 'Diom. The one and other T>iomed em braces,
Ther. Who, I : why, heele anfwer no body : he pro- Our blouds are now in calme; and fo long health:

fefles notanfwering ; fpeaking is for beggers : he weares But when contention, and occafion meetes,
his tongue in'sarmes : I will put on hij prefence ; Jet Pa- By loue, lie play the hunter for thy life,
trodui make his demands to me, you {hall fee the Page- With all my force, purfuite and pollicy.
ant of Aiax. <i>£ne. And thou {halt hunt a Lyon that will flye

AMI. To him fatrocltu; tell him, I humbly defire the With his face backward, in humaine gentlenefle:
valiant Aiax, to inuite the moft valorous Heflor, to come Welcome to Troy ; now by Anchifei life,
vnarm'd to my Tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his Welcome indeede : by Ventu hand I fweare,
perfon, of the magnanimious and moft illuftrious, fixe or No man aliue can loue in fuch a fort,
feauen times honour'd Captaine, Generall of the Grecian The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently.
Armie Agamemnon,&c. doe this. T)iom. We fimpathize. loue let <i^£nea6 liue

Patro. low bleffe great Aiax. (If to my fword his fate be not the glory J
Ther. Hum. A thoufand compleate courfes of the Sunne,
"Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles. But in mine emulous honor let him dye :
Tber. Ha? With euery ioynt a wound, and that to morrow.
P.itr. Who moft humbly defires you to inuite Heflor cs£rie. We know each other well.

to his Tent. Dio. We doe, and long to know each other worfe.
Ther. Hum. far. This is the moft, defpightful'ft gentle greeting;
Patr. And to procure fafe conduft from Agamemnon. The nobleft hatefull loue, that ere 1 heard of.
Ther. Agamemnon ? What bufinefie Lord fo early ?
Patr. I my Lord. cJEne. I wasfentfor to the King;but why, I know not.
Ther. Ha? Par. His purpofe meets youjit was to bring this Greek
Patr. What fay you too't. To Cakha"s houfe; and there to render him,
Ther. God buy you with all my heart. For the enfreed Anthenor,the faire Creffid:
Patr. Your anfwer fir. Lers haue your company ; or if you pleafe,
Ther. If to morrow be a faire day, by eleuen a clocke Hafte there before vs. I conftantly doe thinke

it will goe one way or other; howfoeuer, he ftiall pay for (Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge)
me ere he has me. My brother Troylus lodges there to night.

Tatr. Your anfwer fir. Roufe him, and giue him note of our approach,
Ther. Fare you well withall my heart. With the whole quality whereof, I feare
AMI. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? We {hall be much vnwelcome.
Ther. No,but he's out a tune thus: what muficke will <v£W. That I aflure you :

be in him when Heflor has knocktouthis braines,! know Troylus had rather Troy were borne to Greece,
not : but I am fure none, vnlefle the Fidler Apollo get his Then Creffid borne from Troy.

Par. There
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Par. There is no helpe : You bring me to doo---and then you floute me too.

The bitter difpofition of the time will haue it fo. Pan. To do what? to do what ? let her fay what:
On Lord, weele follow you. What haue I brought you to doe ?

f£ne. Good morrow all. Exit CreJ. Come, come, befhrew your heart-': youle nere be
Tar. And tell me noble T)iomed; faith tell me true, good, nor fuffer others.

Euen in the foule of found good fellow fhip, Pan. Ha,ha: alas poore wretch: a poore Chifochia, haft
Who in your thoughts merits faire Helen moft ? not flept to night ? would he not ( a naughty man) let it
My felfe,or <3V[endaiu? fleepe:a bug-beare take him. One ̂nocl^s.

Diotn. Both alike. C>'ef. Did not I tell you ? would he were knockt ith'
He merits well to haue her,that doth feeke her, head. Who's that at doore ? good Vnckle goe and fee.
Not making any fcruple of her foylure, My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber:
With fuch a hell of paine, and world of charge. You fmile and mocke me, as if I meant naughtily.
And you as well to keepe her, that defend her, Troy. Ha, ha.
Not pallating the tafte of her diihonour, Cre. Come you are deceiu'd, I thinke of no fuch thing.
With fuch a coftly loffe of wealth and friends : How earneftly they knocke : pray you come in. Knoc^e.
He like a puling Cuckold, would drinke vp I would not for halfe Troy haue you feene here. Exeunt
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : Pan. Who's there ? what's the matter? will you beate
You like a letcher, out of whorifh loynes, downe the doore ? How now, what's the matter?
Are pleaf'd to breede out your inheritors: exfine. Good morrow Lord, good morrow.
Both merits poyz'd, each weighs no lelTe nor more, Tan. Who's there my Lord i <^£neas ? by my troth I
But lie as he,which heauier fora whore. knew you not : whjt newes with you fo early ?

Par. You are too bitter to your country-woman. as£iie. Is not Prince Troylus here ?
Dlo. Shee's bitter to her countrey : heare me Paris, Pan. Here? what fhould he doe here?

For euery falfe drop in her baudy veines, cs£ne. Come he is here, my Lord, doe not deny him :
A Grecians life hath funke : for euery fcruple It doth import him much to fpeake with me.
Of her contaminated carrion weight, Tan. Is he here fay you ? 'tis more then I know, He be
A Troian hath beene flaine. Since fhe could fpeake, fworne: For my ownei part I came in late : what fhould
She hath not giuen fo many good words breath, he doe here ?
As for her, Greekes and Troians fuffred death. cs£ne. Who,nay then : Come,come, youle doe him

Par. Faire Diotned, you doe as chapmen doe, wrong, ere y'are ware : youle be fo true to him, to be
Dif praife the thing that you defire to buy : falfe to him : Doe not you know of him, but yet goe fetch
But we in filence hold this vertue well ; him hither, goe.
Weele not commend, what we intend to fell.
Here lyes our way. Exeunt. Enter Troylus,

Troy. How now, what's the matter?
Enter Troylus and Creffida. v£r.e. My Lord, I fcarce haue leifure to falute you,

My matter is fo rafh : there is at hand,
Troy. Deere trouble not your felfe : the morne is cold. Paris your brother,and Deifhxius,
CreJ. Then fweet my Lord, He call mine Vnckle down; The Grecian Dioir.ed, and our Ar.thenor

He fhall vnbolt the Gates. Deliuer'd to vs, and for him forth-with,
Troy. Trouble him not: Ere the firft facrifice, within this houre,

To bfd,to bed :fleepekill thofe pritty eyes, We muft giue vp to Divmeds hand
And glue as foft attachment to thy fences, The Lady Creffida.
As Infants empty of all thought. Troy. Is it concluded fo ?

Cref. Good morrow then. <^£ne. By Priam,and the generall ftate of Troy,
Troy. I prithee now to bed. They are at hand, and ready to effect it.
Cref. Are you a weary of me ? Troy. How my atchieuements mocke me ;
Troy. O Creffida ! but that the bufie day I will goe meete them : and my Lord csEneos,

Wak't by the Larke, hath rouz'd the ribauld Crowes, We met by chance ; you did not finde me here.
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer: CX£K. Good, good, my Lord,the fecrets of nature
I would not from thee. Haue not more gift in taciturnitie. Exennt.

CreJ. Night hath beene too briefe. (ftayes,
Troy. Befhrew the witch ! with venemous wights fhe Enter Pandarui and Crejfid.

As hidioufly as hell ; but flies the grafpes of loue, Pan. Is't poflible? no fooner got but loft : the diuell
With wings more momentary,fwift then thought: take Antbenor; the yong Prince will goe mad: a plague
You will catch cold, and curfe me. vpon Anthenor; I would they had brok's necke.

Cref. Prithee tarry,you men will neuer tarry ; Cref. How now? what's the matter? who was here?
O fooliih Crejjid, I might haue ftill held off, Tan. Ah, ha I
And then you would haue tarried. Harke, ther's one vp? CreJ. Why figh you fo profoundly? wher's my Lord?

Pand. within. What's all the doores open here ? gone ? tell me fweet Vnckle, what's the matter ?
Troy. It is your Vnckle. Enter Pandarus. Pan. Would I weie as deepe vnder the earth as I am
CreJ. A peftilence on him : now will he be mocking : aboue.

I fhall haue fuch a life. CreJ. O the gods ! what's the matter ?
Pan. How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads? Pan. Prythee get thee in : would thou had'ft nere been

Heare you Maide : wher's my cozin Creffidl borne; I knew thou would'ft be his death. O poore Gen-
CreJ. Go hang your felf,you naughty mocking Vnckle: tleman : a plague vpon Ar.tbenor.

« 2 Cre. Good
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Cref. Good Vnckle I befeech you, on my knees, I be- Pan. 1,1,1,1,'tis too plaine a cafe.
feech you what's the matter? Cref. And is it true, that I muft goe from Troy ?

Pan. Thou muft be gone wench, thou muft be gone ; Troy. A hatefull truth.
thou art chang'd for Anthenor: thou muft to thy Father, Cref. What, and from Troylus too?
and be gone from Troylus : 'twill be his death : 'twill be Troy. From Troy, and Troylus.
his baine, he cannot beare it.. Cref. Ift poffible?

Cref. O you immortall gods ! I will not goe. Troy. And fodainely, where iniurie ofchance
Tan. Thou muft. Puts backe leaue-taking, iuftles roughly by
Cref. I will not Vnckle : I haue forgot my Father : All time of paufe ; rudely beguiles our lips

I know no touch of confanguinitie : Of all reioyndure : forcibly preuents
No kin, no loue, no bloud,no foule, fo neere me, Our lockt embrafures; ftrangles our deare vowes,
As the fweet Troylus : O you gods diuine ! Euen in the birth of ourowne laboring breath.
Make CreJJids name the very crowne of falfhood .' We two, that with fo many thoufand fighes
If euer (he leaue Troylus: time, orce and death, Did buy each other, muft poorely fell our felues,
Do to this body what extremitie you can ; With the rude breuitie and difcharge of our

But the ftrong bafe and building of my loue, Injurious time ; now with a robbers hafte
Is as the very Center of the earth, Crams his rich theeuerie vp, he knowes not how.
Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepe. As many farwels as be ftars in heauen,

Tan. Doe, doe. With diftindr. breath,and confign'd kiffes to them,
Cref. Teare my bright heire, and fcratch my praifed He fumbles vp into a loofe adiew;

cheekes, And fcants vs with a fingle famiftit kiffe,
Cracke my cleere voyce with fobs, and breake my heart Di/tafting with the fait of broken teares. Enter
With founding Troylus. I will not goe from Troy.Exeunt. tineas wit bin. My Lord,is the Lady ready?

Troy. Harke, you are call'd : fome fay the genius fo
Enter Para, Troylus,dSEneai, Deipbebus, An- Cries, come to him that inftantly muft dye.

thenor and Diomedes. Bid them haue patience : flie /hall come anon.
Pan. Where are my teares ? raine, to lay this winde,

far. It is great morning, and the houre prefixt or my heart will be blowne vp by the root.
Of her deliuerie to this valiant Greeke Cref. I muft then to the Grecians?
Comes faft vpon : good my brother Troylus^ Troy. No remedy.
Tell you the Lady what fhe is to doe, Cref. A wofull Crejfid'mongtt: the merry Greekes.
And haft her to the purpofe. Troy. When fhall we fee againe ?

Troy. Walke into herhoufe : Troy. Here me my loue : be thou but true of heart.
He bring her to the Grecian prefently ; Cref. I true? how now? what wicked deeme is this?
And to his hand, when I deliuer her, Troy. Nay, we muft vfe expoftulation kindely,
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troylus For it is parting from vs:
A Prieft, there offring to it his heart. I fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee :

Par. Iknow what'tis to loue, For I will throw my Gloue to death himfelfe,
And would, as I fliall pittie, I could helpe. That there's no maculation in thy heart:
Pleafe you walke in, my Lords. Exeunt. But be thou true, fay I, to fafhion in

My fequent proteftation: be thou true,
Enter PandarusandCreJJld. And I will fee thee.

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. Cref. O you fliall be expofd, my Lord to dangers
Cref, Why tell you me of moderation ? As infinite, as imminent : but He be true.

The griefe is fine, full perfect that I tafte, Troy. And lie grow friend with danger ;
And no lefle in a fenfe as ftrong Weare this Sleeue.
As that which caufeth it. How can I moderate it ? Cref. And you this Gloue.
If I could temporife with my affection, When fliall I fee you ?
Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat, Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels,
The like alaiment could I giue my griefe : To giue thee nightly vifitation.
My loue admits no qualifying crofie; Enter Troylus. But yet be true.
No more my griefe, in fuch a precious loffe. Cref. O heauens : be true againe ?

Pan. Here, here, here, he comes,a fweet ducke. Troy, Heare why I fpeake it; Loue :
Cref. O Troylus, Troylus ! The Grecian youths are full of qualitie,
Pan. What a paire of fpeclacles is here? let me em- Their louing well compos'd,with guift of nature,

brace too : oh hart, as the goodly faying is; O heart, hea- Flawing and fwelling ore with Arts and exercile :
uie heart, why figheft thou without breaking ? where he How noueltiesmay moue, and parts with perfon.
anfwers againe ; becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by Alas, a kinde of godly iealoufie;
friendfliip, nor by fpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime; Which I befeech you call a vertuous finne :
let vs caft away nothing, for we may liue to haue neede Makes me affraid.
of fuch a Verfe : we fee it, we fee it: how now Lambs ? Cref. O heauens, you loue me not !

Troy. Crejjid: I loue thee in fo ftrange a puritie ; Troy. Dye I a villaine then :
That the bleft gods, as angry with my fancie, In this I doe not call your faith in queftion
More bright in zeale, then the deuotion which So mainely as my merit : I cannot fing,
Cold lips blow to their Deities : take thee from me. Nor heele the high Lauolt; nor fweeten talke;

Cref. Haue the gods enuie ? Nor play at fubtill games ; faire vertues all; |
To
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To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant: Let vs addreffe to tend on Heffors heeles :
But I can tell that in each grace of thefe, The glory of our Troy doth this day lye
There lurkes a ftill and dumb-difcourfiue diuell, On his faire worth,and fingle Chiualrie.
That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted.

Cref. Doe you thinke I will: Snter Aiax armed, Achilles ,Patrocluf, Agamemnon,
Troy. No, but fomething may be done that we wil not: Menelaiu,Vli/es, Ne/icr,QalcM, &c.

And fometimes we are diuels to our felues,
When we will tempt the frailtie of our powers, Ago. Here art thou in appointment frefli and faire,
Prefuming on their changefull potencie. Anticipating time. With ftarting courage,

<^Enea6 nhbin. Nay, good my Lord ? Giue with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy
Troy. Come kilTe, and let vs part. Thou dreadfull Aiax, that the appauled aire

Paris within. Brother Troy/us ? May pierce the head of the great Combatant,
Troy. Good brother come you hither, And hale him hither.

And bring tineas and the Grecian with you. Aia. Thou, Trumpet, ther's my purfe;
Cref. My Lord, will you be true? Exit. Now cracke thy lungs, and fplit thy brafen pipe:
Troy. Who I? alas it is my vice, my fault : Blow villaine,till thy fphered Bias cheeke

Whiles others fifh with craft for great opinion, Out-fwell the collicke of puft Aqui/on :
I, with great truth, catch meere fimplicitie ; Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud :
Whil'ft fome with cunning guild their copper crownes, Thou bloweft for Heflor.
With truth and plainneffe I doe weare mine bare : Vlif. No Trumpet anfwers.

Achll. 'Tis but early dayes.
Enter the Greeks. Aga. Is not yong Diomed with Calcas daughter?

Feare not my truth ; the morrall of my wit Vlif. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate,
Is plaine and true, ther's all the reach of it. He rifes on the toe : that fpirit ofhis
Welcome fir Diomed, here is the Lady In afpiration lifts him from the earth.
Which for Anterior, we deliuer you. Aga. Is this the Lady Crcjfid*
At the port (Lord) He giue her to thy hand, Dio. Euen fhe.
And by the way poffeffe thee what ("he is. Aga. Moft deerely welcome to the Greekes, fweete
Entreate her faire ; and by my foule,faire Greeke, Lady.
If ere thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, Neft. Our General! doth falute you with a kiffe.
Name CreJJid, and thy life fliall be as fafe iflif. Yet is the kindeneffe but particular; 'twere bet-
As Priam is in Illion f ter ftie were kift in generall.

Diom. Faire Lady Crefsid, Nejt. And very courtly counfell : lie begin. So much
So pleafe you fauethe thankes this Prince experts : for Neftor.
The luftre in youveye, heauen in your cheeke, Achil. He take that winter from your lips faire Lady
Pleades your faire vifage, and to Diomed Achilles bids you welcome.
You (hall be miftreffe, and command him wholly. Mene. I had good argument for killing once.

Troy. Grecian,thou do'ft not vfe me curteoufly, Patro. But that's no argument for killing now ;
To fhame the feale of my petition towards, For thus pop't Paris in his hardiment.
I praifing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece : Vlif. Oh deadly gall, and theame of all our fcornes,
Sbee is as farrehigh foaring o're thy praifes, For which we loofe our heads, to gild his homes.
As thou vnworthy to be cal'd her feruant : Patro. The firft was ̂ fenelaus kiffe, this mine:
I charge thee vfe her well, euen for my charge : Patrodui kiffes you.
For by the dreadfull Pluto, ifthoia do'ft not, Mene. Oh this is trim.
(Though the great bulke ̂Achilles be thy guard) Patr. Paris and I kiffe euermore for him.
He cut thy throate. Mene. He haue my kiffe fir : ILady by your leaue.

Diom. Oh be not mou'd Prince Troylus; Cref. In kiffmg doe you render,or receiue.
Let me be priuiledg'd by myplace and meffage, Patr. Both take and giue.
To be a fpeaker free ? when I am hence, Cref. He make my match to liue,
He anfwer to my luft : and know my Lord ; The kiffe you take is better then you giue : therefore no
He nothing doe on charge : to her owne worth kiffe.
She fhall be priz'd : but that you fay, be't fo ; Mene. He giue you boote, lie giue you three for one.
Ilefpeake it in my fpirit and honor, no. Cref. You are an odde man, giue euen, or giue none.

Troy. Come to the Port. lie tell thee TJiomed, Mene. An odde man Lady, euery man is odde.
This braue, fhall oft make thee to hide thy head ; Cref. No, Parziisnot; for you know'tis true,
Lady,giue me your hand,and as we walke, That you are odde,and he is euen with you.
To our owne felues bend we our needefull talke. Mene. You fillip me a'th'head.

Scund Trumpet. Cref. No, lie be fworne.
Par. Harke, Heftors Trumpet. Vlif. It were no match,your naile againft his home :
t^Ene. How haue we fpent this morning May 1 fweete Lady beg a kiffe of you ?

The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remiffe, Cref. You may.
That fwore to ride before him in the field. Vlif. I doe defire it.

Par. 'Tis Troylui fault: come, come, to field with him. Cref. Why begge then ?
Exeunt. Vlif. Why then for Venus, fake, giue me a kiffe :

Dio. Let vs make ready ftraight.
e. Yea, with a Bridegroomes frefh alacritie 

When Hellen is a maide againe, and his 
Cref. I am your debtor, claime it when 'tis due.

qj" «y 3 Vlif. Neuer's
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Vlif. Neuer's my day, and then a kifie of you. Did in great Illion thus tranflate him to me. Alarum.
Ttiom. Lady a word, lie bring you to your Father. Aga. They are in adtion.
Neft. A woman of quicke lence. Neft. Now Aiax hold thine owne.
flif. Fie, fie,vpon her : Trey. Heftor, thou fleep'ft, awake thee.

Ther's a language in her eye, her cheeke,her lip; Aga. His blowes are wel difpos'd there Aiax. trupett
Nay,her foote fpeakes, her wanton ipirites looke out Diom. You muft no more. ceaje.
At euery ioynt,and motiue of her body : e/£W. Princes enough, fo pleafe you.
Oh thefe encounterers fo glib of tongue, Ala. I am not warme yet, let vs fight againe.
That glue a coafting welcome ete it comes ; Diom. As Heflor pleafes.
And widevnclafpe the tables of their thoughts, Heft. Why then will I no more:
To euery tickling reader : fet them downe, Thou art great Lord, my Fathers fitters Sonne ;
For fluttilh fpoyles ofopportunitie ; A coufen german to great Priams feede :
And daughters of the game. Exennt, The obligation of our bloud forbids

Eater all of Troy, Heftor, Parii,^£neM, Helenui A gorie emulation 'twixt vs twaine:
and Attendants. Florijh. Were thy commixion, Greeke and Troian fo,

All. The Troians Trumpet. That thou could'ft fay, this hand is Grecian all,
Aga. Yonder comes the troope. And this is Troian : the fine wes ot this Legge,
cxfije. Haile all you ftate of Greece : what fhalbe done All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud

To him that victory commands ? or doe you purpofe, Runs on the dexter cheeke,and this finifter
A vidlor fhall be knowne : will you the Knights Bounds in my fathers : by loue multipotent,
Shall to the edge of all extremitie Thou fhould'ft not beaie from me a Greekiih member
Purfue each other; or fiull be diuided Wherein my fword had not impreffure made
By any voyce, or order of the field : Heftor bad aske ? Of ourranke feud : buttheiuft gods gainfay,

Aga. Which way would Heflor haue it? That any drop thou borrwd'ft from thy mother,
z/Ene. He cares not, heele obey conditions. My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal! Sword
Aga. 'Tis done like Heftor, but fecurely done, Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aiax :

A little proudly, and great deale difprifmg By him that thunders, thou haft luftie Armes;
The Knight oppos'd. Heftor would baue them fall vpon him thus.

cs£ne. If not Achilles fir, what is your name ? Cozen, all honor to thee.
Acbll. If riot Achilles, nothing. Ala. I thanke thee Heflor :
cJEne. Therefore Acbilhs: but what ere,know this, Thou art too gentle, and too free a man :

In the extremity of great and little : I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence
Valour and pride excell themlelues in Hefior; A great addition, earned in thy death.
The one almoft as infinite as all ; Heft. Not Neoptolymui fo mirable,
The other blanke as nothing : weigh him well: On whofe bright creft, fame with her lowd'ft (O yes)
And that which lookeslike pride, is curtefie : Cries,This is he ; could'ft promife to himfelfe,
This Aiax is halfe made of Heflor s bloud; A thought of added honor, torne from Heflor.
In loue whereof, halfe Heflor ftaies at home : <^£ne. There is expectance here from both the fides,
Halfe heartjhalte hand, halfe Heflor,comes to feeke What further you will doe|?
This blended Knight, halfe Troian,and halfe Greeke. Heft. Weele anfwere it:

Acbil. A maiden battaile then ? O I perceiue you. The ifTue is embracement : Aiax,farew&\\.
Aga- Here is (n,Diomed: goe gentle Knight, Ala. if I might in entreaties finde fucceffe,

Stand by our Aiax : as you and Lord cs£nea& As feld I haue the chance ; I would defire
Confent vpon the order of their fight, My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents.
So be it: either to the vttermoft, Diom. 'Tis Agamemnons wifti, and great Achilles
Or rife a breach: the Combatants being kin,, Doth long to fee vnarm'd the valiant Hector.
Halfe flints their ftrife, before their ftrokes begin. Heft. cs£neoj,cal\ my brother Troylus to me:

Flif. They are oppos'd already. And fignifie this louing enterview
Aga. What Troian is that fame that lookes fo heauy? To the expeders of our Troian part:
f^lif. The yongeft Sonne of Priam ; Defire them home. Glue me thy hand,my Coufin :

A true Knight; they call him Troylus; I will goe eate with thee, and fee your Knights.
Not yet mature, yet matchleffe,firme of word, Enter Agamemnon and the rejt.
Speaking in deedes, and deedelefTe in his tongue ; Ala. Great Agamemnon comes to meete vs here.
Not foone prouok'c, nor being prouok't,foone calm'd ; Heft. The worthieft of them, tell me name by name :
His heart and hand both open,and both free : But for Achilles, mine owne ferching eyes
For what he has, he giues; what thinkes, he /hewes; Shall finde him by his large and portly iize.
Yet giues he not till Judgement guide his bounty,. Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one |
Nor dignifies an impaire thought with breath : That would be rid of fuch an enemie.
Manly as Heflor, but more dangerous; But that's no wekome : vnderftand more cleere
For Heftor.in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes What's paft, and what's tocome,is ftrew'd with huskesj
To tender obiects; but he,in heate ofa&ion, And formelefle mine of obliuion :
Is more vindecatiue then iealous loue. But in this extant moment, faith and troth,
They call him Troyliu; and on him eredr., Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing:
A fecond hope, as fairely built as Heflor. Bids thee with moft diuine integritie,
Thus faies &£neas, one that knowes the youth, From heart of very heart, great Hefior welcome.
Euen to his inches : and with priuate foule, Hefi. I thanke thee moft imperious ^Agamemnon.

Aga. My
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Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy.no lefie to you. AMI. Behold thy fill.
Men.Let me confirme my Princely brothers greeting, Heft. Nay, I haue done already.

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. AMI. Thou art to breefe, I will the fecond time,
Heft. Who muft we anfwer ? As I would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe.
ex£fl(r. The Noble Menelaiu. Heft. O like a Booke of fport thou'lt reade me ore :
Heft. O, you my Lord, by Afar* his gauntlet thanks, But there's more in me then thou vnderftand'ft.

Mockenot, that I affect th'vntraded Oath, Why doeft thou fo oppreffe me with thine eye?
Your quondam wife fweares ftill by Vcnui Gloue AMI. Tell me you Heauens, in which part of his body
Shee's well, but bad me not commend her to you. Shall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there,

Men. Name her not now fir, file's a deadly Theame. That 1 may giue the locall wound a name,
Heft. O pardon, I offend. And make diftindl the very breach, where-out
Neft. I haue (thou gallant Troyan) feene thee oft Heflors great fpirit fl-w. Anfwer me heauens.

Labouring for deftiny, make cruell way Heft. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, proud man,
Through rankes of Greekifli youth : and I haue feen thee To anfwer fuch a queftion : Stand againe ;
As hot as Perfeiu, fpurre thy Phrygian Steed, Think'ft thou to catch my life fo pleafantly,
And feene thee fcorning forfeits and fubduments, As to prenominate in nice coniefture
When thou haft hung thy aduanced fword i'th'ayre, Where thou wilt hit me dead ?
Not letting it decline, on the declined : AMI. 1 tell thee yea.
That I haue faid vnto my ftanders by, Heft. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo,
Loe lupiter is yonder, dealing life. I'ld not beleeue thee : henceforth guard thee well,
And I haue feene theepaufe, and take thy breath, For He not kill thee there, nor there, nor there,
When that a ring of Greekes haue hem'd thee in, But by the forge that ftythied Mars his helme,
Like an Olympian wreftling. This haue 1 feene, He kill thee euery where, yea,ore and ore.
But this thy countenance (ftill lockt in fteele) You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this bragge,
I neuer faw till now. I knew thy Grandfire, His infolence drawes folly from my lips,
And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, But lie endeuour deeds to match thefe words,
But by great Mars, the Captaine of vs all,
Neuer like thee. Let an oldman embrace thee, 

Or may I neuer 
Aiax. Do not chafe thee Cofin:

And (worthy Warriour) welcome to our Tents. And you Achilles, let thefe threats alone
exEwi?. 'Tis the old Nejtor. Till accident, or purpofe bring you too't.
Heft. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, You may euery day enough of Hefior

That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with time: If you haue ftomacke. The generall ftate I feare,
Moft reuerend Ne/ior, I am glad to clafpe thee. Can fcarfe intreat you to be odde with him.

.Mr. I would my armes could match thee in contention Heft. I pray you let vs fee you in the field,
As they contend with thee in courteiie. We haue had pelting Warres fince you refus'd

Heft. I would they could. The Grecians caufe.
Neft. Ha? by this white beard Fid fight with thee to AMI. Doft thou intreat me Hector?

morrow. Well, welcom, welcome : I haue feen the time. To morrow do I meete thee fell as death,
VlyJ. I wonder now, how yonder City ftands, To night, all Friends.

When we haue heere her Bafe and pillar by vs. Hefi. Thy hand vpon that match.
Heft. I know your fauour Lord Vlyffes well. Aga. Firft,all you Peeres of Greece go to my Tent,

Ah fir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead, There in the full conuiue you : Afterwards,
Since firft I faw your felfe, and Dimmed As Heftors leyfure, and your bounties fliall
In Illion, on your Greekifli Embaflie. Concurre together, feuerally intreat him.

Vlyf. Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue, Beate lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow,
My prophefie is but halfe his iourney yet; That this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exeunt
For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc, Troy. My Lord Vlyjfts, tell me I befeech you,
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufle the clouds, In what place of the Field doth Calcbas keepe?
Muft kiffe their owne feet. IJlyf. At Menelazu Tent, moft Princely Troylia^

Heft. I muft not beleeue you : There ̂ Diomed doth feaft with him to night,
There they ftand yet: and modeftly I thinke, Who neither lookes on heauen, nor on earth,
The fall of euery Phrygian ftone will coft But giues all gaze and bent of amorous view
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, On the faire Creffid.
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, Troy. Shall I (fweet Lord)be bound to thee fo much,
Will one day end it. After we part from Agamemnons Tent,

flyf. So to him we leaue it. To bring me thither?
Moft gentle, and moft valiant Heflor, welcome ; f/yf. You fliall command me fir :
After the Generall, I befeech you next As gentle tell me, of what Honour was
To Feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. ThiB-CreJ/ida in Troy, had fhe no Louer there

AMI. I fliall foreftall thee Lord Vlyffes, thou: That wailes her abfence ?
Now Heftor I haue fed mine eyes on thee,I Troy. O fir, to fuch as boafting fliew their fcarres,
I haue with exacl: view perus'd thee Hefior, A mocke is due : will you walke on my Lord ?
And quoted ioynt by ioynt. She was belou'd, flie lou'd; flie is,and dooth ;

Heft. Is this Achilles ? But ftill fweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. Exeunt
AMI. lam Achilles. Enter Achilles,and Patrocliu.
Heft, Stand faire I prythee, let me looke on thee. AMl.lle heat his blood with Greekifh wine to night

Which
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Which with my Cemitar He coole to morrow : Aiax. No, not a whit.
fatroclia, let vs Feaft him to the hight. Enter Achilles.

Pat. Heere comes Tberjites. Enter Tberjites. J^lyf. Heere comes himfelfe to guide you ?
Acbil. How now, thou core of Enuy ? Acbil. Welcome braue Heflor, welcome Princes all.

Thou crufty batch of Nature, what's the newes ? Agam. So now faire Prince of Troy, I bid goodnight,
Tber. Why thou picture of what thou feem'ft,& Idoll Aiax commands the guard to tend on you.

of Ideot-worfliippers,here's a Letter for thee. Hefl. Thanks,and goodnight to the Greeks general.
Acbil. From wnence, Fragment ? Men. Goodnight my Lord.
Tber. Why thou full di/h of Foole, from Troy. Hefi. Goodnight fweet Lord Menelatu.
Pat. Who keepes the Tent now? Tber. Sweet draught : fweet quoth-a ? fweet finke,
Tber. The Surgeons box, or the Patients wound. fweet fure.
Pair. Well faid aduerfity, and what need thefe tricks? Acbil. Goodnight and welcom, both at once, to thofe
Tber. Prythee be filent boy, I profit not by thy talke, that go, or tarry.

thou art thought to be Achilles male Varlot. *Aga. Goodnight.
Patro. Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that? Ach'il. Old Neftor tarries, and you too Diomed,
Tber. Why his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten Keepe Heflor company an houre, or two.

difeafes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, Dio. I cannot Lord, I haue important bufinefTe,
Loades a grauell i'th'backe, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Heflor.
the like, take and take againe, fuch prepoftrous difcoue- Heft. Giue me your hand.
ries, Ulyf. Follow his Torch,he goes to Chalcas Tent,

Pat. Why thou damnable box of enuy thou, what He keepe you company.
mean'ft thou to curfe thus? Troy. Sweet fir, you honour me,

Tber. Do I curfe thee? Heft. And fb good night.
Pair. Why no, you ruinous But, you whorfon indi- Acbil. Come,come, enter my Tent. Exeunt.

ftinguifliable Curre. Tber. That fame DiomecTs- a falfe-hearted Rogue, a
Tber. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, moft vniuft Knaue; J will no more truft him when hee

immateriall skiene of Sleyd filke; thou greene Sarcenet leeres, then I will a Serpent when he hifles : he will fpend
flap for a fore eye, thou taffell of a Prodigals purfe thou : his mouth & promife, like Brabler the Hound ; but when
Ah how the poore world is peftred with i'uch water-flies, he performes, Aftronomers foretell it, that it is prodigi-
diminutiues of Nature. ous, there will come fome change : the Sunne borrowes

fat. Out gall. of the Moone when Diomed keepes his word. J will ra-
Tber. Finch Egge. ther leaue to fee Hcftor, then not to dogge him:they fay,
Ach. My fweet Patroclta, lam thwarted quite he keepes a Troyan Drab, and vfes the Traitour Cbalccu

From my great purpofe in to morrowes batteJl : his Tent. He after Nothing but Letcherie ? All
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecuba, incontinent Varlets. Exeunt
A token from her daughter, my faire Loue, Enter Diomed.
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe Dio. What are you vp here ho ? fpeake ?
An Oath that I haue i worne. I will not breake it, Cbal. Who cals?
Fall Greekes, faile Fame, Honor or go,or ftay, Dio. Diomed, Chalcas(\ thinke) wher's you Daughter?
My maior vow lyes heere ; this He obay : Cbal. She comes to you.
Come,come Therjites, helpe to trim my Tent, Enter Troylui and VUJJ'es.
This night in banquettingmuft all be fpent. Viif. Stand where the Torch may not difcouer vs.
Away Patrocltu. Exit- Enter Crejsid.

Tber. With too much bloud,and too little Brain, thefe Troy. CrefsiJ comes forth to him.
two may run mad : but if with too much braine, and to° eDio. How now my charge ?
little blood, they do, He be a curer of madmen. Heere's Cref. Now my fweet gardian: harke a word with you.
Agamemnon, an honeft fellow enough, and one that loues Troy. Yea, fo familiar ?
Quailes, but he has not fo much Braine as eare-wax; and Vlif. She will /ing any man at firft fight.
the goodly transformation of lupiter there his Brother, Tber. And any man may finde her, if he can take her
the Bull, the primatiue Statue, and oblique memoriall of life : fhe's noted.
Cuckolds, a thrifty (hooing-horne in a chaine, hanging Dio. Will you remember ?
at his Brothers legge, to what forme but that he is, (hold Cal. Remember ? yes.
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit,turne Dio. Nay, but doe then j and let your minde be cou-
him too : to an Afie were nothing ; hee is both AfTe and pled with your words.
Oxe; to an Oxe were nothing, hee is both Oxe and Afle : Troy. What Ihould fhe remember ?
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li- riif. Lift ?
zard, an Owle, a Puttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, Cref. Sweete hony Greek, tempt me no more to folly.
I would not care : but to be <&fenelaus, I would confpire Tber. Roguery.
againft Deftiny. Aske me not what I would be, if I were Dh. Nay then.
not Tberjites : for I care not to bee the lowfe of a Lazar, Cref. lie tell you what.
fo I were not Menelazu. Hoy-day, fpirits and fires.

Enter Heflor, Aiax, Agamemnon, VlyJJes, Ne- 
Dio. Fo, fo, eome tell a pin, you are a forfworne.- 
Cref. In faith I cannot : what would you haue me do?

f}or, Diomed,with Lights. Tber. A iugling tricke,to be fecretly open.
Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. Dio. What did you fweare you would beftow on me?
Aiax. No yonder'tis, there where we fee the light. Cref. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath
Heft. I trouble you. Bid me doe not any thing but that fweete Greeke.

Dio. Good
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Dlo. Good night. Dio. I had your heart before, this followes it.

Troy. Hold, patience. Troy. I did fweare patience.
'V/if. How now Troian ? Cref. You fhall not haue it Diomed;hith you/hall not:
Cref. Diomed. He giue you fomething elfe.
'Dio. No, no, good night : lie be your foole no more. 'Dio. I will haue this : whofe was it ?
Troy. Thy better muft. Crej. It is no matter.
Cref. Harke one word in your eare. Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ?
Troy, O plague and madneffe ! Cref. 'Twas one that lou'd me better then you will.
f/if. You are moued Prince, let vs depart I pray you, But now you haue it, take it.

Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felfe T>io. Whofe was it f
To wrathfull tearmes : this place is dangerous ; Cref. By all Dianas waiting women yond :
The time right deadly : 1 befeech you goe. And by her felfe, I will not tell you whofe.

Troy. Behold, I pray you. Dio. To morrow will I weare it on my Helme,
Vlij. Nay, good my Lord goe off: And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it.

You flow to great diftraftion : come my Lord ? Troy. Wert thou the diuell, and wor'ft it on thy home,
Troy. I pray thee ftay ? It fhould be challeng'd.
VliJ. You haue not patience, come. Qref. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis paft ; and yet it is not:
Troy. I pray you ftay ? by hell and hell torments, I will not keepe my word.

I will not fpeake a word. TJ 10. Why then farewell,
Dio. And fo good night. Thou neuer fhalt mocke DiomeJ againe.
Cref. Nay, but you part in anger. Qref. You fhall not goe : one cannot fpeake a word,
Troy. Doth that grieue thee? O withered truth ! But it ftrait ftarts you.
Vlif. Why, how now Lord ? Dio. I doe not like this fooling.
Troy. By loue I will be patient. Ther. Nor I by Pluto: but that that likes not me, plea-
Crej. Gardian ? why Greeke ? fes me beft.
'Dio. Fo,fo, adew, you palter. Dio. What fhall I come? the houre.
Cref. In faith I doe not : come hither once againe. Cref. I, come: O loue! doe,come:1 fhall be plagu'd.
yiif. You /hake my Lord at fomething; will you goe? Dio. Farewell till then. Exit.

you will breake out. Cref. Good night: I prythee come :
Troy. She ftroakes his cheeke. Troylia farewell ; one eye yet lookes on thee ;
Vlij. Come, come. But with my heart, the other eye, doth fee.
Troy. Nay ftay, by loue I will not fpeake a word. Ah poore our fexe ; this fault in vs I finde :

There is betweene my will, and all offences, The errour of our eye,dire£ts our minde.
A guard of patience; ftay a little while. What errour leads, muft erre : O then conclude,

Ther. How the diuell Luxury with his fat rumpe and Mindes fwai'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. Exit.
potato finger, tickles thefe together : frye lechery,frye. Ther. A proof'e of ftrength fhe could not publifh more;

Dio. But will you then ? Vnleffe fhe fay, my minde is now turn'd whore.
Cref. In faith I will lo ; neuer truft me elfe. Vlif. Al's done my Lord.
*Dio. Giue me fome token for the furety of it. Troy. It is.
Cref. He fetch you one. Exit. Vlij. Why ftay we then ?
Vlif. You haue fworne patience. Troy. To make a recordation to my foule
Troy. Feare me not fweete Lord. Of euery fyllable that here was fpoke :

I will not be my felfe, nor haue cognition But if I tell how thefe two did coaft;
Of what I feele : I am all patience. Enter CreJJld. Shall I not lye, in publifhing a truth ?

Tber. Now the pledge,now,now,now. Sith yet there is a credence in my heart:
Cref. Here Diomed, keepe this Sleeue. An efperance fo obftinately ftrong,
Troy. O beautie \ where is thy Faith ? That doth inuert that teft of eyes and eares;
riif. My Lord. As if thofe organs had deceptious functions,
Troy. I will be patient, outwardly I will. Created onely to calumniate.
Cref. You looke vpon that Sleeue ? behold it well: "^as Creffed here?

He lou'd me : O falfe wench : giue't me againe. Vlij. I cannot coniure Troian.
Dio, Whofe was't ? Troy, She was not fure.
Cref. It is no matter now I haue't againe. Vli\. Moft fure fhe was.

I will not meete with you to morrow night: Troy. Why my negation hath no tafte of madnefTe?
j prythee Diomedvifite me no more. Vlij. Nor mine my Lord: CreJJid was here but now.

Ther. Now fhe fharpens : well faid Whetftone. Troy, Let it not be beleeu'd for womanhood :
Dio. I fhall haue it. Thinke we had mothers; doe not giue aduantage
Cref. What, this f To ftubborne Criticks,apt without a theame
Dlo. I that. For deprauation,to fquare the general! fex
Cref. O all you gods ! O prettie, prettie pledge ; By Crejfidsru\e. Rather thinke this not CreJJid.

Thy Maifter now lies thinking in his bed Vlif. What hath fhe done Prince, that can foyle our
Of thee and me, and fighes, and takes my Gloue, mothers ?
And giues memoriall daintie kifTes to it; Troy. Nothing at all, vnleffe that this were fhe.
As I kiffe thee. Tber. Will he fwagger himfelfe out on's owne eyes?

'Dio. Nav, doe not fnatch it from me. Troy. This fhe ? no, this is TJicmids Creffda :
Cref. He that takes that, rakes my heart withall. If beautie haue a foule, this is not fhe :
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If foules guide vowes; if vowes are fanftimonie ; By the euerlafting gods, lie goe.
If fandtimonie be the gods delight: And. My dreames will fure proue ominous to the day.
If there be rule in vnitie it felfe. Heft. No more I fay. Enter Caffandra.
This is not fhe : O madneffe of difcourfe ! CaJJ'a. Where is my brother Heftor ?
That caufe fets vp, with, and againft thy felfe And. Here fifter, arm'd,and bloudy in intent :
By foule authoritie : where reafon can reuolt Confort with me in loud and deere petition :
Without perdition, and lofle affume all reafon, purfue we him on knees : for I haue dreampt
Without reuolt. This is, and is not CreJJld: Of bloudy turbulence ; and this whole night
Within my foule, there doth conduce a fight Hath nothing beene but fhapes,and formes of flaughter.
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeperate, Caff'. O, 'tis true.
Diuides more wider then theskieand earth : Heft. Ho ? bid my Trumpet found.
And yet the fpacious bredth of this diuifion, Caff". No notes offallie,for the heauens,fweet brother.
Admits no Orifex for a point as fubtle, Heft. Begon I fay : the gods haue heard me fweare.
As Ariacbnes broken woofe to enter: Caff. The gods are deafe to hot and peeuifh vowes ;
Inftance, O inftance ! ftrong as Plutoes gates: They are polluted offrings, more abhord
Creffid'is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen; Then fpotted Liuers in the facrifice.
Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as heauen it felfe : And. O be perfwaded, doe not count it holy,
The bonds of heauen are flipt,diffolu'd, and loos'd, To hurt by being iuft ; it is as lawfull:
And with another knot fiue finger tied, For we would count giue much to as violent thefts,
The fractions of her faith, orts of her loue : And rob in the behalfe of charitie.
The fragments, fcraps,the bits, and greazie reliques, Caff. It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vowe ;
Of her ore-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed But vowes to euery purpofe muft not hold :

Vlif. May worthy Troylui be halfe attached Vnatme fweete Heftor.
With that which here his paffion doth exprelTe ? Hett. Hold you ftill I fay;

Troy. I Greeke : and that fhall be divulged well Mine honour keepes the weather of my fate :
In Characters, as red as Mars his heart Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man
Inflam'd with 1)eniu : neuer did yong man fancy Holds honor farre more precious, deere, then life.
With fo eternall,and fo fixt a foule. Enter Trcylus.
Harke Greek : as much I doe CreJJida loue ; How now yong man? mean'ft thou to fight to day ?
So much by weight, hate I her Diomed, And. Caffandra, call my father to perfwade.
That Sleeue is mine, that heele beare in his Helme : Exit Caffandra.
Were it a Caske compos'd by Fulcans skill, Heft. No faith yong Troy/us; doffe thy harneffe youth:
My Sword fhould bite it : Not the dreadfull fpout, I am to day ith'vaine of Chiualrie :
Which Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ftrong;
Conftring'd in maffe by the almighty Fenne, And tempt not yet the brufhes of the warre.
Shall dizzie with more clamour Neptunes eare Vnarme thee, goe ; and doubt thou not braue boy,
In his difcent ; then fhall my prompted fword, He ftand to day, for thee,and me,and Troy.
Palling on Diomed. Troy. Brother,you haue a vice of mercy in you ;

Tber. Heele tickle it for his concupie. Which better fits a Lyon,then a man.
Troy. O Cre/id\ O falfe CreJJld! falfe,falfe, falfe : Heft. What vice is that? good Troylus chide me for it.

Let all vntruths ftand by thy ftained name, Troy. When many times the captiue Grecian fals,
And theyle feeme glorious. Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword :

VHJ. O containe your felfe : You bid them rife,and liue.
Your paffion drawes eares hither. Heft. O 'tis faire play.

Enter z^Eneas. Troy. Fooles play, by heauen Heftor.
v£ne. I haue beene feeking you this houre my Lord: Heft. How now ? how now ?

Hefior by this is arming him in Troy. Troy. For th'loue of all the gods
Aiax youa Guard, ftaies to conduit you home. Let's leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers;

Troy. Haue with you Prince : my curteous Lord adew: And when we haue our Armors buckled on,
Farewell reuolted faire : and Diomed, The venom'd vengeance ride vpon our fwords,
Stand faft,and weare a Caftle on thy head. Spur them to ruthfull worke,reine them from ruth.

Vll. He bring you to the Gates. Heft., Fie fauage, fie.
Troy. Accept diftracled thankes. Troy. Heflor, then 'tis warres.

Exeunt Troylw,v£nea6,andUHJJes. Heft. Troylus, I would not haue you fight to day.
Tber. Would I could meete that roague Diomed, I Trey. Who fhould with-hold me?

would croke like a Rauen : I would bode, I would bode : Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars,
Patrocltu will giue me any thing for the intelligence of Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire ;
this whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, Not Pr/tf»zz#, and Hecuba on knees;
then he for a commodious drab: Lechery, lechery, ftill Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of teares ;

warres and lechery, nothing elfe holds fafhion. A burning Nor you my brother,with your true fword drawne
diuell take them. Oppof'd to hinder me,fhould flop my way:

Enter Hefler and Andromache. But by my ruine.
./fwJ.When was my Lord fo much vngently tempered, Enter Priam and Caffandra.

To flop his eares againft admonifhment ? Caff. Lay hold vpon him Priam, hold him faft:
Vnarme, vnarme, and doe not fight to day. He is thy crutch ; now if thou loofe thy ftay,

Heft. You traine me to offend you : get you gone. Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee,
Fall
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Fall all together.

Priam. Come Hefior, come, goe backe : Snter Therjltes in excarjion.
Thy wife hath dreampt : thy mother hath had vifions;
Caffandra doth forefee; and I my felfe, Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another , He

Am like a Prophet fuddenly em apt, goe looke on : that diffembling abhominable varlet Dio-
to tell thee that this day is ominous : mede, has got that fame fcuruie, doting, foolifh yong
Therefore come backe. knauesSleeue of Troy, there in his Helme : I would faine

HetJ <^£neas is a field, fee them meet; that, that fame yong Troian affe, that loues
And I do ftand engag'd to many Greekes, the whore there, might fend that Greekifh whore-mai-
Euen in the faith of valour, to appeare fterly villaine, with the Sleeue, backe to the diffembling
This morning to them. luxurious drabbe, of a fleeueleffe errant.O'th'tother fide,

Priam. I, but thou {halt not goe, the pollicie of thofe craftie fwearing rafcals; that ftole
Heff. I muft not breake my faith : old Moufe-eaten dry cheefe, Neflor:a.nd that fame dog-

You know me dutiful], therefore deare fir, foxe Vlijfes1 is not prou'd worth a Black-berry. They fet
Let me not fliame refpecT: ; but giue me leaue me vp in pollicy, that mungrill curre Aiax, againft that
To take that courfe by your content and voice, dogge of as bad a kinds, Achilles. And now is the curre
Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam. Aiax prouder then the curre Achilles, and will not arme

Caff. O Priam, yeelde not to him. to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to prodaime
Aid. Doe notdeere father. barbarifme ; and pollicie growes into an ill opinion.
Heft. Andromache I am offended with you : Enter Diomed and Troylm.

Vpon the loue you beare me, get you in. Soft, here comes Sleeue, and th'other.
Sxit Andromache. Troy. Flye not: for ihould'ft thou take the Riuer Stix,

Troy. This foolifli, dreaming,fuperftitious girle, I would fwim after.
Makes all thefe bodements. Diom. Thou do'ft mifcall retire :

Caff. O farewell, deere Heflor : I doe not flye; but aduantagious care
Looke how thou dieft ; looke how thy eye turnes pale : Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude :
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents : Haue at thee ?
Harke how Troy roares ; how Hecuba cries out; Ther. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whore
How poore ̂ Andromache mrils her dolour forth ; Troian : Now the Sleeue, now the Sleeue.
Behold diftradlion, frenzie,and amazement, Enter Heff or.
Like witleffe Antickes one another meete, Heff.What art thou Greek? art thou for Heffors match?
And all cry Heftor, Hefiors dead : O HetJor \ Art thou of bloud,and honour?

Troy. Away,away. Ther, No, no : I am a rafcall : a fcuruie railing knaue :
CaJ. Farewell : yes, foft: Heftorl take my leaue; a very filthy roague.

Thou do'ft thy felfe,and all our Troy deceiue. Exit. Heff. I doe beleeue thee, Hue.
Heff. You are amaz'd,my Liege, at her exclaime : Ther. God a mercy, that thou wilt beleeue me ; but a

Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and right : plague breake thy necke-for frighting me : what's be-
Doe deedes ofpraife, and tell you them at night. come of the wenching rogues ? I thinke they haue

Priam. Farewell : the gods with fafetie ftand about fwallowed one anothsr. I would laugh at that mira-
thee. Alarum. cle yet in a fort, lecherie eates it felfe : He feeke them.

Troy. They are at it, harke : proud Diomed, beleeue Exit.
I come to loofe my arme, or winne my fleeue. Enter Diomed and Seruants.

Die. Goe, goe, my feruant, take thou Troylus Horfe ;
Enter Pandar. Prefent the faire Steede to my Lady CreJJld:

Fellow, commend my feruice to her beauty;
Pand. Doe you heare my Lord ? do you heare? Tell her, I haue chaftifd the amorous Troyan.
Troy. What now ? And am her Knight by proofe.
Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle. Ser. I goe my Lord. Enter Agamemnon.
Troy. Let me reade. Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce PolidamM
Pand. A whorfon tificke, a whorfon rafcally tificke, Hath beate downe Menon : baftard Margarelon

fo troubles me; and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and Hath Doreiu prifoner.
what one thing, what another, that I fhall leaue you one And ftands Caloffus-wife wauing his beame,
o'th's dayes : and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too; and Vpon the paihed courfes of the Kings :
fuch an ache in my bones ; that vnleffe a man were curft, Efiftropus and Cedus, Polixines is flaine ;
I cannot tell what to thinke on't. What fayes fhee Amfbimacui, and ThoM deadly hurt;
there ? Patrocliu tane or flaine, and Talamedes

Trey. Words, words, meere words, no matter from Sore hurt and bruifed ; the dread full Sagittary
the heart; Appauls our numbers, hafte we Diomed

Th'effect doth operate another way. To re-enforcement, or we perifli all.
Goe winde to winde,there turne and change together : Enter Nejlor.
My loue with words and errors ftill me feedes; Neft. Coe beare Patrodui body to Achilles,
But edifies another with her deedes. And bid the fnaile-pac'd *Aiax arme forfhame;

Pand. Why, but heare you f There is a thoufand Heffors in the field :
Troy. Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame Now here he fights on Galathe his Horfe,

Purfue thy life,and Hue aye with thy name. And there lacks worke: anon he's there a foote,
A Larum. Exeunt. And there they flye or dye, like fcaled fculs,

Before
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Before the belching Whale; then is he yonder, I wreake not, though thou end my life to day. Exit'
And there the ftraying Greekes, ripe for his edge, Enter one in ̂ Armour.
Fall downe before him, like the mowers fwath ; Heft. Stand, ftand, thou Greeke,
Here,there,and euery where,heleaues and takes j Thou art a goodly marke :
Dexteritie fo obaying appetite, No?wilt thou not? I like thy armour well,
That what he will, he does, and does fo much, lie frufh it, and vnlocke the riuets all,
That proofe is call'd impoffibility. But lie be maifter of it : wilt thou not beaft abide?

Why then flye on, lie hunt thee for thy hide. Exit.
Enter Vlifjes. Enter Achilles with Myrmidons.

V/if. Oh, courage, courage Princes : great Achilles Afhil. Come here about me you my Myrmidons :
Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance ; Marke what I fay; attend me where I wheele :
Patroclus wounds haue rouz'd his drowzie bloud, Strike not a ftroake, but keepe your felues in breath ;
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, And when I haue the bloudy Hefior found,
ThatnofelefTe,handleife, hackt and chipt,come to him ; Empale him with your weapons round about:
Crying on Hefior. Aiax hath loft a friend, In felleft manner execute your arme.
And foames at mouth, and he is arm'd,and at it ; Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye j
Roaring for Troy/us; who hath done to day. It is decreed, Hefior the great muft dye. Exit.
Mad and fantafticke execution j Enter TberJites,Menelaiu,and Paris.
Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe, Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold maker are at it:
With fuch a carelefTe force,and forcelefle care, now bull, now dogge, lowe j Paris lowe 5 now my dou-
As if that luck in very fpight of cunning, bad him win all. ble hen'd fparrow ; lowe Paris, lowe ; the bull has the

Enter Aiax. game : ware homes ho ?
Ala. Troylus, thou coward Troylus. Exit. Sxit Taris and Menelaui.
"Did. I, there, there. Enter ̂ Baflard.
Ne/i. So,fo, we draw together. Sxit. Baft. Turne flaue and fight.

Enter Achilles. Ther. What art thou ?

AMI. Where is this Hefior ? Baft. A Baftard Sonne of Priams.
Come,come,thou boy-queller, fhew thy face : Ther. I am a Baftnrd too, I loue Baftards, I am a Ba-
Know what it is to meete Achilles angry. ftard begot, Baftard inftrufted, Baftard in minde, Baftard
HecJorywher's Hector? I will none but Hefior. Exit. in valour, in euery thing illegitimate : one Beare will not

Enter Aiax. bite another, and wherefore mould one Baftard ? take
Ala. Troylus, thou coward Troylus, fhew thy head. heede,the quarrel's moft ominous to vs : if the Sonne of a

Enter Diomed. whore fight for a whore, he tempts iudgement : farewell
Diom. Troylus, I fay, wher's Troylus ? Baftard.
Aia. What would'ft thou ? 'Baft. The diuell take thee coward. Exeunt.
Diom. I would correct him. Enter Heffor.

Aia. Were I the Generail, Hefl, Moft putrified core fo faire without:
Thou Aould'/t haue my office, Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life.
Ere that correction : Troylus I fay, what Troylus ? Now is my daies worke done ; He take good breath :

Enter Troylus. Reft Sword, thou haft thy fill of bloud and death.
Troy. Oh traitour T) iomed\ Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons.

Turne thy falfe face thou traytor, Achil. Looke Hefior how the Sunne begins to fet;
And pay thy life thou oweft me for my horfe. How vgly night comes breathing at his heeles,

Dio. Ha,art thou there ? Euen with the vaile and darking of the Sunne.
Aia. He fight with him alone,ftand 'Diomed. To clofe the day vp, Heffors life is done.
Dio. He is my prize, I will not looke vpon. Heft. I am vnarm'd, forgoe this vantage Greeke.
Troy. Come both you coging Greekes, haue at you Achil. Strike fellowes, ftrike,this is the man I feeke.

both. Exit Troylus. So Illion fall thou : now Troy finke downe j
Enter Hefior. Here lyes thy heart, thy finewes, and thy bone.

Heft. Yea Troylus? O well fought my yongeft Brother. On Myrmidons,cry you all a maine,
Euter Achilles. Achilles hath the mighty Hefior flaine. ^treat.

Achil. Now doe I fee thee ; haue at thee Hefior. Harke, a retreat vpon our Grecian part.
Hefl. Paufe if thou wilt. Gree. The Troian Trumpets founds the like my Lord.
AMI. I doe difdaine thy curtefie, proud Troian ; Achi. The dragon wing of night ore-fpreds the earth

Be happy that my armes are out of vfe : And ftickler-like the Armies feperates
My reft and negligence befriends thee now, My halfe fupt Sword, that frankly would haue fed,
But thou anon malt heare of me againe: Pleas'd with this dainty bed; thus goes to bed.
Till when,goe feeke thy fortune. Sxit. Come, tye his body to my horfes tayle ;

Heft. Fare thee well: Along the field, I will the Troian traile. Exeunt.
I would haue beene much more a frefher man, Sound Retreat. Shout.
Had I expected thee : how now my Brother?

Enter Troylus. Enter Agamemnon, Aiax, Menelaus, Neftor,
Troy. Aiax hath tane c/£W<#; /hall it be? Diomed, and the reft marching.

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heauen,
He mall not carry him : He be tane too, Aga. Harke, harke, what fhout is that ?
Or bring him off: Fate heare me what I fay j Neft. Peace Drums.

Sol. Achill
: . _£
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Sold. Achilles, Achilles, HeffoSs flaine, Achilles. Stay yet; you vile abhominable Tents,
Dio. The bruke is, Hefior\ flaine, and by Achilles. Thus proudly pight vpon our Phrygian plaines :
Aia. If it be fo,yet braglefTe let it be : Let Titan rife as early as he dare,

Great Heflor was a man as good as he. He through,and through you;& thou great fiz'd coward:
Agam. March patiently along; let one be fent No fpace of Earth fliall funder our two hates,

To pray Achilles fee vs at our Tent. He haunt thee, like a wicked confcience ftill,
If in his death the gods haue vs befrended, That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenfies thoughts.
Great Troy is ours,and our (harpe wars are ended. Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort goe :

Exeunt. Hope ofreuenge,fhall hide our inward woe.
Enter tineas, Parti, Anthenor and Deiphcebui. Enter PandartU.

&£ne. Stand hoe, yet are we maifters of the field, Tand. But heare you ? heare you ?
Neuer goe home ; here ftarue we out the night. Troy. Hence broker, lackie, ignomy, and fliame

Enter Troylm. Purfue thy life,and liue aye with thy name. Exeunt.
Troy. Heflor is flaine. Pan. A goodly medcine for mine akingbones:oh world,
All. Heflor? the gods forbid. world, world ! thus is the poore agent difpifde : Oh trai-
Troy. Hee's dead : and at the murtherers Horfes taile, tours and bawdes ; how earneftly are you let aworke, and

In beaftly fort, drag'd through the fliamefull Field.I how ill requited ? why fhould our indeuour be fo defir'd,
Frowne on you heauens, eftedr. your rage with fpeede : and the performance fo loath'd? What Verfe for it? what
Sit gods vpon your throanes,and fmile at Troy. inftance for it? let me fee.
I fay at once, let your briefe plagues be mercy, Full merrily the humble Bee doth fmg,
And linger not our fure deftru&ions on. Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting.

n^ne. My Lord, you doe difcomfort all the Hofte. And being once fubdu'd in armed taile,
Troy, You vnderftand me not, that tell me fo : Sweete hony, and fweete notes together faile.

I doe not fpeake of flight, of feare,of death, Good traders in the flefli.fet this in your painted cloathes;
But dare all imminence that gods and men, As many as be here of Panders hall,
Addrefle their dangers in. Heftor is gone : Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pandar's fall :
Who fliall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba? Or if you cannot weepe, yet glue fome grones;
Let him that will a fcreechoule aye be call'd, Though not for me, yet for your akingbones :
Goe in to Troy, and fay there,HecJor's dead : Brethren and fifters of the hold-dore trade,
There is a word will Priam turne to ftone; Some two months hence, my will fliall here be made :
Make wels,and Niobes of the maides and wiues ; It fhould be now, but that my feare is this :
Coole ftatues of the youth : and in a word, Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hifTe :
Scarre Troy out of it felfe. But march away, Till then, He fweate, and feeke about for eafes ;
Heftor is dead : there is no more to fay. And at that time bequeath you my difeafes. Sxeunt.

FINIS.





The Tragedy of Coriolanus:
'-Primus. Sc&na *Prima,

Enter a Company of cMutinous Citizens, [tvitk Staves, I Cit. Soft, who comes heere?
Clubs ^and other weapons. Enter Menenius Agrippa.

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius tAgrippa, one that hath al-
I. Citizen. wayes lou'd the people.

. Efore we proceed any further, heare me fpeake. I Cit. He's one honeft enough, wold al the reft wer fo.
All. Speake, fpeake. Men. What work's my Countrimen in hand?
i. Cit. You are all refolu'd rather to dy then Where go you with Bats and Clubs? The matter1 

to familh ? Speake I pray you.
AIL Refolu'd, refolu'd. 2 Cit. Our bufines is not vnknowne to th'Senat, they
i.Cit. Firft you know, Qaius Martius is chiefe enemy haue had inkling this fortnight what we intend to do , w

to the people. now wee'l fliew em in deeds : they fay poore Suters haue
All. We know't,we know't. ftrong breaths, they flial know we haue ftrong arms too.
!.£;>. Let vs kill him, and wee'l haue Corne at our own Menen. Why Mafters,my good Friends, mine honeft

price. Is't a Verdict ? Neighbours, will you vndo your felues f
5^4/ANo more talking on't; Let it be done, away, away 2 Cit. We cannot Sir, we are vndone already.
2. Cit. One word, good Citizens. Men. I tell you Friends, moft charitable care
l. Cit. We are accounted poore Citizens, the Patri- Haue the Patricians of you for your wants.

cians good : what Authority furfets one, would releeue Your fufFering in this dearth, you may as well
vs. If they would yeelde vs but the fuperfluitie while it Strike at the Heauen with your ftaues, as lift them
were wholfome, wee might gueffe they releeued vs hu- Againft the Roman State, whofe courfe will on
manely : But they thinke we are too deere, the leanneffe The way it takes : cracking ten thoufand Curbes
that afflicts vs, the obiedt of our mifery, is as an inuento- Of more ftrong linke affunder, then can euer
ry to particularize their abundance, our fufferance is a Appeare in your impediment. For the Dearth,
gaine to them. Let vs reuenge this with our Pikes, ere The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and
we become Rakes. For the Gods know, I fpeake this in Your knees to them ('not armes) muft helpe. Alacke,
hunger for Bread, not in thirft for Reuenge. You are tranfported by Calamity

i.Cit. Would you proceede efpecially againft Caius Thether, where more attends you,and you dander
The Helmes o'th State; who care for you like Fathers,

All. Againft him firft ; He's a very dog to the Com- When you curfe them, as Enemies.
monalty. 2 Cit. Care for vs.? True indeed, they nere car'd for vs

z.C't. Confider you what Seruices he ha's done for his yet. Suffer vs to famifti,and their Store-houfes cramm'd
Country £ with Graine : Make Edicts for Vfurie, to fupport Vfu-

i.Cit. Very well, and could bee content to giue him rers; repeale daily any wholfome Act eftablifhed againft
good report for't, but that hee payes himfelfe with bee- the rich, and prouide more piercing Statutes daily, to
ing proud. chaine vp and reftraine the poore. If the Warres eate vs

All. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly. not vppe, they will; and there's allthe loue they beare
I . Cit. I fay vnto you, what he hath done Famouflie, vs.

he did it to that end : though foft confcienc'd men can be Menen. Either you muft
content to fay it was for his Countrey,'he did it to pleafe Confefie your felues wondrous Malicious,
his Motherland to be partly proud, which he is, euen to Or be accus'd of Folly. I fhall tell you
the altitude of his vertue. A pretty Tale, it may be you haue heard it,

2. Cit. What he cannot helpe in his Nature, you ac- But fmce it ferues my purpofe, I will venture
count a Vice in him : You muft in no way fay he is co- To fcale't a. little more.
uetous. 2 Citizen. Well,

i-C't- If I muft not, I neede not be barren of Accufa- He heare it Sir : yet you muft not thinke
tions he hath faults (with furplus)to tyre in repetition. To fobbe off our difgrace with a tale :

Sbowts within. But and't pleafe you deliuer.
What fhowts are thefe? The other fide a'th City is rifen: Mfn.There was a time, when all the bodies members
why ftay we prating heere? To th'Capitoll. Rebell'd againft the Belly; thus accus'd it:

All. Come, come. That onely like a Gulfe it did remajne
a a I'th
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th midd'ft a th'body, idle and vna&iue, Thou Rafcall, that art worft in blood to run,

Still cubbording the Viand, neuer bearing Lead'ft firft to win fome vantage.
Like labour with the reft, where th'other Inftruments But make you ready your ftiffe bats and clubs,
Did fee, and heare, deuife, inftrucl, walke,feele, Rome,and her Rats, are at the point of battell,
And mutually participate, did minifter The one fide muft haue baile.
Vnto the appetite; and affection common
Of the whole body, the Belly anfwer'd. Enter Caiuf Martlui.

z.Cit. Well fir, what anfwer made the Belly. Hayle, Noble zMartius.
Men. Sir, I fhall tell you with a kinde of Smile, Mar.Thanks. What's the matter you difTentious rogues

Which ne're came from the Lungs, but euen thus : That rubbing the poore Itch of your Opinion,
For looke you I may make the belly Smile, Make your felues Scabs.
As well as fpeake, it taintingly replyed 2.Cit. We haue euer your good word.
To'th'difcontented Members, the mutinous parts Mar.He that will giue good words to thee, wil flatter
That enuied his receite : euen fo moft fitly, Beneath abhorring. What would you haue, you Curres,
As you maligne our Senators, for that That like nor Peace, nor Warre? The one affrights you,
They are not fuch as you. The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you,

2.CVV. Your Bellies anfwer : What Where he mould finde you Lyons, findes you Hares :
The Kingly crown'd head, the vigilant eye, Where Foxes, Geefe you are: No furer,no,
The Counfailor Heart, the Arme our Souldier,! Then is the coale of fire vpon the Ice,
Our Steed the Legge, the Tongue our Trumpeter, Or Hailftone in the Sun. Your Vertue is,
With other Muniments and petty helpes To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him,
In this our Fabricke, if that they- And curfe that luftice did it. Who deferues Greatnes,

r^Men. What then? Foreme, this Fellow fpeakes. Deferues your Hate : and your Affections are
What then? What then? A fickmans Appetite ; who defires moft that

2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reftrain'd, Which would encreafe hiseuill. He that depends
Who is the finke a th'body. Vpon your fauours, fwimmeswith finnes of Leade,

Men, Well, what then ? And hewes downe Oakes, with rufhes. Hang ye:tmft ye ?
2.Cit. The former Agents,if they did complaine, With euery Minute you do change a Minde,

What could the Belly anfwer? And call him Noble, that was now your Hate:
Men. I will tell you, Him vilde, that was your Garland. What's the matter,

If you'l beftow a fmall (of what you haue little) That in thefe feuerall places of the Citie,
Patience awhile; you'ft heare the Bellies anfwer. You cry againft the Noble Senate, who

2.C/V. Y'are long about it. (Vnder the Gods) keepe you in awe, which elfe
cflfen. Note me this good Friend ; Would feede on one another? What's their feeking ?

Your moft graue Belly was deliberate, Men. For Corne at their owne rates, wherof they fay
Not rafli like his Accufers,and thus anfwered. The Citie is well ftor'd.
True is it my Incorporate Friends( quoth he) cXfar. Hang 'em : They fay ?
That I receiue the general! Pood at firft They'l fit by th'fire, and prefume to know
Which you do Hue vpon : and fit it is, What's done i'th Capitoll : Who's like to rife,
Becaufe I am the Store-houfe,and the Shop Who thriues,& who declines: Side factions,& giue out
Of the whole Body. But,if you do remember, Conieclurall Marriages, making parties ftrong,
I fend it through the Riuers of your blood And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking,
Euen to the Court, the Heart, to th'feate o'th'Braine, Below their cobled Shooes. They fay ther's grain enough?
And through the Crankes and Offices of man, Would the Nobility lay afide their ruth,
The ftrongeft Nerues, and fmall inferiour Veines And let me vfe my Sword, Fde make a Quarrie
From me receiue that naturall competencie With thoufands of thefe quarter'd flaues,as high
Whereby they liue. And though that all at once As I could picke my Lance.
(You my good Friends, this fayes the Belly) marke me. Menen. Nay thefe are almoft thoroughly perfwaded:

2.GV. I fir, well, well. For though abundantly they la eke difcretion
Men. Though all at once, cannot Yet are they pafsing Cowardly. But I befeech you,

See what I do deliuerout to each, What fayes the other Troope ?
Yet I can make my Awdit vp, that all Mar. They are diffolu'd : Hang em ;
From me do backe receiue the Flowre of all, They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Prouerbes
And leaue me but the Bran. What fay you too't ? That Hunger-broke /tone wals : that dogges muft eate

i.Cit. It was an anfwer,how apply you this? That meate was made for mouths. That the gods fent not
Men. The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, Corne for the Richmen onely : With thefe mreds

And you the mutinous Members : For examine They vented their Complainings, which being anfwer'd
Their Counfailes, and their Cares;difgeft things rightly, And a petition granted them, a ftrange one,
Touching the Weale a'th Common, you fliall finde To breake the heart of generofity,
No publique benefit which you receiue And make bold power looke pale, they threw their caps
But it proceeds, or comes from them to you, As they would hang them on the homes a'th Moone,
And no way from your felues. What do you thinke? Shooting their Emulation.
You, the great Toe of this Affembly £ Menen. What is graunted them?

l.C'it. I the great Toe ? Why the great Toe? Mar. Fiue Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms
Men. For that being one o'th loweft,bafeft,pooreft Of their Owne choice. One's lunius 'Brutus,

Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft formoft : Sicinius Velutus, and I know not. Sdeath,
The
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'The Tragedie of fyriolanus.
The rabble fhould haue firft vnroo'ft the City A place below the firft : for what mifcarries
Ere fo preuayl'd with me ; it will in time Shall be the Generals fault, though he performe
Win vpon power,and throw forth greater Theames To th'vtmoft of a man, and giddy ceniure
For Infurredions arguing. Will then cry out of cjlfartius : Oh, if he

Menen. This is ftrange. Had borne the bufinefle.
Mar. Go get you home you Fragments. Sicin. Befides,if things go well,

Enter a Meffenger hajiily. Opinion that fo ftickes on Martius, fhall
Mejf. Where's Caiui Martiui ? Of his demerits rob Cominius.

Mar. Heere: what's the matter? 'Bru. Come: halfe all Cominius Honors are to Martius
Mef. The newes is fir, the Volcies are in Armes. Though Martius earn'd them not : and all his faults
Mar. I am glad on't, then we fhall ha meanes to vent To Martius fhall be Honors, though indeed

Our muftie fuperfluity. See our beft Elders. In ought he merit not.
Sicin. Let's hence, and heare

Enter Sicinitu VelutM, Anniuf Brutus Cominiyn, Titus How the difpatch is made,and in what fafhion
Lartiia, with other Senatours. More then his fingularity, he goes

Vpon this prefent Aftion.
l.Sen. zjlfartiuf 'tis true,that you haue lately told vs, 'Bru. Let's along. Exeunt

The Voices are in Armes.

Mar. They haue a Leader, Enter Tullus Auffidius -with Senators of Coriolus.
Tullia Auffidiui that will put you too't:
I finne in enuying his Nobility : I.Sen. So, your opinion is Auffidius,
And were I any thing but what I am, That they of Rome are entred in our Counfailes,
I would wifli me onely he. And know how we proceede,

Com. You haue fought together ? Auf. Is it not yours ?
Mar. Were halfe to halfe the world by th'eares,& he What euer haue bin thought one in this State

vpon my partie, I'de reuolt to make That could be brought to bodily aft, ere Rome
Onely my warres with him. He is a Lion Had circumuention : 'tis not foure dayes gone
That I am proud to hunt. Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, I thinke

l.Sen. Then worthy Martius, I jhaue the Letter heere : yes,heereit is;
Attend vpon Cominiu; to thefe Warres. They haue preft a Power, but it is not knowne

Com. It is your former promife. Whether for Eaft or Weft : the Dearth is great,
Mar. Sir it is, The people Mutinous : And it is rumour'd,

And I am conftant: Titus Lucius, thou Cominius,Martius your old Enemy
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tullus face. (Who is of Rome worfe hated then of you)
What art thou ftiffe? Stand'ft out? And Titus Lartius, a moft valiant Roman,

Tit. No Caius Martius, Thefe three leade on this Preparation
He leane vpon one Crutch, and fight with tother, Whether 'tis bent : moft likely, 'tis for you :
Ere ftay behinde this Bufinefie, Confider of it.

Men. Oh true-bred. l.Sen. Our Armie'sin the Field :

Sen. Your Company to'th'Capitoll,where I know We neuer yet made doubt but Rome was ready
Our greateft Friends attend vs. To anfwer vs,

Tit. Lead you on : Follow Cominius, we muft followe Auf. Nor did you thinke it folly,
you, right worthy you Priority. To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, till when

Com. Noble Martius. They needs muft fhew themfelues, which in the hatching
Sen. Hence to your homes, be gone. It feem'd appear'd to Rome. By the difcouery,
Mar. Nay let them follow, We fhalbe fhortned in our ayme, which was

The Voices haue much Corne : take thefe Rats thither, To take in many Townes, ere (almoft)Rome
To gnaw their Garners. Worfhipfull Mutiners, Should know we were a-foot.
Your valour puts well forth : Pray follow. Exeunt. 2.Sen. Noble Auffidius,

Citizens fleale away. Manet Sicin.& Brutus. Take your Commiflion, hye you to your Bands,
Sicin. Was euer man fo proud as is this Martiusl Let vs alone to guard (^orioles
'Bru. He has no equal]. If they fet downe before's : for the remoue
&'«'». When we were chofen Tribunes for the|people. Bring vp your Army : but (1 thinke) you'l finde
'Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes. Th'haue not prepar'd for vs.
Stein. Nay, but his taunts. Auf. O doubt not that,
'Bru. Being mou'd,he will not fpare to gird the Gods. I fpeake from Certainties. Nay more,
Sicin. Bemocke the modeft Moone. Some parcels of their Power are forth already,
Bru. The prefent Warres deuoure him, he is growne And onely hitherward. I leaue your Honors.

Too proud to be fo valiant. If we, and Caius Martius chance to meete,
Sicin. Such a Nature, tickled with good fuccefie, dif- 'Tis fworne betweene vs, we fhall euer ftrike

daines the fhadow which he treads on at noone, but I do Till one can do no more.
wonder, his infolence can brooke to be commanded vn- All. The Gods afsift you.
der Cominius ? Auf. And keepe your Honors fafe.

Bru. Fame, at the which he aymes, l.Sen. Farewell.
In whom already he's well grac'd, cannot 2.Sen. Farewell.
Better be held, nor more attain'd then by All. Farewell. Sxeunt omnes.

a a 2 Enter
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tenance. I faw him run after a gilded Butterfly, & when

Enter Volumnia and VirgiJij, mother and wife to Martius: he caught it, he let it go againe, and after it againe, and o-
They Jet them downe on two lowe ftooles and Jovpe. uer and ouer he comes, and vp againe : catcht it again : or

whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 'twas, hee did fo fet
Volum.I pray you daughter fing, or exprefTe your felfe his teeth, and teare it. Oh, I warrant how he mammockt

in a more comfortable fort : If my Sonne were my Huf- it.
band, I fhould freelier reioyce in that abfence wherein Vol. One on's Fathers moods.
he wonne Honor, then in the embracements of his Bed, Val. Indeed la, tis a Noble childe.
where he would fhew moft loue. When yet hee was but Virg. A Cracke Madam.
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb; when Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft haue you
youth with comelinefle pluck'd all gaze his way ; when play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoone.
for a day of Kings entreaties, a Mother fhould not fel him Virg. No (good Madam)
an houre from her beholding; I confidering how Honour I will not out of doores.
would become fuch a perfon, that it was no better then Val. Not out of doores ?
Piclure-like to hang by th'wall, if renowne made it not Volum. She fliall, fhe fhall.
ftirre, was pleas'd to let him feeke danger, where he was Virg. Indeed no, by your patience ; He not ouer the
like to finde fame : To a cruell Warre I fent him, from threfhold, till my Lord returne from the Warres.
whence he return'd, his browes bound with Oake. I tell Val. Fye, you confine your felfe moft vnreafonably :
thee Daughter, I fprang not more in ioy at firft hearing Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies in.
he was a Man-child, then now in firft feeing he had pro- Virg. I will wifli her fpeedy ftrength, and vifite her
ued himfelfe a man. with my prayers : but I cannot go thither.

Virg. But had he died in the Bufmeffe Madame, how Volum. Why I pray you.
then ? Vlug. 'Tis not to iaue labour, nor that I want loue.

Volum. Then his good report /hould haue beene my Val. You would be another "Penelope : yet they fay, all
Sonne, I therein would haue found iflue. Heare me pro- the yearne flie fpun in Vliffes abfence, did but fill Atbica
fefle fincerely, had I a dozen fons each in my loue alike, full of Mothes. Come, I would your Cambrick were fen-
and none lefTe deere then thine, and my good Martius, I fible as your finger, that you might leaue pricking it for
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for their Countrey,then pitie. Come you fliall go with vs.
one voluptuoufly furfet out of Action. Vir. No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not

Enter a Gentlewoman. foorth .

Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you. Val. In truth la go with me, and He tell you excellent
Virg. Befeech you giue me leaue to retire my felfe. newes of your Husband.
Valum. Indeed you /hall not : Virg. Oh good Madam, there can be none yet.

Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drumme : Val. Verily 1 do not ieft with you: there came newes
See him plucke cAuffidius downe by th'haire: from him laft night.
(As children from a Beare) the Voices fhunning him : Vir. Indeed Madam.
Me thinkes I fee him ftampe thus, and call thus, Val. In earneft it's true ; I heard a Senatour fpeake it.
Come on you Cowards, you were got in feare Thus it is: the Volcies haue an Army forth, againft who
Though you were borne in Rome ; his bloody brow Cominius the Generall is gone, with one part of our Ro-
With his mail'd hand, then wiping, forth he goes mane power. Your Lord, and Titus Lartius, are fet down
Like to a Harueft man, that task'd to mowe before their Citie Carioles, they nothing doubt preuai-
Or all, or loofe his hyre. ling,and to make it breefe Warres. This is true on mine

Virg. His bloody Brow ?Oh Jupiter, no blood. Honor, and fo I pray go with vs.
Volum. Away you Foole ; it more becomes a man[ Virg, Giue me excufe good Madame, I will obey you

Then gilt his Trophe. The brefts of Hecuba in euery thing heereafter.
When fhe did fuckle Heffor, look'd not louelier Vol. Let her alone Ladie,as me is now :
Then Hefiors forhead, when it fpit forth blood She will but difeafe our better mirth.
At Grecian fword. Contennlng, tell Valeria Valeria. In troth I thinke flie would :
We are fit to bid her welcome. Exit Gent. Fare you well then. Come good fvveet Ladie.

Vir. Heauens blefle my Lord from fell Auffidius. Prythee Virgilia turne thy folemneffe out a doore,
Vol, Hee'l beat Auffidius head below his knee, And go along with vs.

And treade vpon his necke. Virgil. No
At a word Madam ; Indeed I muft not,

Enter Valeria with an VJher, and a Gentlewoman. I wifli you much mirth.
Val. My Ladies both good day to you.) Val. Well, then farewell. Exeunt Ladies
Vol. Sweet Madam.

Vir. I am glad to fee your Ladyfhip. Enter fTtfartitu, Titus Lartius, "aitb Drumme and Ce-
Val. How do you both ? You are manifeft houfe-kee- lours , ifitb Captaines and Souldiers , as

pers. What are you fowing heere ? A fine fpotte in good before the City Corialu& : to them
faith. How does your little Sonne ? a "^MeJJ'enger .

Vir. I thanke your Lady-fhip : Well good Madam.
Vol. He had rather fee the fwords, and heare a Drum, Martius. Yonder comes Newes :

then looke vpon his Schoolmafter. A Wager they haue met.
Val. A my word the Fathers Sonne : He fweare 'tis a Lar. My horfe to yours, no.

very pretty boy. A my troth, I look'd vpon him a Wenf- Mar, Tis done.
day halfe an houre together : ha's fuch a confirm'd coun- Lart. Agreed.
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r. Say, ha's our Generall met the Enemy ? With them he enters : who vpon the fodaine
f. They lye in view, but haue not fpoke as yet. Clapt to their Gates, he is himfelfe alone,

Lart. So, the good Horfe is mine. To anfwer all the City.
Mart, He buy him of you. Lar. Oh Noble Fellow !
Lart.No, He nor fel, nor giue him: Lend you him I will Who fenfibly out-dares his fencelefTe Sword,

For halfe a hundred yeares: Summon the Towne. And when it bowes,ftand'ft vp : Thou art left c&fartivs,
Mar. How farre off lie thefe Armies? A Carbuncle intire : as big as thou art
Me/. Within this mile and halfe. Weare not fo rich a lewell. Thou was't a Souldier
Mar. Then fhall we heare their Larum, & they Ours. Euen to Calues wifh,not fierce and terrible

Now Mars, 1 prythee make vs quicke in worke, Onely in ftrokes, but with thy grim lookes,and
That we with fmoaking fwords may march from hence The Thunder-like percuffion of thy founds
To helpe our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. Thou mad'ft thine enemies fhake,as if the World

Were Feauorous, and did tremble.
They Sound a Parky : Sitter two Senators tvith others on

the Walks of Corialm. Enter Martius bleeding,ajjaulted by the Enemy.
Tulltu Auffidiout, is he within your Walles ? \.Sol. Looke Sir.

j.Senat. No, nor a man that feares you lefle then he, Lar. O 'tis Martius.
That's lefTer then a little : Drum a farre off. Let's fetch him off,or make remaine alike.
Hearke, our Drummes They fight, and all enter the City.
Are bringing forth our youth : Wee'l breake our Walles Enter certaine Romanes withjpoiles.
Rather then they fhall pound vs vp our Gates, J.Rom. This will I carry co Rome.
Which yet feeme fhut, we haue but pin'd with Rufhes, 2.Rom. And I this.
They'le open of themielues. Harke you, farre off J.Rom.A Murrain on't, I tooke this for Siluer. exeunt.

eAlarum farre off. Alarum continues Jt ill a-farre off.
There is Auffidious. Lift what worke he makes Enter Martius ,and Titus with a Trumpet.
Among'ft your clouen Army. Mar.See heere thefe mouers, that do prize their hours

Mart. Oh they are at it. At a crack'd Drachme : Cufhions,Leaden Spoones,
Lart. Their noife be our inftruction. Ladders hoa. Irons of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would

Bury with thofe that wore them. Thefe bafe flaues,
Enter the Army of the 'Voices. Ere yet the fight be done,packe vp,downe with them.

<&Tar. They feare vs not, but iffue forth their Citie. And harke, what noyfe the Generall makes: To him
Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight There is the man of my foules hate, Auffidious,
With hearts more proofe then Shields. Piercing our Romanes : Then Valiant Titus take
Aduance braue Thus, Conuenient Numbers to make good the City,
They do difdaine vs much beyond our Thoughts, Whirft I with thofe that haue the fpirit, wil hafte
which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on my fellows To helpe Cominius.
He that retires, lie take him for a Voice, Lar. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft,
And he fhall feele mine edge. Thy exercife hath bin too violent,

Alarum, the Romans are beat bac^ to their Trenches For a fecond courfe of Fight.
Enter Martius Curfin£- Mar. Sir, praife me not:

Mar. All the contagion of the South,light on you, My worke hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well:
You Shames of Rome : you Heard of Byles and Plagues The blood I drop, is rather Phyficall
Plaifter you o're, that you may be abhorr'd Then dangerous to me : To Auffidious thus, I will appear
Farther then feene, and one infecl: another Lar. Now the faire Goddefle Fortune, (and fight.
Againft the Winde a mile : you foules of Geefe, Fall deepe in loue with thee, and her great charmes
That beare the fhapes of men, how haue you run Mifguide thy Oppofers fwords, Bold Gentleman :
From Slaues, that Apes would beate ; Pluto and Hell, Prosperity be thy Page.
All hurt behinde, backes red, and faces pale Mar. Thy Friend no leffe,
With flight and agued feare, mend and charge home, Then thofe fhe placeth higheft : So farewell.
Or by the fires of heauen, He leaue the Foe, Lar. Thou worthieft Martius,
And make my Warres on you: Looke too't: Come on, Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place ,
If you'l ftand faft, wee'l beate them to their Wiues, Call thither all the Officers a'th'Towne,
As they vs to our Trenches followes. Where they fhall know our minde. Away. Exeunt

Another Alarum,and Martius fcllowes them to Enter Cominius as it were in retire, with Joldiers.
gates,and u Jhut in. Com. Breath you my friends, wel fought, we are come

So, now the gates are ope: now proue good Seconds, Like Romans,neither foolifh in our ftands, (off,
'Tis for the followers Fortune, widens them, Nor Cowardly in retyre : Beleeue me Sirs,
Not for the flyers : Marke me,and do the like. We fhall be charg'd againe. Whiles we haue ftrooke

Enter the Gati. By Interims and conueying gufts,we haue heard
1.Sol. Foole-hardinefTe, not I. The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods,
2.Sol. Nor I. Leade their fucceffes,as we wifh our owne,
J.Sol. See they haue fhut him in. tAlarum continues That both our powers, with fmiling Fronts encountring,
All. To th'pot I warrant him. Enter Titus Lartius May giue you thankful! Sacrifice. Thy Newes ?
Tit. What is become of (Jlfartius ? Enter a Mrjjenger.
All. Slaine ('Sir) doubtlefie. Meff. The Cittizens of Corioles haue yffued,
J.Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heeles, And giuen to Lartius and to Martius Battaile :

a a , I faw
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I faw our party to their Trenches driuen, You were conducted to a gentle Bath,
And then I came away. And Balmes applyed to you, yet dare I neuer

Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth, Deny your asking, take your choice of thofe
Me thinkes thou fpeak'ft not well. How long is't fince ? That beft can ayde your action.

Mef, Aboue an houre, my Lord. Mar. Thofe are they
CWTis not a mile:briefely we heard their drummes. That moft are willing; if any fuch be heere,

How could'ft thou in a mile confound an houre, (As it were finne to doubtjthat loue this painting
And bring thy Newes fo late ? Wherein you fee me fmear'd, if any feare

Mef. Spies of the Voices Leflen his perfon, then an ill report :
Held me in chace, that I was forc'd to wheele If any thinke, braue death out-weighes bad life,
Three or foure miles about, elfe had I fir And that his Countries deerer then himfelfe,
Halfe an houre fince brought my report. Let him alone : Or fo many fo minded,

Waue thus to exprefTe his difpofition,
Enter And follow Martini.

Com. Whofe yonder, They all jhout and waue their faords, ta\e him vp in their
That doe's appeare as he were Plead ?O Gods, Armes,and caft t'p their Caps.
He has the ftampe of Martiui,3.nA I haue Oh me alone, make you a fword of me :
Before time feene him thus. If thefe fliewes be not outward, which of you

Mar. Come I too late? But is foure Voices*. None of you, but is
Cow. The Shepherd knowes not Thunder fro a Taber, Able to beare againft the great Auffidkuf

More then I know the found of Manius Tongue A Shield, as hard as his. A certaine number
From euery meaner man. (Though thankes to all) muft I feleft from all :

Martiiu. Come I too late ? The reft mall beare the bufmeffe in fome other fight
Com. I, if you come not in the blood of others, (As caufe will be obey'd:) pleafe you to March,

But mantled in your owne. And foure (hall quickly draw out my Command,
Mart. Oh' let me clip ye Which men are beft inclin'd.

In Armes as found, as when I woo'd in heart; Qom. March on my Fellowes :
As merry, as when our Nuptiall day was done, Make good this oftentation, and you fhall
And Tapers burnt to Bedvvard. Diuide in all, with vs. Exeunt

CW.Flower of Warriors, how is't with Titus Lartiutf
Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees : Titus Lartius, bauing fet a guard-vfan Carioles, going -with

Condemning fome to death, and fome to exile, ''Drum an d Trumpet toward Cominius, and Caius Mar-
Ranfoming him, or pittying, threatning th'other; tius, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Souldiours, and a
Holding Corioles in the name of Rome, Scout.
Euen like a fawning Grey-hound in the Leafli,
To let him flip at will. Lar. So,let the Ports be guarded; keepe your Duties

Com. Where is that Staue As I haue fet them downe. If I do fend, difpatch
Which told me they had beate you to your Trenches ? Thofe Centuries to our ayd, the reft will ferue
Where is he? Call him hither. For a fhort holding, if we loofe the Field,

Mar. Let him alone, We cannot keepe the Towne.
He did informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, Lieu. Feare not our care Sir.
The common file, (a plague-Tribunes for them) Lart. Hence;and mut your gates vpon's :
The Moufe ne're fliunn'd the Cat, as they did budge Our Guider come, to th'Roman Campe conduit vs. Exit
From Rafcals worfe then they. Alarum, as in Battaile.

Com. But how preuail'd you ?
Mar. Will the time ferue to tell, I do not thinke : Enter Martius and Aufidius at feueral doores.

Where is the enemy? Are you Lords a'th Field ? Mar. He fight with none but thee,for I do hate thee
If not, why ceafe you till you are fo ? Worfe then a Promife-breaker.

Com. fslfartius, we haue at difaduantage fought, Auffid. We hate alike:
And did retyre to win our purpofe. Not Affricke ownes a Serpent I abhorre

Mar. How lies their Battell? Know you on w fide More then thy Fame and Enuy: Fix thy foot.
They haue plac'd their men of truft ? Mar. Let the firft Budger dye the others Slaue,

Com. As I gueffe Martius, And the Gods doome him after.
Their Bands i'th Vaward are the Antients Auf. If I flye <Jlfartius, hollow me like a Hare.
Of their beft truft : O're them AuffidioM, Mar. Within thefe three houres Tullus
Their very heart of Hope. Alone I fought in your Corioles walles,

Mar. I do befeech you, And made what worke I pleas'dr'Tis not my blood,
By all the Battailes wherein we haue fought, Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Reuenge
By th'Blood we haue fhed together, Wrench vp thy power to th'higheft.
By th'Vowes we haue made Auf. Wer't thou the Heffor,
To endure Friends, that you direftly fet me That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny,
Againft Affidiaui, and his Antiats, Thou ihould'ft not fcape me heere.
And that you not delay the prefent (but Heere they fght, and certaine Voices come in the ayde
Filling the aire with Swords aduanc'd) and Darts, of Aufi. Martius fights til they be driuen in breathles.
We proue this very houre. Officious and not valiant,you haue mam'd me

Com. Though I could wifh, In your condemned Seconds.
Flourifh.
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My Nofe that bled, or foyl'd fome debile Wretch,

Flourijb. Alarum. ,A Retreat is founded. Enter at Which without note,here's many elfe haue done,
one Ttoore Cominiiu, with the Romanes : At You flioot me forth in acclamations hyperbolicall,

another Doore tTWartiui, with his As if I lou'd my little fliould be dieted
Armein a Scarfe. In prayfes, fawc'ft with Lyes.

Com. Too modeft are you :
Com. If I fhould tell thee o're this thy dayes Worke, More cruell to your good report,then gratefull

Thou't not beleeue thy deeds : but He report it, To vs,that giue you truly : by your patience,
Where Senators flull mingle teares with fmiles, If'gainft your felfe you be incens'd, wee'le put you
Where great Patricians (hall attend,and flirug, (Like one that meanes his proper harme) in Manacles,
I'th'end admire : where Ladies fhall be frighted, Then reafon fafely with you : Therefore be it knowne,
And gladly quak'd, heare more : where the dull Tribunes, As to vs,to all the World,That Caitu Martiui
That with the fuftie Plebeans, hate thine Honors, Weares this Warres Garland : in token of the which,
Shall fay againft their hearts, We thanke the Gods My Noble Steed, knowne to the Campe,! giue him,
Our Rome hath fuch a Souldier. With all his trim belonging ; and from this time,
Yet cam'ft thou to a Morfell of this Feaft, For what he did before Corioles, call him,
Hauing fully din'd before. With all th'applaufe and Clamor of the Hoaft,

<^\farcui Caiui Qoriolanui. Beare th'addition Nobly euer?
Enter Titui faith ha Power, from the Purfuit. Fiourifh. Trumpets found, and Drums.

Omnes. Marcus Caiui CoriolanM.

Tittu Lartiui. Oh Generall: Martiui. I will goe wafli:
Here is the Steed, wee the Caparifon : And when my Face is faire, you fhall perceiue
Hadft thou beheld 

Martini. Pray now, no more : 
Whether I blufh,or no : howbeit, I thanke you,
I meane to ftride your Steed,and at all times

My Mother, who ha's a Charter to extoll her Bloud, To vnder-creft your good Addition,
When (he do's prayfe me, grieues me : To th'fairenefle of my power.
I haue done as you haue done, that's what I can, Com. So,to our Tent:
Induc'd as you haue beene, that's for my Countrey : Where ere we doe repofe vs, we will write
He that ha's but effected his good will, To Rome of our fuccefTe : you Titui Lartitu
Hath ouerta'ne mine A£l. Muft to Corioles backe, fend vs to Rome

Com. You flull not be the Graue of your deferuing, The beft, with whom we may articulate,
Rome muft know the value of her owne : For their owne good,and ours.
'Twere a Concealement worfe then a Theft, Lartiui. I fhall, my Lord.
No lefle then a Traducement, Martius. The Gods begin to mocke me :
To hide your doings,and to filence that, I that now refus'd moft Princely gifts,
Which to the fpire,and top of prayfes vouch'd, Am bound to begge of my Lord Generall.
Would feeme but modeft : therefore I befeech you, Com. Tak't,'tis yours : what is't?
In figne of what you are, not to reward Martius. I fometime lay here in Corioles,
What you haue done, before our Armie heare me. At a poore mans houfe: he vs'd me kindly,

Martiui. I haue fome Wounds vpon me,and they fmart He cry'd to me : 1 faw him Prifoner :
To heare themfelues remembred. But then Auffidius was within my view,

Com. Should they not: And Wrath o're-whelm'd my pittie : I requeft you
Well might they fefter 'gainft Ingratitude, To giue my poore Hoft freedome.
And tent themfelues with death : of all the Horfes, Com. Oh well begg'd :
Whereof we haue ta'ne good, and good ftore of all, Were he the Butcher of my Sonne, he fliould
The Treafure in this field atchieued,and Citie, Be free,as is the Winde : deliuer him, Titus.
We render you the Tenth, to be ta'ne forth, Lartiui. Martius,hls Name.
Before the common distribution, Martius. By lupiter forgot:
At your onely choyfe. I am wearie, yea, my memorie is tyr'd :

cTlfartiui. I thanke you Generall : Haue we no Wine here ?
But cannot make my heart confent to take Com. Goe we to our Tent:
A Bribe, to pay my Sword : I doe refufe it, The bloud vpon your Vifage dryes,'tis time
And ftand vpon my common part with thofe, It fliould be lookt too : come. Exeunt.
That haue beheld the doing.

Afiouri/h. Cornets. Enter Tullui Auffidiiu
A long fiourifh. They all cry, Martiui, Martiui , bloudie,with two or three Souldiors.

caj} -up their Caps and Launces : Cominiuf
and Lartiui jl and bare. Auffi. The Towne is ta'ne.

Sould. 'Twill be deliuer'd backe on good Condition.
Mar.May thefe fame Instruments, which you prophane, Auffid. Condition ?

Neuer found more: when Drums and Trumpets fhall I would I were a Roman, for I cannot.
I'th'field proue flatterers,let Courts and Cities be Being a Voice, be that I am. Condition ?
Made all of falfe-fac'd foothing : What good Condition can a Treatie finde
When Steele growes foft,as the Parafites Silke, I'th'part that is at mercy f fiue times,Martiui,
Let him be made an Ouerture for th'Warres : I haue fought with thee ; fo often haft thou beat me:
No more I fay, for that I haue not wafh'd And would'ft doe fo, I thinke, fliould we encounter

As
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8 'The Tragedie of fyriolanus.
As often as we eate. By th'Elements, Giue your difpofitions the reines, and bee angry at your
If ere againe I meet him beard to beard, pleafures (at the leaft)if you take it as a pleafure to you, in
He's mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation being fo : you blame Martius for being proud.
Hath not that Honor in't it had : For where 'Brut. We do it not alone, fir.
] thought to crufh him in an equall Force, Men. I know you can doe very little alone, for your
True Sword to Sword : He potche at him fome way, helpes are many, or elfe your actions would growe won-
Or Wrath,or Craft may get him. drous fingle : your abilities are to Infant-like, for dooing

Sol. He's the diuell. much alone. You talke of Pride: Oh, that you could turn
Auf. Bolder, though not fo fubtle:my valors poifon'd, your eyes toward the Napes of your neckes, and make

With onely fufPring ftaine by him : for him but an Interiour furuey of your good felues. Oh that you
Shall flye out of it felfe, nor fleepe, nor fanctuary, could.
Being naked, ficke; nor Phane, nor Capitoll, 'Both. What then fir?
The Prayers of Priefts, nor times of Sacrifice: Men. Why then you fhould difcouer a brace of vn-
Embarquements all of Fury, fhall lift vp meriting,proud, violent, teftie Magistrates (alias Fooles)
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuftome 'galnft as any in Rome.
My hate to Martiut. Where I finde him, were it Sicin. Menenius, you are knowne well enough too.
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, euen there Men. I am knowne to be a humorous Tatrjtian, and
Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I one that loues a cup of hot Wine, with not a drop of alay-
Wafh my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th'Citie, ing Tiber in't: Said, to be fomething imperfect in fauou-
Learne how 'tis held, and what they are thatmuft ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder-like vppon, to
Be Hoftages for Rome. triuiall motion : One, that conuerfes more with the But-

Soul. Will not you go ? tocke of the night, then with the forhead of the morning.
Auf. I am attended at the Cyprus groue. I pray you What I think, I vtter,and fpend my malice in my breath.

('Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither Meeting two fuch Weales men as you are (I cannot call
How the world goes : that to the pace of it you Licurgufles,) if the drinke you giue me, touch my Pa-
I may fpurre on my iourney. lat aduerfly, I make a crooked face at it, I can fay, your

Soul. I fhall fir. Worfhippes haue deliuer'd the matter well, when I finde
the Afie in compound, with the Maior part of your fylla-
bles. And though I muft be content to beare with thofe,
that fay you are reuerend graue men, yet they Jye deadly,

A5lus Secundus. that tell you haue good faces, if you fee this in the Map
of my Microcofme, followes it that I am knowne well e-
nough too ? What harme can your beefome Confpectui-
ties gleane out of this Charracter, if I be knowne well e-

Enter Meneniw with the tno Tribunes of the nough too.
people, Sicinius & 'Brutus. 'Bru. Come fir come, we know you well enough.

Menen. You know neither mee, your felues, nor any
Men. The Agurer tels me, wee fhall haue Newes to thing : you are ambitious, for poore knaues cappes and

night. legges : you weare out a good wholefome Forenoone,in
'Bru. Good or bad ? hearing a caufe betweene an Orendge wife, and a Forfet-
Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for feller, and then reiourne the Controuerfie of three-pence

they loue not Martins. to a fecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a
Sicin. Nature teaches Beafts to know their Friends. matter betweene party and party, if you chaunce to bee
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? pinch'd with the Collicke, you make faces like Mum-
Sicin. The Lambe. mers, fet vp the bloodie Flagge againft all Patience, and
Men. I, to deuour him, as the hungry Plebeians would in roaring for a Chamber-pot, difmifie the Controuerfie

the Noble Martius . bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the
'Bru. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. peace you make in their Caufe, is calling both the parties
Men. Hee's a Beare indeede, that liues like a Lambe. Knaues. You are a payre of ftrange ones.

You two are old men, tell me one thing that I fhall aske 'Bru. Come, come, you are well vnderftood to bee a
you. perfecter gyber for the Table, then a nece/Tary Bencher in

Both. Well fir. the Capitoll.
Men. In what enormity is Martius poore in, that you Men. Our very Priefts muft become Mockers, if they

two haue not in abundance? fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Subiects as you are, when
'Bru. He's poore in no one fault, but ftor'd withall. you fpeake beft vnto the purpofe. It is not woorth the
Sicin. Efpecially in Pride. wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferue not fo
Bru. And topping all others in boafting. honourable a graue,as to ftuffe a Botchers Cufhion, or to
<£Wen. This is ftrange now : Do you two know, how be intomb'd in an AfTes Packe-faddle ; yet you muft bee

you are cenfured heere in the City, I mean of vs a'th'right faying, Martius is proud : who in a cheape eftimation, is
hand File, do you? worth all your predecefTbrs, fince Deucalion, though per-

'Both. Why? ho ware we cenfur'd? aduenture fome of the beft of'em were hereditarie hang-
Men. Becaufe you talke of Pride now, will you not men. Godden to your Worfhips, more of your conuer-

be angry. fation would infect my Braine, being the Heardfmen of
'Both. Well, well fir, well. the Beaftly Plebeans. I will be bold to take my leaue of
Men. Why'tis no great matter : for a very little theefe you.

of Occafion, will rob you of a great deale of Patience : 'Bru. and Scic. cAfide.
Enter
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The Trage die offyriolanus. 9
Death, that darke Spirit, in's neruie Arme doth lye,

Enter Vdumina,Virgilia,and Valeria. Which being aduanc'd, declines, and then men dye.

How now (my as faire as Noble)Ladyes,and the Moone <A Sennet. Trumpets found.
were fliee Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doe you follow Enter Cominiia the Gene rail, and Titui Latiuf: be-
your Eyes fo faft ? ttveetie them CoriolanM, crown d faith an Oafen

Volum. Honorable Meneniui,my Boy Martius appro- Gar/ana1, with Captaines and Soul-
ches : for the loue of luno let's goe. diers, and a Herauld.

Menen. Ha? Martini comming home? Herauld. Know Rome, that all alone Martitu did fight
Volum. I, worthy Meneniui, and with moft profperous Within Corioles Gates : where he hath wonne,

approbation. With Fame,a Name to <JV[artiiu Caiui:
Menen. Take my Cappe lufher, and I th^nke thee : Thefe in honor followes <^Mart'niA Caius CoriolanM.

hoo,Martini comming home? Welcome to Rome, renowned Corio/antu.
2.Ladies. Njy,'tis true. Sound. Flourijh.
Vdum. Looke,here's a Letter from him,the State hath All. Welcome to Rome, renowned CoriolanM.

another, his Wife another, and (I thinkej there's one at Coriol. No more of this, it does offend my heart: pray
home for you, now no more.

Menen. I will make my very houfe reele to night: Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother.
A Letter for me ? Coricl. Oh! you haue,I know,petition'd all the Gods

Virgil. Yes certaine, there's a Letter for you, I faw't. for my profperitie. Kneeles.
Menen. A Letter for me? it giues me an Eftate of fe- "Vo/um. Nay, my good Souldier, vp:

uen yeeres health ; in which time, I will make a Lippe at My gentle zTI-fartiuf, worthy Callis>
the Phyfician:The moft foueraigne Prefcription in Galen, And by deed-atchieuing Honor newly nam'd,
is but Emperickqutique ; and to this Preferuatiue, of no What is it (Coriolanui) muft I call thee ?
better report then a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? But oh, thy Wife.
he was wont to come home wounded ? Cork. My gracious filence, hayle :

Virgil. Oh no, no, no. Would'ft thou haue laugh'd, had I come Coffin'd home,
Volum. Oh, he is wounded, I thanke the Gods for't. That weep'ft to fee me triumph ? Ah my deare,
Menen. So doe I too, if it be not too much : brings a Such eyes the Widowes in Carioles were,

Vi£torie in his PocketPthe wounds become him. And Mothers that lacke Sonnes.

Volum. On's Browes : Menenius,hee comes the third Mene. Now the Gods Crowne thee.
time home with the Oaken Garland. Com. And liue you yet? Oh my fweet Lady, pardon.

Menen. Ha's he difciplin'd Auffidiiu foundly? Vdum. I know not where to turne.
Volum. TitM Lartius writes, they fought together, but Oh welcome homeland welcome Generall,

Auffidiui, got off. And y'are welcome all.
Menen. And'twas time for him too, lie warrant him Mene. A hundred thoufand Welcomes :

that: and he had ftay'd by him, I would not haue been fo I could weepe,and I could laugh,
fiddious'd, for all the Chefts in Carioles, and the Gold I am light, and heauie ; welcome :
that's in them. Is the Senate poffeft of this? A Curfe begin at very root on's heart,

'Volum. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes, yes, yes : The That is not glad to fee thee.
Senate ha's Letters from the General!, wherein hee giues Yon are three, that Rome fhould dote on :
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre : he hath in this Yet by the faith of men, we haue
action out-done his former deeds doubly. Some old Crab-trees here at home,

Valer. In troth,there's wondrous things fpoke of him. That will not be grafted to your Rallifh.
Menen. Wondrous: 1,1 warrant you,and not with- Yet welcome Warriors:

out his true purchafing. Wee call a Nettle,but a Nettle;
Virgil. The Gods graunt them true. And the faults of fooles,but folly.
Velum. True ? pow waw. Com. Euer right.
Mene. True ? lie be fworne they are true : where is Cor. Meneniia, euer,euer.

hee wounded, God faue your good Worships ? ^fartiiu Herauld. Giue way there, and goe on.
is comming home : hee ha's more caufe to be prowd : Qor. Your Hand,and yours?
where is he wounded ? Ere in our owne houfe I doe fhade my Head,

Volum. Ith'Shoulder, and ith'left Arme : there will be The good Patricians muft be vifited,
large Cicatrices to fliew the People, when hee fhall ftand From whom I haue receiu'd not onely greetings,
for his place : he receiued in the repulfe of Tarquin feuen But with them, change of Honors.
hurts ith' Body. Volum. I haue liued,

Mene. One ith'Neck, and two ith'Thigh, there's nine To fee inherited my very Wifhes,
that I know. And the Buildings of my Fancie :

Volum. Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentie Onely there's one thing wanting,
fiue Wounds vpon him. Which (I doubt not) but our Rome

Mene. Now it's twentie feuen ; euery gafti was an Will caft vpon thee.
Enemies Graue. Hearke,the Trumpets. Qor. Know, good Mother,

A /howl, and jlourijh. I had rather be their feruant in my way,
IJolum. Thefe are the Vfhers of cft Then fway with them in theirs.

Before him, hee carryes Noyfe ; Com. On, to the Capitall. Flourijh. Cornets.
And behinde him,hee leaues Teares : Exeunt in State, ai before.

Snter
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10 'The T?rage die of Qoriolanus.
To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blaze

Snter BrutM and Sciciniiu. Shall darken him for euer.

Bru. All tongues fpeake of him, and the bleared fights Snter a MeJJenger.
Are fpectacled to fee him. Your pratling Nurfe
Into a rapture lets her Baby crie. Brutus. What's the matter ?
While fhe chats him : the Kitchin Malkjn pinnes MeJT. You are fent for to the Capitoll :
Her richer}. Lockram'bout her reechie necke, 'Tis thought, that zWartius fhall be Confull :
Clambring the Walls to eye him: I haue feene the dumbe men throng to fee him,
Stalls, Bulkes, Windowes,are fmother'd vp, And the blind to heare him fpeak:Matrons flong Gloues,
Leades fill'd, and Ridges hors'd Ladies and Maids their Scarftes,and Handkerchers,
With variable Complexions; all agreeing Vpon him as^he pafs'd : the Nobles bended
In earnefmeffe to fee him: feld-fhowne Flamins As to loues Statue,and the Commons made
Doe preffe among the popular Throngs, and puffe A Shower,and Thunder,with their Caps,and Showts:
To winne a vulgar ftation : our veyl'd Dames I neuer faw the like.
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 'Brutui. Let's to the Capitoll,
In their nicely gawded Cheekes, toth' wanton fpoyle And carry with vs Eares and Eyes forth'time,
Of Pboebui burning KifTes: fuch a poother, But Hearts for the euent.
As if that whatfoeuer God, who leades him, Scicin. Haue with you. Exeunt.
Were flyly crept into his humane powers,
And gaue him graceful! pofture. Enter two Officers, to lay Cujhlons ,ai it were,

Scicin. On the fuddaine, I warrant him Confull. in the Capitoll.
Brutw. Then our Office may, during his power, goe

fleepe. 1. Of. Come,come, they are almoft here : how many
Scicin. He cannot temp'rately tranfport his Honors, ftand for Confulfhips ?

From where he mould begin,and end,but will 2. Off. Three, they fay : but 'tis thought of euery one,
Lofe thofe he hath wonne. Coriolanui will carry it.

'Brutus. In that there's comfort. i. Off. That's a braue fellow : but hee's vengeance
Scici. Doubt not, prowd,and loues not the common people.

The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they "i.Off. 'Faith, there hath beene many great men that
Vpon their ancient mallice, will forget haue flatter'd the people, who ne're loued themjand there
With the leaft caufe,thefe his new Honors, be many that they haue loued,they know not wherefore:
Which that he will giue them, make 1 as little queftion, fo that if they loue they know not why, they hate vpon
As he is prowd to doo't. no better a ground. Therefore, for Coriclanw neyther to

'Brutm. I heard him fweare, care whether they loue, or hate him, manifefts the true
Were he to ftand for Confull,neuer would he knowledge he ha's in their difpofuion,and out of his No-
Appeare i'th'Market place, nor on him put ble carelefnefle Jets them plainely fee't.
The Naples Vefture of Humilitie, i.Off. If he did not care whether he had their loue, or
Nor fhewing(as the manner is)his Wounds no, hee waued indifferently,'twixt doing them neyther
Toth' People, begge their {linking Breaths. good,nor harme : but hee feekes their hate with greater

Scicin. Tis right. deuotion,then they can render it him; and leaues nothing
'Brutui. It was his word : vndone, that may fully difcouer him their oppofite. Now

Oh he would mifle it, rather then carry it, to feeme to affecl: the mallice and difpleafure of the Peo-
But by the fuite of the Gentry to him, ple, is as bad, as that which he diflikes, to flatter them for
And the defire of the Nobles. their loue.

Scicin. I wifh no better, then haue him hold that pur- 2. Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of his Countrey,
pofe,and to put it in execution. and his a (Tent is not by fuch eafie degrees as thofe, who

'Brutus. 'Tis moft like he will. hauing beene fupple and courteous to the People, Bon-
Scicin. It fhall be to him then, as our good wills ; a netted, without any further deed, to haue them at all into

fure destruction. their eftimation,and report: but hee hath fo planted his
'Brutui. So it muft fall out Honors in their Eyes, and his actions in their Hearts, that

To him, or our Authorities, for an end. for their Tongues to be filent,and not confeffe fo much,
We muft fuggeft the People, in what hatred were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie : to report otherwife,
He ftill hath held them: that to's power he would were a Mallice, that gluing it felfe the Lye, would plucke
Haue made them Mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, reproofe and rebuke from euery Eare that heard it.
And difpropertied their Freedomes; holding them, j. Off. No more of him, hee's a worthy man : make
In humane Aclion, and Capacitie, way, they are comming.
Of no more Soule,nor fitnefle for the World,
Then Cammels in their Warre, who haue their Prouand A Sennet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of
Onely for bearing Burthens,and fore blowes the People, Liffors before them: Coriolanui, Mene-
For finking vnder them. niw, Cominiui the Cartful: SciciniiU and Brutui

Scicin. This(as you fay) fuggefted, take their f laces by tbemfelues : Corio-
At fome time, when his foaring Infolence lanui ftands.
Shall teach the People, which time fhall not want, Menen. Hauing determin'd of the Voices,
If he be put vpon't,and that's as eafie, And to fend for Tittu Lartiui: it remaines,
As to fet Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire As the maine Point of this our after-meeting,

^^^ 
To
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'The Tragedie of Qoriolanus. 11
To gratifie his Noble feruice, that hath Man-entred thus,he waxed like a Sea,
Thus flood for his Countrey. Therefore pleafe you, And in the brunt of feuenteene Battailes fince,
Moft reuerend and graue Elders,to defire He lurcht all Swords of the Garland: for this laft,
The prefent Confull, and laft Generall, Before,and in Corioles, let me fay
In our well-found Succeffes, to report I cannot fpeake him home : he ftopt the flyers,
A little of that worthy Worke,perform'd And by his rare example made the Coward
By <^fartitu Caiia Coriolamu: whom Turne terror into fport : as Weeds before
We met here,both to thanke,and to remember, A VefTell vnder fayle,fo men obey'd,
With Honors like himfelfe. And fell below his Stem : his Sword, Deaths fhmpe,

i.&ff. Speake, good Corr.initu : Where it did marke,it tooke from face to foot :
Leaue nothing out for length, and make vs thinke He was a thing of Blood, whofe euery motion
Rather our ftates defedYme for requitall, Was tim'd with dying Cryes: alone he entred
Then we to ftretch it out. Mafters a'th People, The mortall Gate of th'Citie, which he painted
We doe requeft your kindeft eares: and after With fhunleffe deftinie : aydelefie came off,
Your louing motion toward the common Body, And with a fudden re-infoicement ftrucke
To yeeld what pafles here. Carioles like a Planet: now all's his,

Scicin. We are conuented vpon a pleafing Treatie,and When by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce
haue hearts inclinable to honor and aduance the Theame His readie fence : then ftraight his doubled fpirit
of our Affembly. Requickned what in flefh was fatigate,

Brutui. Which the rather wee fhall be bleft to doe, if And to the Battaile came he, where he did
he remember a kinder value of the People, then he hath Runne reeking o're the Hues of men,as if'twere
hereto priz'd them at. A perpetuall fpoyle : and till we call'd

Menen. That's oft",that's off: I would you rather had Both Field and Citieours, he neuer flood
been filent : Pleafe you to heare Comiiiiia fpeake ? To eafe his Breft with panting.

^Brutui. Moft willingly : but yet my Caution was Menen. Worthy man.
more pertinent then the rebuke you giue it. Senat. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honors

Menen. He loues your People, but tye him not to be which we deuife him.
their Bed-fellow : Worthie Cominiiu fpeake. Com. Our fpoyles he kickt at,

CorioLiniu rijes^and offers to goe away. And look'd vpon things precious,as they were
Nay, keepe your place. The common Muck of the World : he couets lefle

Senat. Sit Coriolamu : neuer fhame to heare Then Miferie it felfe would giue, rewards his deeds
What you haue Nobly done. With doing them, and is content

fyrioL Your Honors pardon : To fpend the time,to end it.
I had rather haue my Wounds to heale againe, Menen. Hee's right Noble,let him be call'd for.
Then heare fay how I got them. Senat. Call (Coriolamu.

'"Bruttu. Sir, I hope my words dis-bench'd you not ? Off. He doth appeare.
Qoriol. No Sir: yet oft,

When blowes haue made me ftay,I fled from words. Enter Coriolanui.
You footh'd not, therefore hurt not: but your People,
I loue them as they weigh- Menen. The Senate, Corklartui,are well pleas'd to make

Menen. Pray now fit downe. thee Confull.
Corio.I had rather haue one fcratch my Head i'th'Sun, Cork. I doe owe them ftill my Life,and Seruices.

When the Alarum were ftrucke,then idly fit Menen. It then remaines, that you doe fpeake to the
To heare my Nothings monfter'd. Exit Cariolanui People.

Menen. Mafters of the People, Cork. I doe befeech you,
Your multiplying Spawne,how can he flatter? Let me o're-leape that cuftome : for I cannot
That's thouland to one good one, when you now fee Put on the Gowne,ftand naked, and entreat them
He had rather venture all his Limbes for Honor, For my Wounds fake, to giue their fufferage :
Then on ones Eares to heare it. Proceed Cominiiu. Pleafe you that I may paffe this doing.

Com. I fhall lacke voyce : the deeds of Cork/anus Scicin. Sir, the People muft haue their Voyces,
Should not be vtter'd feebly : it is held, Neyther will they bate one iot of Ceremonie.
That Valour is the chiefeft Vertue, Menen. Put them not too't:
And moft dignifies the hauer : if it be, Pray you goe fit you to the Cuftome,
The man I fpeake of, cannot in the World And take to you,as your Predeceffors haue,
Be fmgly counter-poys'd. At fixteene yeeres, Your Honor with your forme.
When Tarquin made a Head for Rome, he fought Cork. It is a part that I fliall blufli in a&ing,
Beyond the marke of others : our then Dictator, And might well be taken from the People.
Whom with all prayfe I point at, faw him fight, Brutui. Marke you that.
When with his Amazonian Shinne hedroue Cork. To brag vnto them, thus I did, and thus
The brizled Lippes before him : he beftrid Shew them th'vnaking Skarres, which I fliould hide,
An o're-preft Roman, and i'th'Confuls view As if I had receiu'd them for the hyre
Slew three Oppofers : Tarquins felfe he met, Of their breath onely.
And ftrucke him on his Knee : in that dayes feates, Menen. Doe not ftand vpon't :
When he might a& the Woman in the Scene, We recommend to you Tribunes of the People
He prou'd beft man i'th'field, and for his meed Our purpofe to them, and to our Noble Confull
Was Brow-bound with the Oake. His Pupill age Wifh we all Joy, and Honor.

Senat, To
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12 The Tragedie of fyriolanus.
Senat. To Coriolanui come all ioy and Honor. From th'noife of our owne Drummes.

Flouri/h Cornets. Menen. Oh me the Gods, you muft not fpeak of that,
Then Exeunt. <&fanet Sicinjiu and Brutus. You muft defire them to thinke vpon you.

'Bru. You fee how he intends to vfe the people. Coriol. Thinke vpon me? Hang 'em,
Scicin.May they perceiue's intent: he wil require them I would they would forget me, like the Vertues

As if he did contemne what he requefted, Which our Diuines lofe by em.
Should be in them to giue. Men. You'l marre all,

^ru. Come, wee'l informe them He leaue you : Pray you fpeake to em, I pray you
Of our proceedings heere on th'Market place, In wholfome manner. Exit
I know they do attend vs.

Enter jeuen or eight Citizens. Enter three of the Citizens.
l.Cit. Once if he do require our voyces, wee ought Cork. Bid them wafh their Faces,

not to deny him. And keepe their teeth cleane : So,heere comes a brace,
z.Cit. We may Sir if we will. You know the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding heere.
3.Cit. We haue power in our felues to do it, but it is 3£;f. We do Sir,tell vs what hath brought you too't.

a power that we haue no power to do : For,if hee mew vs Corio. Mine owne defert.
his wounds, and tell vs his deeds,'we are to put our ton- 2 Cit. Your owne defert.
gues into thofe wounds, and fpeake for them : So if he tel Corio. I, but mine owne defire.
vs his Noble deeds, we muft alfo tell him our Noble ac- 3 Cit. How not your owne defire ?
ceptance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous, and for the Corio. No Sir,'twas neuer my defire yet to trouble the
multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a Monfter of poore with begging.
the multitude; of the which, we being|members, mould 3 Cit. You muft thinke if we giue you any thing, we
bring our felues to be monftrous members. hope to gaine by you.

I.Cit. And to make vs no better thought of a little Corio. Well then I pray,your price a'th'Confulfhip.
helpe will ferue : for once we flood vp about the Corne, j Cit. The price is, to aske it kindly.
he himfelfe ftucke not to call vs the many-headed Multi- Corio. Kindly fir, I pray let me ha't : I haue wounds to
tude. mew you, which mall bee yours in priuate : your good

^"Clt- We haue beene call'd fo of many, not that our voice Sir, what fay you ?
heads are fome browne, fome blacke, fome Abram,fome 2 Cit. You mall ha't worthy Sir.
bald; but that our wits are fo diuerfly Coulord; and true- Qorio. A match Sir, there's in all two worthie voyces
ly I thinke, if all our wittes were to ifTue out of one Scull, begg'd : I haue your Almes, Adieu.
they would flye Eaft, Weft, North, South, and their con- 3 Cit. But this is fomething odde.
fent of one direft way, mould be at once to all the points 2 Cit. And'twere to giue againe : but 'tis no matter.
a'th Compafle. Exeunt. Enter trro other Citizens.

'i.Cit. Thinke you fo? Which way do you iudge my Coriol. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune
wit would flye. of your voices, that I may bee Confull, I haue heere the

"$.Cir. Nay your wit will not fo foone out as another Cuftomarie Gowne.
mans will, 'tis ftrongly wadg'd vp in a blocke-head : but I. You haue deferued Nobly of your Countrey, and
if it were at liberty, 'twould fure Southward. you haue not deferued Nobly.

2 Cit. Why that way ? Coriol. Your Enigma.
3 Cit. To loofe it felfe in a Fogge, where being three i. You haue bin a fcourge to her enemies, you haue

parts melted away with rotten Dewes, the fourth would bin a Rod to her Friends, you haue not indeede loued the
returne for Confcience fake, to hejpe to get thee a Wife. Common people.

zCit. You are neuer without your trickes, you may, Coriol .You mould account mee the more Vertuous,
you may. that I haue not bin common in my Loue, I will fir flatter

3 Cit. Are you all refolu'd to giue your voyces ? But my fworne Brother the people to earne a deerer eftima-
that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If hee tion of them,'tis a condition they account gentle: & fince
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier the wifedome of their choice, is rather to haue my Hat,
man. then my Heart, I will praclice the insinuating nod, and be

Enter Coriolanui in a gcmne of Humility, with off to them moft counterfetly, that is fir, I will counter-
Meneniui. fet the bewitchment of fome popular man, and giue it

Heere he comes, and in the Gowne of humility, marke bountifull to the defirers : Therefore befeech you, I may
his behauiour : we are not to flay altogether,but to come be Confull;
by him where he {lands, by ones, by twoes, & by threes. 2. Wee hope to finde you our friend : and therefore
He's to make his requefts by particulars, wherein euerie giue you our voices heartily.
one of vs ha's a fingle Honor, in gluing him our own voi- I. You haue receyued many wounds for your Coun-
ces with our owne tongues,therefore follow me, and He trey.
dire£l you how you {hall go by him. Coriol. I wil not Seale your knowledge with mewing

All. Content,content. them. I will make much of your voyces, and fo trouble
Men. Oh Sir,you are not righf.haue you not knowne you no farther.

The worthieft men haue done't? Both. The Gods giue you ioy Sir heartily.
Carlo. What muft I fay, I pray Sir? Coriol. Moft fweet Voyces :

Plague vpon't, I cannot bring Better it is to dye, better to fterue,
My tougne to fuch a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, Then craue the higher, which firft we do deferue.
I got them in my Countries Seruice, when Why in this Wooluim tongue mould I ftand heere,
Some certaine of your Brethren roar'd, and ranne To begge of Hob and Dicke, that does appeere

Their
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The Tragedie of Coriolanus.
Their needleffe Vouches: Cuftome calls me too't. Your moft fweet Voyces:now you haue left your Voyces,
What Cuftome wills in all things, fhould we doo't ? I haue no further with you. Was not this mockerie f
The Duft on antique Time would lye vnfwept, Scicin. Why eyther were you ignorant to fee't ?
And mountainous Error be too highly heapt, Or feeing it, of fuch Childifh friendlineffe,
For Truth too're-peere. Rather then foole it fo, To yeeld your Voyces ?
Let the high Office and the Honor go iBrut. Could you not haue told him,
To one that would doe thus. I am halfe through, As you were leffon'd : When he had no Power,
The one part fuffered,the other will I doe. But was a pettie feruant to the State,

Enter three Citizens more. He was your Enemie, euer fpake againft
Here come moe Voyces. Your Liberties, and the Charters that you beare
Your Voyces? for your Voyces I haue fought, I'th'Body of the Weale : and now arriuing
Watcht for your Voyces; for your Voyces, beare A place of Potencie, and fway o'th' State,
Of Wounds, two dozen odde : Battailes thrice fix If he fhould ftill malignantly remaine
I haue feene, and heard of: for your Voyces, Faft Foe toth'P/f&f//, your Voyces might
Haue done many things,fome leffe,fome more : Be Curfes to your felues. You fhould haue faid,
Your Voyces? Indeed I would be Confull. That as his worthy deeds did clayme no leffe

i.Cit. Hee ha's done Nobly, and cannot goe without Then what he flood for: fo his gracious nature
any honeft mans Voyce. Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces,

"i.Cit. Therefore let him be Con-full : the Gods giue And tranflate his Mallice towards you, into Loue,
him ioy,and make him good friend to the People. Standing your friendly Lord.

All. Amen, Amen. God faue thee,Noble Confull. Scicin. Thus to haue faidj
Carlo. Worthy Voyces. As you were fore-aduis'd, had toucht his Spirit,

And try'd his Inclination: from him pluckt
Enter Menenius, with ̂ Brutui and Scicinius. Eyther his gracious Promife, which you might

As caufe had call'd you vp, haue held him to ;
Mene. You haue flood your Limitation : Or elfe it would haue gall'd hisfurly nature,

And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, Which eafily endures not Article,
Remaines,that in th'Officiall Markes inuefted, Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage,
You anon doe meet the Senate. You fhould haue ta'ne th'aduantageof his Choller,

Carlo. Is this done / And pafs'd him vneledted.
£"/«'». The Cuftome ofRequeft you haue difcharg'd: Brut. Did you perceiue,

The People doe admit you, and are fummon'd He did follicite you in free Contempt,
To meet anon,vpon your approbation. When he did need your Loues: and doe you thinke,

Cork. Where ? at the Senate-houfe ? That his Contempt /hall not be brufing to you,
Scicin. There, Qoriolanut. When he hath power to crufh? Why,had your Bodyes
Corio. May I change thefe Garments? No Heart among you? Or had you Tongues, to cry
Scicin. You may, Sir. Againft the Rectorfhip of ludgement ?
Cor/.That He ftraight do: and knowing my felfe again, Scicin. Haue you,ere now, deny'd the asker :

Repayre toth'Senate-houfe. And now againe, of him that did not aske,but mock,
Mene. He keepe you company. Will you along? Beftow your fu'd-for Tongues ?
'Brut. We ftay here for the People. 3-C;V.Hee's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet.
Scicin. Fare you well. Exeunt Coriol. and Mene. "i.Cit. And will deny him :

He ha's it now : and by his Lookes,me thinkes, He haue flue hundred Voyces of that found.
'Tis warme at's heart. i.Cit.I twice fiue hundred, & their friends,to piece 'em.

'Brut. With a prowd heart he wore his humble Weeds: 'Braf.Get you hence inftantly,and tell thofe friends,
Will you difmifie the People? They haue chofe a Confull, that will from them take

Enter the Plebeians. Their Liberties, make them of no more Voyce
Scici.How now, my Mafters, haue you chofe this man? Then Dogges, that are as often beat for barking,
i.Cit. He ha's our Voyces,Sir. As therefore kept to doe fo.
Brut. We pray the Gods, he may deferue your loues. Sr/a.Let them affemble:and on a fafer ludgement,
"i.Cit. Amen,Sir:to my poore vnworthy notice, All reuoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Pride,

He mock'd vs,when he begg'd our Voyces. And his old Hate vnto you: befides,forget not
j.C/'r.Certainely,he flowted vs downe-right. With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed,
l.CVf.Noj'tis his kind of fpeech,he did not mock vs. How in his Suit he fcorn'd you: but your Loues,
i.Cit. Not one amongft vs,faue your felfe, but fayes Thinking vpon his Seruices, tooke from you

He vs'd vs fcornefully: he fhould haue fhew'd vs Th'apprehenfion of his prefent portance,
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiu'd for's Countrey. Which moft gibingly, vngrauely, he did fafhion

Scicin. Why fo he did, I am fure. After the inueterate Hate he beares you.
All. No,no: no man faw'em. Brut. Lay a fault on vs,your Tribunes,
3.C/V. Hee faid hee had Wounds, That we labour'd (no impediment betweene)

Which he could fhew in priuate : But that you muft caft your Election on him.
And with his Hat, thus wauing/it in fcorne, Scici.Szy you chofe him, more after our commandment,
I would be Confull,fayes he : aged Cuftome, Then as guided by your owne true affections,and that
But by your Voyces, will not fo permit me. Your Minds pre-occupy'd with what you rather muft do,
Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that, Then what you fhould, made you againft the graine
Here was, I thanke you for your Voyces, thanke you To Voyce him Confull. Lay the fault on vs.

b b "Brut. I,
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The T'ragedie of Coriolanus.
Brut. I,fpare vs not : Say, we read Leftures to you, For they doe pranke them in Authentic,

How youngly he began to ferue his Ccuntrey, Againft all Noble fufferance.
How long continued, and what ftock he fprings of, Scicin. Paffe no further.
The Noble HouCe,o\h'cWartians.- from whence came Cor. Hah ? what is that ?
That Anew Martiut,Numaes Daughters Sonne: Brut. Jt will be dangerous to goe on--No further.
Who after great Hoftilius here was King, Corio. What makes this change /
Of the fame Houfe 'Public and Quinttu were. Mene. The matter ?
That our belt Water, brought by Conduits hither, Cow. Hath he not pafs'd the Noble,and the Common?
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenfor, Brut. CominiuSytto.
Was his great Anceftor. Corio. Haue I had Childrens Voyces?

Scicin. One thus defcended, &«af.Tribunes giue way, he ftiall toth'Market place.
That hath befide well in his perfon wrought, Brut. The People are incens'd againft him.
To be fet high in place, we did commend Scicin. Stop,or all will fall in broyle.
To your remembrances : but you haue found, Corio. Are thefe your Heard ?
Skating his prefent bearing with his paft, Muft thefe haue Voyces, that can yeeld them now,
That hee's your fixed enemie 5 and reuoke And ftraight difclaim their toungs?what are your Offices?
Your fuddaine approbation. You being their Mouthes,why rule you not their Teeth ?

Brut. Say you ne're had don't, Haue you not fet them on ?
(Harpe on that ftill) but by our putting on: Mene. Be calme, be calme.
And prefently, when you haue drawne your number, Corio. It is a purpos'd thing,and growes by Plot,
Repaire toth' Capitoll. To curbe the will of the Nobilitie :

All. We will fo : almoft all repent in their election. SufFer't,and liue with fuch as cannot rule,
Exeunt Tlebeians. Nor euer will be ruled.

*Brut. Let them goe on : Brut. Call't not a Plot:
This Mutinie were better put in hazard, The People cry you mockt them : and of late,
Then ftay paft doubt, for greater : When Corne was giuen them gratis, you repin'd,
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage Scandal'd the Suppliants : for the People, call'd them
With their refufaii, both obferue and anfwer Time-pleafers,flatterers, foes to Noblenefle.
The vantage of his anger. Corio, Why this was knowne before.

Scicin. Toth'Capitoll, come : Brut. Not to them all.
We will be there before the ftreame o'th' People : Corio. Haue you inform'd them ilthence ?
And this ftiall feeme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 'Brut. How? I informe them ?
Which we haue goaded on-ward. Exeunt. Com. You are like to doe fuch bufmefle.

''Brut. Not vnlike each way to better yours.
Aft us Tertius. Carlo. Why then ihould I be Confull? by yond Clouds

Let me deferue fo ill as you,and make me
Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Mcnenliu, all the Gentry, Your fellow Tribune.

Cominitu, Tittu Latliu, and other Senators. Scicin. You mew too much of that,
Corio. Tulliu Auffidiuf' then had made new head. For which the People ftirre : if you will paffe
Latins. He had, my Lord,and that it was which caus'd To where you are bound, you muft enquire your way,

Our fwifter Compofition, Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit,
Carlo. So then the Voices ftand but as at firft, Or neuer be fo Noble as a Confull,

Readie when time ihall prompt them, to make roade Nor yoake with him for Tribune.
Vpon's againe. Mene. Let's be calme.

Com. They are worne ( Lord Confull) fo, Com. The People are abus'd : fet on,this paltring
That we fliall hardly in our ages fee Becomes not Rome : nor ha's (Coriolanus
Their Banners waue againe. Deferu'd this fo difhonor'd Rub, layd falfely

Corio. Saw you Auffidius ? I'th'plaine Way of his Merit.
Latins. On fafegard he came to me,and did curfe Carlo. Tell me of Corne : this was my fpeech,

Againft the Voices, for they had fo vildly And I will fpeak't againe.
Yeelded the Towne : he is retyred to Antium. Mene. Not now, not now.

Carlo. Spoke he of me ? Senat. Not in this heat,Sir,now,
Latins. He did,my Lord. Corio. Now as I liue, I will.
Carlo. How ? what ? My Nobler friends, I craue their pardons:
Latius. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : For the mutable ranke-fented Meynie,

That of all things vpon the Earth, he hated Let them regard me, as I doe not flatter,
Your perfon moft : That he would pawne his fortunes And therein behold themfelues : I fay againe
To hopelefle reftitution, fo he might In foothing them, we nouri/h 'gainft our Senate
Be call'd your Vanquiftier. The Cockle of Rebellion,Infolence,Sedition,

Corio. At Antium Hues he ? Which we our felues haue plowed for, fow'd, & fcatter'd
Latius. At Antium. By mingling them with vs,the honor'd Number,
Corio. I wifh I had a caufe to feeke him there, Who lack not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. Which they haue giuen to Beggers.
Enter Sciclnius and Brutus. Mene. Well, no more.

Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, Senat. No more words, we befeech you.
The Tongues o'th' Common Mouth. I do defpife them : Corio. How ? no more ?

As
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As for my Country, I haue fhed my blood, Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time
Not fearing outward force : So mall my Lungs Breake ope the Lockes a'th'Senate, and bring in
^Coine words till their decay,againft thofe Meazels The Crowes to pecke the Eagles.
Which we difdaine Should Tetter vs, yet fought Mene. Come enough.
The very way to catch them. ''Bru. Enough, with ouer meafure.

Bru. You fpeake a'th'people,as if you were a God, Carlo. No, take more.
To puni/h; Not a man, of their Infirmity. What may be fworne by, both Diuine and Humane,

Skin. 'Twere well we let the people know't. Seale what I end withall. This double worfliip,
Mene. What, what? His Choller? Whereon part do's difdaine with caufe, the other
Cor.Choller? Were I as patient as the midnight deep, Infult without all reafon : where Gentry, Title, wifedom

By loue, 'twould be my minde. Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no
Skin. It is a minde that {hall remain a poifon Of general! Ignorance, it muft omit

Where it is : not poyfon any further. Real! Neceffities, and giue way the while
Carlo. Shall remaine? To vnftable Slightnefie. Purpofe fo barr'd, it followes,

Heare you this Triton of the Minnoues ? Marke you Nothing isidone to purpofe. Therefore befeech you,
His abfolute Shall ? You that will be leffe fearefull, then difcreet,

Com. 'Twas from the Cannon. That loue the Fundamentall part of State
Cor. Shall? O God ! but moft vnwife Patricians:why More then you doubt the change on't: That preferre

You graue, but wreakleffe Senators, haue you thus A Noble life, before a Long, and Wifli,
Giuen Hidra heere to choofe an Officer, To iumpe a Body with a dangerous Phyficke,
That with his peremptory Shall, being but That's fure of death without it : at once plucke out
The home, and noife o'th'Monfters, wants not fpirit The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not licke
To fay, hee'l turne your Current in a ditch, The fweet which is their poyfon. Your dishonor
And make your Channell his? If he haue power, Mangles true iudgement, and bereaues the State
Then vale your Ignorance : If none, awake Of that Integrity which Should becom't:
Your dangerous Lenity : If you are Learn'd, Not hauing the power to do the good it would
Be not as common Fooles ; if you are not, For th'ill which doth controul't.
Let them haue Cu/hions by you. You are Plebeians, Bru. Has faid enough.
If they be Senators : and they are no leffe, Skin. Ha's fpoken like a Traitor,and fliall anfwer
When both your voices blended, the great'ft tafte As Traitors do.
Moft pallates theirs. They choofe their Magistrate, Cork. Thou wretch, defpight ore-whelme thee :
And fuch a one as he, who puts his Shall, What fliould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ?
His popular Shall, againft a grauer Bench On whom depending, their obedience failes
Then euer frown'd in Greece. By loue himfelfe, To'th'greater Bench, in a Rebellion :
It makes the Confuls bafe ; and my Soule akes When what's not meet, but what muft be, was Law,
To know, when two Authorities are vp, Then were they chofen : in a better houre,
Neither Supreame ; How foone Confufion Let what is meet, be faide it muft be meet,
May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and take And throw their power i'tb'duft.
The one by th'other. Bru. Manifeft Treafon.

Com. Well, on to'th'Market place. Skin. This a Confull ? No.
Carlo. Who euer gaue that Counfell,to giue forth Enter an <^£dile.

The Corne a'th'Store-houie gratis, as'twas vs'd ^ru. TheEdileshoe : Let him be apprehended :
Sometime in Greece. Skin. Go call the people, in whofe name my Selfe

Mene. Well, well, no more of that. Attach thee as a Traitorous Innouator :
Cor.Thogh there the people had more abfolute powre A Foe to'th'publike Weak. Obey I charge thee,

I fay they noriflit difobedience: fed, the ruin of the State. And follow to thine anfwer.
^Bru. Why fliall the people giue Carlo. Hence old Goat.

One that fpeakes thus, their voyce ? All. Wee'l Surety him.
Carlo. lie giue my Reafons, Com. Ag'd fir, hands off.

More worthier then their Voyces. They know the Corne Corio. Hence rotten thing, or I fhall fhike thy bones
Was not our recompence,refting well affur'd Out of thy Garments.
They ne're did feruice for't ; being preft to'th'Warre, Skin, Helpe ye Citizens.
Euen when the Nauell of the State was touch'd, Enter a rabb le of Plebeians with the <i/£diles.
They would not thred the Gates: This kinde of Seruice Mene. On both fides more relpeft.
Did not deferue Corne gratis. Being i'th'Warre, Skin. Heere's hee, that would take from you all your
There Mutinies and Reuolts, wherein they fliew'd power.
Moft Valour, fpokenotfor them. Th'Accufation Bru. Seize him <^£diles.\
Which they haue often made againft the Senate, All. Downe with him,downe with him.
All caufe vnborne, could neuer be the Nadue 2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons:
Of our fo franke Donation. Well, what then? They all buftle about CoriolanM.
How /hall this Bofome-multiplied, digeft Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : what ho :
The Senates Courtefie ? Let deeds expreffe Skiniui, Brutiu, Coriolanus, Citizens.
What's like to be their words, We did requeft it, All. Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace.
We are the greater pole, and in true feare Mene. What is about to be/1 am out of Breath,
They gaue vs our demands. Thus we debafe Confufions neere,! cannot fpeake. You, Tribunes
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble To'th'people : Coriolanus, patience : Speak good Sicinius.

B b 2 Skin.
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Scici. Heare me, People peace. One time will owe another.
All. Let's here our Tribune : peace, fpeake, fpeake, Corio. On faire ground,! could beat fortie of them.

fpeake. Mene. I could my felfe take vp a Brace o'th' beft of
Scici. You are at point to lofe your Liberties : them, yea,the two Tribunes.

Martiiu would haue all from you; Martlui, Com. But now 'tis oddes beyond Arithmetick,
Whom late you haue nam'd for Conlull. And Manhood is call'd Foolerie, when it {lands

Mene. Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to Againft a falling Fabrick. Will you hence,
quench. Before the Tagge returne ? whofe Rage doth rend

Sena. To vnbuild the Citie,and to lay all flat. Like interrupted Waters,and o're-beare
Scici. What is the Citie,but the People? What they are vs'd to beare.
All. True,the People are the Citie. Mene. Pray you be gone :
'Brut. By the confent of all, we were eftablifh'd the He trie whether my old Wit be in requeft

Peoples Magistrates. With thofe that haue but little: this muft be patcht
All. You fo remaine. With Cloth of any Colour.
Mene. And fo are like to doe. Com. Nay, come away. Exeunt Coriolamu and
Com. That is the way to lay the Citie flat, Comimui.

To bring the Roofe to the Foundation, Patrl. This man ha's marr'd his fortune.
And burie alJ, which yet diftinclly raunges Mene. His nature is too noble for the World :
In heapes, and piles of Ruine. He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident,

Scici. This deferues Death. Or Ioue,for's power to Thunder: his Heart's his Mouth :
'Brut. Or let vs ftand to our Authoritie, What his Breft forges, that his Tongue muft vent,

Or let vs lofe it : we doe here pronounce, And being angry, does forget that euer
Vpon the part o'th'People, in whole power He heard the Name of Death. cA Noife within.
We were elefted theirs, Martini is worthy Here's goodly worke.
Of prefent Death. Patri. I would they were a bed.

Scici. Therefore lay hold of him: Mene. I would they were in Tyber.
Beare him toth' Rock Tarpeian, and from thence What the vengeance, could he not fpeake 'em faire f
Into deftruftion caft him. Enter liruttu and Sicinius with the rabble againe,

'Brut, ^idiles feize him. Sicin. Where is this Viper,
All Pie. Yeeld Martini, yeeld. That would depopulate the city, & be euery man himfelf
Mene. Heare me one word, 'befeech you Tribunes, Mene. You worthy Tribunes.

heare me but a word. Sicln. He fliall be throwne downe the Tarpeian rock
vEdiles. Peace, peace. With rigorous hands : he hath refitted Law,
Mene. Be that you feeme,truly your Countries friend, And therefore Law (hall fcorne him further Triall

And temp'rately proceed to what you would Then the feuerity of the publike Power,
Thus violently redreffe. Which he fo fets at naught.

Brut. Sir, thofe cold wayes, I C;V._ He lhall well know the Noble Tribunes are
That feeme like prudent helpes, are very poyfonous, The peoples mouths,and we their hands.
Where the Difeafe is violent. Lay hands vpon him, All. He fliall fure ont.
And beare him to the Rock. Cork, drarres bu Sword. Mene. Sir, fir. Sicln. Peace.

Corio. No, lie die here : (J\'£e. Do not cry hauocke, where'you fliold but hunt
There's fome among you haue beheld me fighting, With modeft warrant.
Come trie vpon your felues, what you haue feene me. Sicin. Sir, how com'ft that you haue holpe

Mene. Downe with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw To make this refcue ?
a while. Mene. Heere me fpeake? As I do know

'Brut. Lay hands vpon him. The Confuls worthinefle, fo can I name his Faults.
Mene. Helpe Mar//z#, helpe : you that be noble, helpe Sicin. Confull ? what Confull ?

him young and old. Mene. The Confull Coriolanus.
All. Downe with him,downe with him. Exeunt. Bru. He Confull.

In this Mutinie, the Tribunes, the <^£diles, and the All. No, no, no, no, no.
People are beat in. Mene. If by the Tribunes leaue,

Mene. Goe, get you to our Houfe: be gone, away, And yours good people,
All will be naught elfe. I may be heard, I would craue a word or two,

z. Sena. Get you gone. The which fhall turne you to no further harme,
Com. Stand faft, we haue as many friends as enemies. Then fo much lofle of time.
Mene. Shall it be put to that? Sic. Speake breefely then,
Sena. The Gods forbid : For we are peremptory to difpatch

I prythee noble friend, home to thy Houfe, This Viperous Traitor : to eie& him hence
Leaue vs to cure this Caufe. Were but one danger,and to keepe him heere

Mene. For 'tis a Sore vpon vs, Our certaine death: therefore it i s decreed,
You cannot Tent your felfe : be gone,'befeech you. He dyes to night.

Corio. Come Sir, along with vs. Menen. Now the good Gods forbid,
Mene. I would they were Barbarians, as they are, That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude

Though in Rome litter'd : not Romans, as they are not, Towards her deferued Children, is enroll'd
Though calued i'th' Porch o'th' Capitoll : In loues owne Booke,like an vnnaturall Dam
Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, Should now eate vp her owne.

Sicin.
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Sicin. He's a Difeafe that muft be cut away. To fpeake of Peace, or Warre. I talke of you,
cMene. Oh he's a Limbe, that ha's but a Difeafe Why did you wifh me milder? Would you haue me

Mortal], to cut it off: to cure it, eafie. Falfe to my Nature ? Rather fay, I play
What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? The man I am.
Killing our Enemies, the blood he hath loft Volum. Oh fir, fir,fir,
(Which I dare vouch,is more then that he hath I would haue had you put your power well on
By many an Ounce) he dropp'd it for his Country: Before you had worne it out.
And what is left, to loofe it by his Countrey, Corio. Let go.
Were to vs all that doo't, and fuffer it Vol. You might haue beene enough the man you are,
A brand to th'end a'th World. With ftriuing lefle to be fo : Lefler had bin

Sicin. This is cleane kamme. The things of your difpofitions, if
Brut. Meerely awry : You had not fhew'd them how ye were difpos'd

When he did loue his Country, it honoured him. Ere they lack'd power to croffe you.
Menen. The feruice of the foote Corio. Let them hang.i

Being once gangren'd, is not then refpedled Volum. I, and burne too.
For what before it was. Enter MeneniuA with the Senators.

Bru. Wee'l heare no more ' Men. Come, come, you haue bin too rough, fomthing
Purfue him to his houfe,and plucke him thence, too rough : you muft returne, and mend it.
Leaft his infection being of catching nature, Sen. There's no remedy,
Spred further. Vnleffe by not fo doing, our good Citie

Menen. One word more, one word : Cleaue in the midd'ft,and perifh.
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it (hall find Volum. Pray be counfail'd ;
The harme of vnskan'd fwiftnefTe, will (too late) I haue a heart as little apt as yours,
Tye Leaden pounds too's heeles. Proceed by ProcefTe, But yet a braine, that leades my vfe of Anger
Leaft parties (as he is belou'd) breake out, To better vantage.
And facke great Rome with Romanes. Mene. Well faid, Noble woman :

Brut. If it were fo ? Before he fhould thus ftoope to'th'heart, but that
Sicin. What do ye talke ? The violent fit a'th'time craues it as Phyficke

Haue we not had a tafte of his Obedience? For the whole State; I would put mine Armour on,
Our Ediles fmot: our felues refifted : come. Which I can fcarfely beare.

Mene. Confider this : He ha's bin bred i'th'Warres Corio. What muft 1 do ?
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchool'd Mene. Returne to th'Tribunes.
In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together Corio. Well, what then?what then?
He throwes without diftinclion. Giue me leaue, Mene. Repent, what you haue fpoke.
lie go to him, and vndertake to bring him in peace, Corio. For them, I cannot do it to the Gods,
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawfull Forme Muft I then doo't to them ?
(In peace) to his vtmoft perill. Volum. You are too abfolute,

I.Sen. Noble Tribunes, Though therein you can neuer be too Noble,
It is the humane way : the other courfe But when extremities fpeake. I haue heard you fay,
Will proue to bloody : and the end of it, Honor and Policy, like vnfeuer'd Friends,
Vnknowne to the Beginning. I'th'Warre do grow together : Grant that,and tell me
Sic.Noble Menenim,be you then as the peoples officer: In Peace, what each of them by th'other loofe,

Mafters, lay downe your Weapons. That they combine not there ?
'Bru. Go not home. Corio. Tufhjtufli.
Sic. Meet on the Market place:wee'l attend you there: iiMene. A good demand.

Where if you bring not Martiuf, wee'l proceede Volum. If it be Honor in your Warres,to feeme
In our firft way. The fame you are not, which for your beft ends

Menen. He bring him to you. You adopt your policy : How is it lefle or worfe
Let me delire your company : he muft come, That it ihall hold Companionfhip in Peace
Or what is worft will follow. With Honour, as in Warre ; fince that to both

Sena. Pray you let's to him. Exeunt Omnes. It ftands in like requeft.
Enter fyriolaniu frith Nobles. Corio. Why force you this f

Cork. Let them pull all about mine eares, prefent me Volum. Becaufe, that
Death on the Wheele, or at wilde Horfes heeles, Now it lyes you on to fpeake to th'people:
Or pile ten hilleson theTarpeian Rocke, Not by your owne inftruftion, nor by'th'matter
That the precipitation might downe ftretch Which your heart prompts you,but with fuch words
Below the beame of fight; yet will I ftill That are but roated in your Tongue;
Be thus to them. Though but Baftards,and Syllables

Enter Volumnla. Of no allowance, to your bofomes truth.
Noble. You do the Nobler. Now, this no more dishonors you at all,
fyrio. I mufe my Mother Then to take in a Towne with gentle words,

Do's not approue me further, who was wont Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and
To call them Wollen Vaffailes, things created The hazard of much blood.
To buy and fell with Groats, to {hew bare heads I would difiemble with my Nature, where
In Congregations, to yawne, be ftill, and wonder, My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake, requir'd
When one but of my ordinance flood vp I fliould do fo in Honor. I am in this

b b 3 Your
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Your Wife,your Sonne: Thefe Senators, the Nobles, And by my Bodies aftion, teach my Minde
And you, will rather /hew our generall Lowts, A moft inherent Bafenefle.
How you can frowne,then fpend a fawne vpon 'em, Volum. At thy choice then :
For the inheritance or" their loues, and fafegard To begge of thee, it is my more dif-honor,
Of what that want might ruine. Then thou of them. Come all to ruine, let

ctWenen. Noble Lady, Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare
Come goe with vs, fpeake faire: you may falue fo, Thy dangerous StoutnefTe : for I mocke at death
Not what is dangerous prefent,but the lofle "With as bigge heart as thou. Do as thou lift,
Of what is pail. Thy Valiantne/Te was mine, thou fuck'ft it from me :

Volum. I pry thee now, my Sonne, But owe thy Pride thy felfe.
Goe to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, Carlo. Pray be content :
And thus farre hauing ftvetcht it (here be with them) Mother, I am going to the Market place :
Thy Knee buffing the ftones: for in fuch bufine/Te Chide me no more. He Mounteb'anke their Loues,
Adlion is eloquence, and the eyes of th'ignorant Cogge their Hearts from them,and come home belou'd
More learned then the eares, wauing thy head, Of all the Trades in Rome. Looke, I am going :
Which often thus correcting thy ftout heart, Commend me to my Wife, He returne Confull,
Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, Or neuer truft to what my Tongue can do
That will not hold the handling : or fay to them, I'th way of Flattery further.
Thou art their Souldier,and being bred in broyles, Volum. Do your will. Exit Volumnla
Haft not the foft way, which thou do'ft confeffe Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: arm your felf
Were fit for thee to vfe,as they to clayme, To anfwer mildely : for they are prepar'd
In asking their good loues, but thou wilt frame With Accufations, as I heare more ftrong
Thy felfe (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo farre, Then are vpon you yet.
As thou haft power and perfon. Corio. The word is, Mildely. Pray you let vs go,

Menen. This but done, Let them accufe me by inuention : I
Euen as /he fpeakes, why their hearts were yours : Will anfwer in mine Honor.
For they haue Pardons, being ask'd,as free, Menen. I, but mildely.
As words to little purpofe. Corio. Well mildely be it then, Mildely. Exeunt

Volum. Pryrhee now,
Goe,and be rul'd : although I know thou hadft rather Enter Sicinitu and Brutut.
Follow thine Enemie in a fierie Gulfe, 'Brn. In this point charge him home, that he affecSs
Then flatter him in a Bower. Enter Cominita. Tyrannicall power : If he euade vs there,
Here is Cominiw. Inforce him with his enuy to the people,

Corn. I haue beene i'th' Market place : and Sir 'tis fit And that the Spoile got on the Antiats
You make ftrong partie, or defend your felfe Was ne're diftributed. What, will he come ?
By calmene/Te, or by abfence: all's in anger.

Menen. Onely faire fpeech. Enter an Edile,
Com. I thinke 'twill ferue,if he can thereto frame his Edile. Hee's comming.

fpirit. Bru. How accompanied ?
Velum. He muft, and will: Edile. With old Menenita,znd thofe Senators

Prythee now fay you will, and goe about it. That alwayes fauour'd him.
Carlo. Muft I goe /hew them my vnbarb'd Sconce ? Sicin. Haue you a Catalogue

Muft I with my bafe Tongue giue to my Noble Heart Of all the Voices that we haue procur'd, fet downe by'th
A Lye, that it muft beare well ? 1 will doo't: Edile. I haue : 'tis ready. (Pole f
Yet were there but this fingle Plot, to loofe Sicin. Haue you collected them by Tribes?
This Mould of Martlus, they to duft (hould grinde it, Edile. I haue.
And throw't againft the Winde. Toth' Market place : Sicin. A/Terrible prefently the people hither :
You haue put me now to fuch a part, which neuer And when they heare me fay, it /hall be fo,
I /hall difcharge toth' Life. I'th'right and ftrength a'th'Commons : be it either

Com. Come, come, wee'le prompt you. For death, for fine,or Banifhment, then let them
Volum. I prythee now fweet Son, as thou haft faid If I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death,

My praifes made thee firft a Souldier; fo Infifting on the olde prerogatiue
To haue my praife for this, performe a part And power i'th Truth a'th Caufe.
Thou haft not done before. Edile. I /hall informe them.

Cork. Well, I muft doo't: 'Bru. And when fuch time they haue begun to cry,
Away my difpofition, and poffe/Te me Let them not ceafe, but with a dinne confus'd
Some Harlots fpirit: My throat of Warre be turn'd, Inforce the prefent Execution
Which quier'd with my Drumme into a Pipe, Of what we chance to Sentence.
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voyce £di. Very well.
That Babies lull a-fleepe : The fmiles of Knaues Sicin. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint
Tent in my cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares take vp When we /hall hap to giu't them.
The Glaffes of my fight: A Beggars Tongue 'Bru. Go about it,
Make motion through my Lips,and my Arm'd knees Put him to Choller ftraite, he hath bene vs'd
Who bow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his Euer to conquer, and to haue his worth
That hath receiu'd an Almes. I will not doo't, Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot
Leaft I furceafe to honor mine owne truth, Be rein'd againe to Temperance, then he fpeakes

What's
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What's in his heart, and that is there which lookes Beating your Officers, curfing your- felues,
With vs to breake his necke. Oppofing Lawes with ftroakes, and heere defying

Enter Coriolantu, MeneniM^and Comi- Thofe whofe great power muft try him.
nitu,vuith others. Euen this fo criminall, and in fuch capitall kinde

Sicin. Well,heere he comes. Deferues th'extreameft death.
Mene. Calmely, I do befeech you. *Bru, But fince he hath feru'd well for Rome.
Corio. I, as an Hoftler, that fourth pooreft peece Corio. What do you prate of Seruice.

Willbeare the Knaue by'th Volume : 'Brut. I talke of that, that know it.
Th'honor'd Goddes Corio. You ?

Keepe Rome in fafety, and the Chaires of luftice Mene, Is this the promife that you made your mother.
Supplied with worthy men, plant loue amongs Com. Know, I pray you.
Through our large Temples with y fhewes of peace Corio. He know no further :
And not our ftreets with Warre. Let them pronounce the fteepe Tarpeian death,

I Sen, Amen, Amen. Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger
^tene. A Noble wifh. But with a graine a day, I would not buy

Enter the Edlle with the Plebeians. Their mercie, at the price of one faire word,
Sicin. Draw neere ye people. Nor checke my Courage for what they can giue,
Bdile. Lift to your Tribunes. Audience : To haue't with faying, Good morrow.

P eace I fay. Sicin. For that he ha's
Carlo, Firft heare me fpeake. (As much as in him liesjfrom time to time
'Both Tri. Well,fay : Peace hoe. Enui'd againft the people ; feeking meanes
Corio. Shall I be charg'd no further then this prefent "? To plucke away their power: as now at laft,

Muft all determine heere ? Giuen Hoftile ftrokes, and that not in theprefence
Sicin. I do demand, Of dreaded luftice, but on the Minifters

If you fubmit you to the peoples voices, That doth diftribute it. In the name a'th'people,
Allow their Officers, and are content And in the power of vs the Tribunes, wee
To fuffer lawfull Cenfure for fuch faults (£u'n from this inftant) banifh himourCitie
As fhall be prou'd vpon you. In perill of precipitation

Corio. I am Content. From off the Rocke Tarpeian, neuer more
Mene. Lo Citizens, he fayes he is Content. To enter our Rome gates. I'th'Peoplesname,

The warlike Seruice he ha's done, confider : Thinke I fay it fhall bee fo.
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which fhew All. It fliall be fo, it fhall be fo : let him away :
Like Graues i'th holy Church-yard. Hee's banifh'd, and it lhall be fo.

Corio. Scratches with Briars, fcarres to moue Com. Heare me my Matters,and my common friends.
Laughter onely. Sicin, He's fentenc'd : No more hearing.

Mene. Confider further : Com. Let me fpeake :
That when he fpeakes not like a Citizen, I haue bene Confull, and can fliew from Rome
You finde him like a Soldier : do not take Her Enemies markes vpon me. I do loue
His rougher Actions for malicious founds : My Countries good, with a refpeft more tender,
But as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier, More holy, and profound, then mine owne life,
Rather then enuy you. My deere Wiues eftimate, her wombes encreafe,

Com. Well, well, no more. And treafure of my Loynes: then if I would
Corio. What is the matter, Speake that.

That being part for Confull with full vcyce : Sicin. We know your drift Speake what?
I am fo difhonour'd, that the very houre cBru. There's no more to be {aid, but he is banifh'd
You take it off againe. As Enemy to the people, and his Countrey.

Sicin. Anfwer to vs. It fhall bee fo.

Corio. Say then : 'tis true, I ought fo All. It fhall be.fo, it fhall be fo.
&>;». We charge you, that you haue contriu'd to take Corio. You common cry of Curs, whofe breath I hate,

From Rome all feafon'd Office, and to winde As reeke a'th'rotten Fennes : whofe Loues I prize,
Your felfe into a power tyrannicall, As the dead Carkaffes of vnburied men,
For which you are a Traitor to the people. That do corrupt my Ayre : I banifh you,

Carlo. How? Traytov ? And heere remaine with your vncertaintie.
Mene. Nay temperately : your promife. Let euery feeble Rumor fhake your hearts :
Corio. The fires i'th'loweft hell. Fould in the people-: Your Enemies^with nodding of their Plumes

Call me their Traitor, thou iniurious Tribune. Fan you into difpaire : Haue the power ftill
Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths To banifh your Defenders, till at length
In thy hands clutcht : as many Millions in Your ignorance (which findes not till it feeles,
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would fay Making but referuation of your lelues,
Thou lyeft vnto thee, with a voice as free, Still your owne Foes) deliuer you
As I do pray the Gods. As moft abated Captiues, to fome Nation

Sicin. Marke you this people ? That wonne you without blowes, defpifing
All. To'th'Rocke, to'th'Rocke with him, For you the City. Thus I turne my backe;
Sicin. Peace : There is a world elfewhere.

We neede not put new matter to his charge : Exeunt Carialanuf, Cominliu, with Cumaiys.
What you haue feene him do, and heard him fpeake : They al/Jhout, and throw =vp their Caps.

Edlle.
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Bdile. The peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. Of the warres furfets, to go roue with one
*A1L Our enemy is banifh'd,he is gone: Hoo,oo. That's yet vnbruis'd : bring me but out at gate.
Sicin. Go fee him out at Gates,and follow him Come my fweet wife, my deereft Mother, and

As he hath follow'd you, with all defpight My Friends of Noble touch : when I am forth,
Giue him deferu'd vexation. Let a guard Bid me farewell, and fmile. I pray you come :
Attend vs through the City. While I remaine aboue the ground,you /hall

All. Come,come,lets fee him out at gates, come: Heare from me ftill, and neuer of me ought
The Gods preferue our Noble Tribunes, come. Exeunt. But what is like me formerly.

c^Menen. That's worthily
As any eare can heare. Come, let's not weepe,
If I could fhake oft" but one feuen yeeres

A5lus Quartus. From thefe old armes and legges, by the good Gods
I'ld with thee, euery foot.

Corio. Giue me thy hand, come. Exeunt
Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Meneniui, ComlniiU, Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius,and1>rutui,

rrith the yyng Nobility of Rome. "with the Ed'ile.
Carlo.Come leaue your teares:a brief farwehthe bead Sicin.Wid them all home, he's gone: & wee'l no further,

With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, The Nobility are vexed, whom we lee haue fided
Where is your ancient Courage? You were vs'd In his behalfe.
To fay, Extreamities was the trier of fpirits, <Brut. Now we haue Aewne our power,
That common chances. Common men could beare, Let vs ieeme humbler after it is done,
That when the Sea was calme,all Boats alike Then when it was a dooing.
Shew'd Mafterihip in floating. Fortunes blowes, Sicin. Bid them home: fay their great enemy is gone,
When moft ftrooke home, being gentle wounded,craues And they, ftand in their ancient ftrength.
A Noble cunning. You were vs'd to load me 'Brut. DifmifTe rhem home. Here comes his Mother.
With Precepts that would make inuincible Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and <^}fenenius.
The heart that conn'd them. Sicin. Let's not meet her.

Virg. Oh heauens ! O heauens.' 'Brut. Why?
Corio. Nay, I prythee woman. Sicin. They fay (he's mad.
JV.Now the Red Peftilence ftrike al Trades in Rome, 'Brut. They haue tane note of vs:keepe on your way.

And Occupations peri/h. Volum. Oh y'are well met:
£orio. What, what, what : Th'hoorded plague a'th'Gods requit your loue.

I fliall be lou'd when lam lack'd. Nay Mother, Mcnen. Peace,peace, be not fo loud.
Relume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, Volum. If that I could for weeping, vou ihould heare,
If you had beene the Wife of Hercules, Nay, and you lhall heare fome. Will you be gone ?
Six of his Labours youl'd haue done, and fau'd Virg. You ftull ftay too : I would I had the power
Your Husband fo much fwet. Cominiiu, To fay fo to my Husband.I
Droope not, Adieu1. Farewell my Wife, my Mother, Sicin. Are you mank'mde ?
lie do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, Volum, I foole,is that a fhame. Note but this Foole,
Thy teares are falter then a yonger mans, Was not a man my Father ? Had'ft thou Foxfhip
And venomous to thine eyes. My (fometime)Generall, To baniih him that ftrooke more blowes for Rome
I haue feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld Then thou haft fpoken words.
Heart-hardning fpe&acles. Tell thefe fad women, Sicin. Oh bleffed Heauens !
"Tis fond to waile ineuitable ftrokes, Volum. Moe Noble blowes, then euer y wife words.
As 'tis to laugh at 'em. My Mother, you wot well And for Romes good, lie tell thee what : yet goe :
My hazards ftill haue beene your folace,and Nay but thou ftialt ftay too : I would my Sonne
Beleeu't not lightly, though I go alone Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him,
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne His good Sword in his hand.
Makes fear'd,and tallc'd of more then feene : your Sonne Sicin. What then ?
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught /^rg-.What then? Hee'ld make an end of thy pofterity
With cautelous baits and practice, Volum. Baftards,and all.

Volum. My firft fonne, Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome !
Whether will thou go ? Take good Ctm'miui Menen. Come,come, peace.
With thee awhile : Determine on fome courfe Sicin. I would he had continued to his Country
More then a wilde expofture, to each chance As he began,and not vnknit himfelfe
That ftart's i'th'way before thee. The Noble knot he made.

Carlo. O the Gods ! Bru. I would he had.

Ccm.Ile follow thee a Moneth, deuife with thee Volum. I would he had ? 'Twas you incenft the rable.
Where thou Jhalt reft, that thou may'ft heare of vs, Cats, that can iudge as fitly of his worth,
And we of thee. So if the time thru ft forth As I can of thole Myfteries which heauen
A caufe for thy Repeale, we fhall not fend Will not haue earth to know.
O're the vaft world, to feeke a fingle man, Brut. Pray let's go.
And loofe aduantage, which doth euer coole Volum. Now pray fir get you gone.
Ith'abfence of the needer. You haue done a braue deede : Ere you go, heare this :

Corio. Fare ye well : As farre as doth the Capitoll exceede
Thou haft yeares vpon thee, and thou art too full The meaneft houfe in Rome; fo farre my Sonne

This
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This Ladies Husband heere ; this fdo you fee) caufe to be glad ofyours,
Whom you haue banifh'd, does exceed you all. Rom. Well, let vs go together. Exeunt.

'Bru. Well, well, wee'l leaue vou. Enter Coriolanui in meane Afparrell^ Dif-
Sicin. Why ftay we to be baited guifd,and muffled,

With one that wants her Wits. Exit Tribunes. Corio. A goodly City is this Antium. Citty,
"Uolum. Take my Prayers with you. 'Tis I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyre

I would the Gods had nothing elfe to do, Ot thefe faire Edifices fore my Warres
But to confirme my Curffes. Could I meete 'em Haue I heard groane,and drop : Then know me not,
But once a day, it would vndoggemy heart Leaft that thy Wiues with Spits,and Boyes with ftones
Of what lyes heauy too't. In puny Battell flay me. Saue you fir.

zMene. You haue told them home, Enter a Citizen.
And by my troth you haue caufe : you'l Sup with me. Cit. And you.

Volum. Angers my Meate : I fuppe vpon my felfe, Corio. Direft me, if it be your will,where great cAuf-
And fo mall fterue with Feeding : Come,let's go, : Is he in Antium ?
Leaue this faint-puling, and lament as 1 do, Cit. He is, and Feafts the Nobles of the State, at his
In Anger,Zt/no-like : Come,come,come. Exeunt houfe this night.

Mine. Fie, fie, fie. Exit. Corio. Which is his houfe ,befeech you f
Enter a <IS^oman, and a Voice. Cit. This heere before you.

Rom. I know you well fir, and you know mee : your Corio. Thanke you fir, farewell. Exit Citizen
name I thinke is Adrian. Oh World, thy flippery turnes ! Friends now faft fworn,

Voice. It is fo fir, truly I haue forgot you. Whofe double bofomes feemes to weare one heart,
Rom. I am a Roman, and my Seruices are as you are, Whofe Houres,whofe Bed,whofe Meale and Exercife

againft'em. Know you me yet. Are ftill together : who Twin (as 'twere)in Loue,
Voice. Nicanor : no. Vnfeparable, fhall within this houre,
Rom. The fame fir. On a diffention of a Doit, breake out
Voice. You had more Beard when I laft fawyou, but To bittereft Enmity : So felleft Foes,

your Fauour is well appear'd by your Tongue, What's Whofe Paffions, and whofe Plots haue broke their deep
the Newes in Rome : I haue a Note from the Volcean To take the one the other, by fome chance,
ftate to finde you out there. You haue well faued mee a Some tricke not worth an Egge, {hall grow deere friends
dayes Journey. And inter-ioyne their yffues. So with me,

1\otn. There hath beene in Rome ftraunge InfurrecYi- My Birth-place haue I, and my loues vpon
ons : The people, againft the Senatours, Patricians, and This Enemie Towne : He enter, ifhe flay me
Nobles. He does faire luftice : ifhe glue me way,

Vol. Hath bin ; is it ended then? Our State thinks not He do his Country Seruice. Exit.
fo, they are in a moft warlike preparation,& hope to com Mujicke playes. Snter a Seruingman.
vpon them, in the heate of their diuifion I Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine : What feruice is heere ? I

Rom, The maine blaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing thinke our Fellowes are afleepe.
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receyue fo Snter another Seruingman.
to heart, the Banifliment of that worthy Coriolamu, that 2 Ser. Where's QotuS'.my M.cals for him: Cottu. Exit
they are in a ripe aptneffe, to take al power from the peo- Enter Coriolanui.
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes for euer. Corio. A goodly Houfe :
This lyes glowing I can tell you,and is almoft mature for The Feaft fmels well : but I appeare not like a Gueft.
the violent breaking out. Enter the Jirft Seruingman.

Vol. Coriolanus Banifht ? I Ser. What would you haue Friend? whence are you?
tRjm. Banifli'd fir. Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doore ? Exit
Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence Ni- Corio. I haue deferu'd no better entertainment,in be-

canor. ing Coriolamu. Enter Jecond Seruant.
Rom. The day ferues well for them now. I haue heard "i Sfr. Whence are you fir ? Ha's the Porter his eyes in

it faide, the fitted time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when his head,that he giues entrance to fuch Companions ?
fhee's falne out with her Husband. Your Noble Tulliu Pray get you out.
Auffidiiu well appeare well in thefe Warres, his great Corio. Away.
Oppofer Corlolamu being now in no requeft of his coun- 2 Ser. Away ? Get you away.
trey. Corio. Now th'art troublefome.

Volte. He cannot choofe : I am moft fortunate, thus a Ser. Are you fo braue : He haue you talkt with anon
accidentally to encounter you. You haue ended my Bu- Enter 3 Seruingman, the I meets him.
fmeffe,and I will merrily accompany you home. 3 What Fellowes this?

Rom. I fhall betweene this and Supper, tell you moft I A ftrange one as euer I look'd onl: I cannot get him
ftrange things from Rome : all tending to the good of out o'th'houfe : Prythee call my Mafter to him.
their Aduerfaries. Haue you an Army ready fay you ? 3 What haue you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid

Vol. A moft Royall one : The Centurions, and their the houfe.
charges diftinftly billetted already in th'entertainment, Corio. Let me but ftand,! will not hurt your Harth.
and to be on foot at an houres warning. 3 What are you ?

Rom. I am ioyfull to heare of their read!neffe, and am Corio. A Gentleman.
the man I thinke, that ihall fet them in prefent Aclion.So 3 A maru'llous poore one.
fir, heartily well met, and moft glad of your Company. Corio. True,fo I am.

Voice. You take my part from me fir, I haue the moft 3 Pray you poore Gentleman, take vp fome other fta-
\tion,
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tion : Heere's no place for you,pray you auoid: Come. Th'art tyr'd, then in a word, I alfo am
Curio. Follow your Function, go, and batten on colde Longer to liue moft wearie : and prefent

bits. Pujhes him away from him. My throat to thee, and to thy Ancient Malice :
3 What you will not? Prythee tell my Maifter what Which not to cut, would fhew thee but a Foole,

a ftrange Gueft he ha's heere. Since Ihaue euer followed thee with hate,
2 And I mall. Exit fecond Scrmngman. Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries breft,
3 Where dwel'ft thou ? And cannot liue but to thy ihame, vnleffe
Carlo. Vnder the Canopy. It be to do thee feruice.
3 Vnder the Canopy ? Auf. Oh Martiiu, Martiw;
Cor 10. I. Each word thou haft fpoke, hath weeded from my heart
3 Where's that ? A roote of Ancient Enuy. If lupiter
Corio. 1'th City of Kites and Crowes. Should from yond clowd fpeake diuine things,
3 1'th City of Kites and Crowes ? What an Affe it is, And fay 'tis true; I'de not beleeue them more

then thou dwel'ft with Dawes too ? Then thee all-Noble Martiui. Let me twine
Corio. No, I ferue not thy Mafter. Mine armes about that body, where againft
3 How fir? Do you meddle with my Mafter ? My grained Afh an hundred times hath broke,
Cork. I, tis an honefter feruice, then to meddle with And fcarr'd the Moone with fplinters : heere I deep

thy Miftris : Thou prat'ft,and prat'ft, ferue with thy tren- The Anuile of my Sword, and do conteft
cher : Hence. 'Seats him away As hotly,and as Nobly with thy Loue,

Enter Auffldiuf, with the Seruingman. As euer in Ambitious ftrength, I did
Auf. Where is this Fellow ? Contend againft thy Valour. Know thou firft,
2 Here fir, I'de haue beaten him like a dogge, but for I lou'd the Maid I married : neuer man

difturbing the Lords within. Sigh'd truer breath. But that I fee thee heere
Auf.Whence com'ft thou? What woldft y?Thy name? Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart,

Why fpeak'ft not? Speake man : What's thy name ? Then when I firft my wedded Miftris faw
Corio. If Tulliu not yet thou know'ft me, and feeing Beftride my Threshold. Why, thou Mars I tell thee,

me, doft not thinke me for the man I am, neceffitie com- We haue a Power on foote : and I had purpofe
mands me name my felfe. Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne,

Auf. What is thy name ? Or loofe mine Arme for't : Thou haft beate mee out
Corio. A name vnmuficall to the Volcians eares,| Tvvelue feuerall times, and I haue nightly fince

And harfh in found to thine. Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thy felfe and me:
Auf. Say, what's thy name ? We haue beene downe together in my fleepe,

Thou haft a Grim apparance, and thy Face Vnbuckling Helmes, filling each others Throat,
Beares a Command in't : Though thy Tackles torne, And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy Martha,
Thou fhew'ft a Noble VefTell: What's thy name ? Had we no other quarrell elfe to Rome, but that

Cork. Prepare thy brow tq frowne:knowft y me yet? Thou art thence BaniftYd, we would mufter all
Auf. I know thee not ? Thy Name f From twelue, to feuentie : and powring Warre
Corio. My name is Caliu cflf.a:-tius, who hath done Into the bowels of vngratefull Rome,

To thee particularly, and to all the Voices Like a bold Flood o're-beate. Oh come,go in,
Great hurt and Mifchiefe : thereto witneffe may And take our Friendly Senators by'th'hands
My Surname Corklamu. The painfull Seruice, Who now are heere, taking their leauesofmee,
The extreme Dangers, and the droppes of Blood Who am prepar'd againft your Territories,
Shed for my thanklefle Country,are reqvritted : Though not for Rome it ielfe.
But with that Surname, a good memorie Corio. You bleffe me Gods.
And witneffe of the Malice and Difpleafure Auf. Therefore moft abfulute Sir, if thou wilt haue
Which thou mould'ft beare me, only that name remains. The leading of thine owne Reuenges, take
The Cruelty and Enuy of the people, Th'one halre of my Commiffion,and let downe
Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who As beft thou art experienc'd, lince thou know'ft
Haue all forfooke me, hath deuour'd the reft : Thy Countries ftrength and weaknelTe, thine own waies
And fuffer'd me by th'voyce of Slaues to be Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome,
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity, Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,!
Hath brought me to thy Harth, not out of Hope To fright them, ere deftroy. But come in,
(Miftake me not) to faue my life : for if Let me commend thee firft, to thofe that mail
I had fear'd death, of all the Men i'th'World Say yea to thy delires. A thoufand welcomes,
I would haue voided thee. But in meere fpight And more a Friend, then ere an Enemie,
To be full quit of thofe my Baniftiers, Yet Martiiu that was much. Your hand: moft welcome.
Stand 1 before thee heere .: Then if thou haft Exeunt
A heart of wreake in thee, that wilt reuenge Enter two of the Seruingmen.
Thine owne particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maimes I Heere's a ftrange alteration ?
Of fhame feene through thy Country, fpeed thee ftraight 2 By my hand, I had thoght to haue ftroken him with
And make my mifery ierue thy turne : So vfe it, a Cudgell,and yet my minde gaue me, his cloathes made
That my reuengefull Seruices may proue a falfe report of him.
As Benefits to thee. For I will fight i What an Arme he has, he turn'd me about with his
Againft my Cankred Countrey, with the Spleene finger and his thumbe,as one would fet vp a Top.
Of all the vnder Fiends. But if fo be, 2 Nay, I knew by his face that there was ibme-thing
Thou dar'ft not this, and that to proue more Fortunes in him. He had fir, a kinde of face me thought, I cannot

tell
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tell how to tearme it. dren, then warres a deftroyer of men.

i He had fo, looking as it were, would I were hang'd 2 'Tis fo, and as warres in fome fort may be faide to
but I thought there was more in him, then I could think. be a Rauilher, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great

2 So did I, He be fworne: He, is (imply the rareft man maker of Cuckolds.
i'th'world. I I, and it makes men hate one another.

I I thinke he is : but a greater foldier then he, 3 Reafon,becaufe they then leffe neede one another :
You wot one. The Warres for my money. I hope to fee Romanes as

2 Who my Mafter ? cheape as Volcians. They are rifmg,they are rifing.
I Nay, it's no matter for that. 'Both. In, in, in, in. Exeunt
2 Worth fix on him. Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinitu,and 'Brut 1M.
I Nay not fo neither: but I take him to be the greater Sicin. We heare not of him, neither need we fear him,

Souldiour. His remedies are tame, the prefent peace,
2 Faith looke you,one cannot tell how to fay that:for And quietneffe of the people,which before

the Defence of a Towne,our Generall is excellent. Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends
I I, and for an affault too. Bluih, that the world goes well : who rather had,

Enter the third Seruingman. Though they themfelues did fuffer by't, behold
3 Oh Slaues, I can tell you Newes,News you Rafcals Diffentious numbers peftring ftreets, then fee

"Both. What, what,what? Let's partake. Our Tradefmen finging in their fhops,and going
3 I would not be a Roman of all Nations ; I had as About their Functions friendly.

liue be a condemn'd man. Enter c!fy£eneniuf.

'Both. Wherefore? Wherefore? Bru. We flood too't in good time. Is this Menenitutf
3 Why here's he that was wont to thwacke our Ge- Sicin. 'Tis he,'tis he : O he is grown moft kind of late:

nerall, Caiui cJlfartiiu. Haile Sir. Mene. Haile to you both.
i Why do you fay, thwacke our Generall? Sicin. Your Coriolanm is not much mift, but with his
3 I do not fay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- Friends : the Commonwealth doth ftand, and fo would

wayes good enough for him do,were he more angry at it.
2 Come we are fellowes and friends : he was euer too Mene. All's well, and might haue bene much better,

hard for him, I haue heard him fay fo himfelfe. if he could haue temporiz'd.
i He was too hard for him directly, to fay the Troth Sicin. Where is he,heare you ?

on't before Corioles, he fcotcht him,and notcht him like a Mene. Nay I heare nothing :
Carbinado. His Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him.

2 And hee had bin Cannibally giuen, hee might haue Enter three or fc/ure Citizens.
boyld and eaten him too. All. The Gods preferue you both.

I But more of thy Newes. Sicin. Gooden our Neighbours.
3 Why he is fo made on heere within, as if hee were ^ru. Gooden to you all.gooden to you all.

Son and Heire to Mars, fet at vpper end o'th'Table : No i Our felues,our wiues, and children, on our knees,
queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ftand Are bound to pray for you both.
bald before him. Our Generall himfelfe makes a Miftris Sicin. Liue,and thriue.
of him, Sanctifies himfelfe with's hand, and turnes vp the Bru. Farewell kinde Neighbours*,:
white o'th'eye to his Difcourfe. But the bottome of the We wifht Cor'wlamu had lou'd you as we did.
Newes is, our Generall is cut i'th'middle,& but one halfe All. Now the Gods keepe you.
of what he was yefterdav. For the other ha's halfe, by Both Tri. Fare well, farewell. Exeunt Citizens
the intreaty and graunt of the whole Table. Hee'l go he Sicin. This is a happier and more comely time,
fayes, and fole the Porter of Rome Gates by th'eares. He Then when thefe Fellowes ran about the ftreets,
will mowe all downe before him, and leaue his paffige Crying Confufion.
poul'd. 'Bru. Caiiu Martius was

2 And he's as like to do't,as any man I can imagine. A worthy Officer i'th'Warre, but Infolent,
3 Doo't? he will doo't : for look you fir,he has as ma- O'recome with Pride, Ambitious,paft all thinking

ny Friends as Enemies : which Friends fir as it were,durft Selfe-louing.|
not ('looke you fir) fhew themfelues (as we terme it) his Sicin. And affecting one fole Throne, without affiftace
Friends, whileft he's in Direct! tude,, yjlfene. I thinke not fo.

I DirecYitude? What's that ? Sicin. We fhould by this, to all our Lamention,
3 But when they fhill fee fir, his Creft vp againe,and If he had gone forth Confull, found it fo.

the man in blood, they will out of their Burroughes (like 'Bru. The Gods haue well preuented it,and Rome
Conies after Raine) and reuell all with him. Sits fafe and ftill,without him.

i But when goes this forward : Enter an c^£dde,
3 To morrow, to day, prefently, you fhall haue the nJEdile. Worthy Tribunes,

Drum ftrooke vp this afternoone : "Tis as it were a parcel There is a Slaue whom we haue put in prifon,
of their Feaft,and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. Reports the Voices with two feuerall Powers

2 Why then wee fhall haue a ftirring World againe : Are entred in the Roman Territories,
This peace is nothing, but to ruft Iron,iencreafe Taylors, And with the deepeft malice of the Warre,
and breed Ballad-makers. Deftroy, what lies before 'em.

I Let me haue Warre fay I, it exceeds peace as farre Mene. 'Tis Aufidiul,
as day do's night : It's fprightly walking, audible,and full Who hearing of our Martins Banifhment,
of Vent. Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargie, mull'd, Thrufts forth his homes againe into the world
deafe, fleepe, infenfible, a getter of more baftard Chil- Which were In-fhell'd, when Martiui flood for Rome,

And
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And durft not once peepe out. The breath of Garlicke-eaters.

Skin. Come, what talke you ofcflfartiut. Com. Hee'l ihake your Rome about your eares.
*Bru. Go fee this Rumorer \vhipt, it cannot be, Mene. As Hercules did lhake downe Mellow Fruite :

The Voices dare breake with vs. You haue made faire worke.
Mene. Cannot be ? Brut. But is this true fir ?

We haue Record, that very well it can, Com, I, and you'l looke pale
And three examples of the like, hath beene Before you finde it other. All the Regions
Within my Age. But reafon with the fellow Do fmilingly Reuolt, and who refifts
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance,
Leaft you fliall chance to whip your Information, And periih conftant Fooles: who is't can blame him ?
And beate the Meflenger, who bids beware Your Enemies and his, finde fomething in him.
Of what is to be dreaded. Mene. We are all vndone, vnlefle

Sicin. Tell not me : I know this cannot be. The Noble man haue mercy.
Bru. Not pofiible. Com. Who fliall aske it?

Enter a Meffenger. The Tribunes cannot doo't for ihame ; the people
Mef. The Nobles in great earneftnefle are going Deferue fuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe

All to the Senate-houfe : fome newes is comming Doe's of the Shepheards : For his beft Friends, if they
That turnes their Countenances. Should fay be good to Rome, they charg'd him,euen

Sicin. 'Tis this Slaue : As thofe fhould do that had deleru'd his hate,
Go whip him fore the peoples eyes : His railing, And therein fhew'd like Enemies.
Nothing but his report. cl/V.'Tis true,if he were putting to my houfe, the brand

M<-J. Yes worthy Sir, That fliuuld confume it, I haue not the face
The Slaues report is feconded,and more To lay, befeech you ceafe. You haue made faire hands,
More fearfull is deliuer'd. You and your Crafts,you haue crafted faire.

Sicin. What more fearefull ? Com. You haue brought
McJ. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths, A Trembling vpon Rome, fuch as was neuer

Ho\v probable 1 do not know, that Martitu S'incape.ible of helpe.
Joyn'd with Auffidius, leads a power 'gainft Rome, Tri. Say not, we brought it.
And vowes Rtuenge as fpacious, as betweene Mene. How? Was't we ? We lou'd him,
The yong'ft and oldeft thing. But like Beads, and Cowardly Nobles,

Sicin. Tliis is moft likely.1 Gaue way vnto your Clufters, who did hoote
'Bru. Rais'd onely,that the weaker fort may wifh Him out o'th'Citty.

Good Martiui home againe. £om. But I feare
Sicin. The very tricke on't. They'l roare him in againe. Tulliu Auffidhu,
Mene. This is vnlikely, The fecond name of men, obeyes his points

He,and Auffidiiu can no more attone As if" he were his Officer : Deiperation,
Then violent'ft Contrariety. Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence

Enter Mffinger. That Rome can make againft them.
Mef. You are fent for to the Senate : Enter a Troofe of Citizens.

A fearefull Army, led by Cains Martius, Mene. Heere come the Clufters.
AfTociated with Auffidius., Rages And is Auffidius with him ' You are they
Vpon our Territories,and haue already That made the Ayre vnwholfome,when you caft
O're-borne their way, confum'd with fire,and tooke Your /linking, greafie Caps, in hooting
What lay before them. At Coriolanus Exile. Now he's comming,}

Enter CominitU. And not a haire vpon a Souldiers head
Com. Oh you haue made good worke. Which will not proue a whip : As many Coxcombes
Mene. What newes ? What newes/ As you threw Caps vp,\vill he tumble downe,
Com. You haue holp to rauifh your owne daughters,& And pay you for your voyces. 'Tis no matter,

To melt the Citty Leades vpon your pates, If he could burne vs all into oue coale,
To fee your Wiues difhonour'd to your Notes. We haue deferu'd it.

Mene. What's the newes? What's the newes? Omnes. Faith, we heare fearfull Newes.
Com. Your Temples burned in their Ciment, and I Cit. For mine owne part,

Your Franchifes, whereon you flood, confin'd When I laid banifli him, I faid 'twas pitty.
Into an Augors boare. 2 And fo did I.

Mene, Pray now,your Newes : 3 And fo did I : and to fay the truth, fo did very ma-
You haue made faire worke I feare me : pray your newes, ny of vs, that we did we did for the beft,and though wee
If Martina fhould be ioyn'd with Volceans. willingly confented to his Baniihment,yet it was againft

Com. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing our will.
Made by fome other Deity then Nature, Com. Y'are goodly things, you Voyces.
That fhapes man Better : and they follow him Mene. You haue made good worke
Againft vs Brats, with no leiTe Confidence, You and your cry. Shal's to the Capitoll?
Then Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flies, Com. Oh I, what elfe f Exeunt both.
Or Butchers killing Flyes. Sicin. Go Alafters get you home.be not difmaid,

Mene. You haue made good worke, Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to haue
You and your Apron men : you, that flood fo much This true, which they fo feeme to feare. Go home,
Vpon the voyce of occupation, and And ihew no figne of Feare.
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i C/>. The Gods bee good to vs: Come Mailers let's Come let's away : when Caius Rome is thine,

home, I euer faid we were i'th wrong, when we banifh'd Thou art poor'ft of all; then fhortly art thou mine.exeunt
him.

2 C'n. So did we all. But come, let's home. Exit Cit.
Bru. I do not like this Newes.
Sicin. Nor I. Affius Quintus.
'Bru. Let's to the Capitoll: would halfe my wealth

Would buy this for a lye.
Sicin. Pray let's go. Exeunt Tribunes. ' Enter Meneniui, Cominitu, Sicinius, BrutM,

Safer AuffidivA with his Lieutenant. the two Tribunes, with others.
Auf. Do they ftill flye to'th'Roman ? Menen. No, He not go: you heare what he hath faid
Lieu. I do not know what Witchcraft's in him : but Which was fometime his Generall : who loued him

Your Soldiers vfe him as the Grace 'fore mtate, In a moft deere particular. He call'd me Father :
Their talke at Table, and their Thankes at end, But what o'that ? Go you that banifti'd him
And you are darkned in this aclion Sir, A Mile before his Tent, fall downe, and knee
Euen by your owne. The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd

Auf. I cannot helpe it now, To heare Cominitu fpeake, He keepe at home.
Vnleffe by vfing meanes I lame the foote Com. He would not ieeme to know me.
Of our defigne. He beares himfelfe more proudlier, Menen. Do you heare ?
Euen to my perfon, then I thought he would Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name ;
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his Nature I vrg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops
In that's no Changeling, and I muft excufe That we haue bled together. Coriolama
What cannot be amended. He would not anfwer too : Forbad all Names,

Lieu. Yet I wifli Sir, He was a kinde of Nothing, Titlelefle,
(\ meane for your particular) you had not Till he had forg'd himfelfe a name a'th'fire
loyn'd in CommilTion with him : but either haue borne Of burning Rome.
The adion of your felfe, or elfe to him, had left it foly. Menen. Why fo : you haue made good worke :

fAuf. I vnderftand thee well,and be thou fure A paire of Tribunes, that haue wrack'd for Rome,
When he ihall come to his account, he knowes not To make Coales cheape : A Noble memory.
What I can vrge againft him, although it feemes Com. I minded him, how Royall 'twas to pardon
And fo he thinkes, and is no leffe apparant When it was leffe expected. He replyed
To th'vulgar eye, that he beares all things fairely : It was a bare petition of a State
And fhewes good Husbandry for the Volcian State, To one whom they had punifh'd.
Fights Dragon-like, and does atcheeue as foone Menen. Very well, could he fay lefle.
As draw his Sword : yet he hath left vndone Com. I offered to awaken his regard
That which ihall breake his necke, or hazard mine, For's priuate Friends. His anfwer to me was
When ere we come to our account. He could not ftay to picke them, in a pile

Lieu. Sir, I befeech you, think you he'l carry Rome ? Of noyfome mufty Chaffe. He faid, 'twas folly
Auf. All places yeelds to him ere he fits downe, For one poore graine or two, to leaue vnburnt

And theiNobility of Rome are his : And ftill to nofe th'offence.
The Senators and Patricians loue him too : Menen. For one poore graine or two ?
The Tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people I am one of thofe : his Mother, Wife, his Childe,
Will be as rafh in the repeale, as hafby And this braue Fellow too : we are the Graines,
To expell him thence. 1 thinke hee'l be to Rome You are the mufty Chaffe,and you are fmelt
As is the Afpray to the Fim, who takes it Aboue the Moone. We muft be burnt for you.
By Soueraignty of Nature. Firft, he was Sicin. Nay,pray be patient : If you refufe your ayde
A Noble feruant to them, but he could not In this fo neuer-needed helpe, yet do not
Carry his Honors eeuen : whether 'was Pride Vpbraid's with our diftreffe. But fure if you
Which out of dayly Fortune euer taints Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue
The happy man ; whether deted of Judgement, More then the inftant Armie we can make
To faile in the difpofing of thole chances Might ftop our Countryman.
Which he was Lord of: or whether Nature, <^Mene. No: lie not meddle.
Not to be other then one thing, not moouing Sicin. Pray you go to him.
From th'Caske to th'Cufhion : but commanding peace Mene. What fhould I do ?
Euen with the fame aufterity and garbe, Bru. Onely make triall what your Loue can do,
As he controli'd the warre. But one of thefe For Rome, to wards Martini.
(As he hath fpices of them all) not all, <&>Iene. Well, and fay that Martiuf returne mee,
For I dare fo farre free him, made him fear'd, As Qominiiu is return'd, vnheard: what then ?
So hated, and fo baniih'd: but he ha's a Merit But as a difcontented Friend, greefe-fhot
To choake it in the vtt'rance : So our Vertue, With his vnkindneffe. Say't be fo ?
Lie in th'interpretation of the time, Skin. Yet your good will
And power vnto it felfe moft commendable, Muft haue that thankes from Rome, after the meafure
Hath not a Tombe fo euident as a Chaire As you intended well.
T'extoll what it hath done. Mene. He vndertak't :
One fire driues out one fire ; one Naile,one Naile ; I thinke hee'l heare me. Yet to bite his lip,
Rights by rights fouler, (Irengths by ftrengths do faile. And humme at good Cominiiu, much vnhearts mee.

c c Kee
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Fie was not taken well, he had not din'd, Mene. I am as thy Generall is.
The Veines vnfill'd, our blood is cold, and then I Then you fhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you,
We powt vpon the Morning, are vnapt when you haue pu/ht out your gates, the very Defender
To giue or to forgiue; but when we haue ftufft of them, and in a violent popular ignorance, giuen your
Thefe Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our blood enemy your fhield, thinke to front his reuenges with the
With Wine and Feeding, we haue fuppler Scules eafie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms of your
Then in our Prieft-like Fafts: therefore lie watch him daughters, !or with the palfied interceffion of fuch a de-
Till he be dieted to my requeft, cay'd Dotant as you feeme to be? Can you think to blow
And then He fet vpon him. out the inrended fire, your City is ready to flame in, with

^Bru. You know the very rode into his kindneffe, fuch weake breath as this? No, you are deceiu'd, therfore
And cannot lofe your way. backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution : you are

Mene. Good faith He proue him, condemn'd, our Generall has fworne you out of repreeue
Speed how it will. I /hall ere long, haue knowledge and pardon.
Of my fuccefle. Exit. Mene. Sirra, if thy Captaine knew I were heere,

Com. HeeM neuer heare him. He would vie me with eftimation.

Sicin. Not. i Come, my Captaine knowes you not.
Com. I tell you, he doe's fit in Gold, his eye Mene. I meane thy Generall.

Red as 'twould burne Rome : and his Iniury i My Generall cares not for you. Back I fay, go: leaft
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneel'd before him, I let forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe, that's the vt-
'Twas very faintly he faid Rife: difmift me moft of your hauing, backe.
Thus with his fpeechleffe hand. What he would do Mene. Nay but Fellow, Fellow.
He ient in writing after me : what he would not, Enter Corlolanus with tAuffid'nu.
Bound with an Oath to yeeld to his conditions: Corio. What's the matter ?
So that all hope is vaine, vnlefTe his Noble Mother, Mcnf.Now you Companion: He fay an arrant for you :
And his Wife, who (as I heare) meane to folicite him you /hall know now that I am in eftimation : you /hall
For mercy to his Countrey : therefore let's hence, perceiue, that a lacke gardant cannot office me from my
And with our faire intreaties haft them on. Exeunt Son Coriolanui, gueffe but my entertainment with him: if

Enter Meneniui to the Wattb or Guard. thou ftand'ft not i'th ftate of hanging, or of fome death
i.Wat. Stay: whence are you. more long in Spedtatorihip,and crueller in fuffering, be-
2. Wat. Stand, and go backe. hold now prefently, and fvvoond for what's to come vpon
Me. You guard like men, 'tis well.But by your leaue, thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy

J am an Officer of State, & come to fpeak with Coriolanut particular profperity,and loue thee no worfe then thy old
I From whence ? Mene. From Rome. Father Mer.cmtu do's. O my Son, my Son ' thou art pre-
I You may not pafTe, you muft returne : our Generall paring fire for vs : looke thee, heere's water to quench it.

will no more heare from thence. I was hardly moued to come to thee : but beeing affured
2 You'l fee your Rome embrac'd with fire, before none but my felfe could moue thee,I haue bene blo\vne

You'l fpeake with Corio'amu. out of your Gates with fighes : and coniure thee to par-
Mene. Good my Friends, don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen. The good

If you haue heard your Generall talke of Rome, Gods affwage thy wrath, and turne the dregs of it, vpon
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, this Varlet heere : This, who like a blocke hath denyed
My name hath touch't your eares : it is Meneniui. my acceffe to thee.

i Be it fo, go back: the vertue of your name, Corio. Away.
Is not heere paffable. Mene. How? Away ?

<iMene, 1 tell thee Fellow, Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affaires
Thy Generall is my Louer : I haue beene Are Seruanted to others : Though I owe
The booke of his good Afts, whence men haue read My Reuenge properly, my remiffion lies
His Fame vnparaleli'd, happely amplified : In Volcean brefts. That we haue beene familiar,
For I haue euer verified my Friends, Ingrate forgetfulneffe frull poifon rather
(Of whom hee's cheefe) with all the fize that verity Then pitty : Note how much,itherefore be gone.
Would without lapfing fufter : Nay, fometimesj Mine eares againft your fuites, are ftronger then
Like to a Bowie vpon a fubtle ground Your gates againft my force. Yet for I loued thee,
I haue tumbled part the throw : and in his praife Take this along, I writ it for thy fake,
Haue (almoft) ftampt the Leafing. Therefore Fellow, And would haue fent it. Another word Menenim,
I muft haue leaue to pafle. I will not heare thee fpeake. This man Auffidlui.

I Faith Sir, if you had told as many lies in his behalfe, Was my belou'd in Rome : yet thou behold'ft.
as you haue vttered words in your owne, you fhould not Auffid. You keepe a conftant temper. Exeunt
paffe heere : no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to Manet the Guard and Meneniiu .
liue chaftly. Therefore go backe. I Now fir, is your name Menemtu ?

Men. Prythee fellow,remember my name is Meneniui, 2 'Tis a fpell you fee of much power :
alwayes faftionary on the party of your Generall. You know the way home againe.

2 Howfoeuer you haue bin his Lier, as you fay you i Do you heare how wee are fhent for keeping your
haue, I am one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you greatnefTe backe ?
cannot pafTe. Therefore go backe. 2 What caufe do you thinke I haue to fwoond?

Mene. Ha's he din'd can'ft thou tell? For I would not Menen. I neither care for th'world, nor your General:
fpeake with him, till after dinner. for fuch things as you, I can fcarfe thinke ther's any,y'are

I You are a Roman,are you? fo flight. He that hath a will to die by himfelfe, feares it
not
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not from another : Let your Generall do his worft. For Betweene the Childe,and Parent.
you, bee that you are,i long; and your mifery encreafe Cork. What's this? your knees to me ?
with your age. I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away.Exit To your Corrected Sonne ?

I A Noble Fellow I warrant him. Then let the Pibbles. on the hungry beach
2 The worthy Fellow is our General.He's the Rock, Fillop the Starres: Then, let the mutinous windes

The Oake not to be winde-fhaken. Exit Watch. Strike the proud Cedars 'gainft the fiery Sun :
Enter Corklamu and AuffidiM. Murd'ring Impoffibility, to make

Cork. We will before the walls or" Rome to morrow What cannot be, flight worke.
Set downe our Hoaft. My partner in this Action, Volum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope to frame thee
You muft report to th'Volcian Lords, how plainly Do you know this Lady ?
I haue borne this BufmelTe. Cork. The Noble Sifter of Pullicola ;

"duf. Onely their ends you haue refpedted, The Moone of Rome : Chafte as the Ificle
Stopt your eares againft the generall fuite of Rome : That's curdled by the Froft, from pureft Snow,
Neuer admitted a priuat whifper, no not with fuch frends And hangs on Dtans Temple: Deere "Valeria.
That thought them fure of you. Volum. This is a poore Epitome of yours,

Corio. This laft old man, Which by th'interpretation of full time,
Whom with a crack'd heart I haue fent to Rome, May fhew like all your felfe.
Lou'd me, aboue the meafure of a Father, Cork. The God of Soufdiers :
Nay godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge With the confent of fupreame loue, informe
Was to fend him : for whofe old Loue I haue Thy thoughts with NoblenelTe, that thou mayft proue
(Though I ftiew'd fovvrely to himj once more offer'd To ftiame vnvulnerable, and fticke i'th Warres
The firft Conditions which they did rer'ufe, Like a great Sea-marke ftanding euery flaw,
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, And fauing thofe that eye thee.
That thought he could do more : A very little 1)olum. Your knee, Sirrah.
I haue yeelded too. Frefh £mbaffes,and Suites, Cork. That's my braue Boy.
Nor from the State, nor priuate friends heereafter Volum. Euen he,your wife, this Ladie, and my felfe,
Will I lend eare to. HaPwhat fhout is this ? Shout within Are Sutors to you.
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow Cork. I befeech you peace:
In the fame time 'tis made? I will not. Or if you'ld aske, remember this before ;

Enter Virgilia,Volumnia JUaleria,yongMart'iM,, The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neuer
with Attendant s. Be held by you denials. Do not bid me

My wife comes formoft, then the honour'd mould Difmifle my Soldiers, or capitulate
Wherein this Trunke was fram'd, and in her hand Againe, with Romes Mechanickes. Tell me not
The Grandchilde to her blood. But out affection, Wherein I feeme vnnaturall : Delire not t'allay
All bond and priuiledge of Nature breake; My Rages and Reuenges, with your colder reafons.
Let it be Vertuous to be Obftinate. Volum. Oh no more, no more:
What is that Curt'fie worth? Or thofe Doues eyes, You haue faid you will not grant vs any thing :
Which can make Gods forfworne ? I melt, and am not For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that
Of ftronger earth then others: my Mother bowes, Which you deny already : yet we will aske,
As if Olympus to a Mole-hill Jhould That if you faile in our requeft, the blame
In fupplication Nod : and my yong Boy May hang vpon your hardneffe, therefore heare vs.
Hath an Afpect of intercefsion, which Cork. AuffidiM ,?&& you Voices marke, for wee'l
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Voices Heare nought from Rome in priuate. Your requeft?
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, lie neuer Volum. Should we be filent & not fpeak,our Raiment
Be fuch a Gofling to obey inftinct; but ftand And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life
As if a man were Author of himfelf,& knew no other kin We haue led fince thy Exile. Thinke with thy felfe,

Virgil. My Lord and Husband. How more vnfortunate then all liuing women
Cork, Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. Are we come hither ; fince that thy fight, which fhould
Virg. The forrow that deliuers vs thus chang'd, Make our eies flow with ioy,harts dance with comforts,

Makes you thinke fo. Conftraines them weepe, and fhake with feare & forow,
Cork. Like a dull Actor now, I haue forgot my part,. Making the Mother, wife, and Childe to fee,

And I am out, euen to a full Difgrace. Beft of my Flefh, The Sonne, the Husband,and the Father tearing
Forgiue my Tyranny : but do not fay, His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we
For that forgiue our Romanes. O a kiiTe Thine enmities moft capitall : Thou barr'ft vs
Long as my Exile, fweet as my Reuenge [ Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort
Now by the iealous Queene of Heauen, that kiiTe That all but we enioy. For how can we ?
I carried from thee deare ; arrd my true Lippe Alas! how can we, for our Country pray?
Hath Virgin'd it ere fince. You Gods, I pray, Whereto we are bound,, together with thy victory :
And the moft noble Mother of the world Whereto we are bound : Alacke,or we muft loofe
Leaue vnfaluted : Sinke my knee i'th'earth, Kneeles The Countrie our deere Nurfe, or elfe thy perfon
Of thy deepe duty, more imprefsion fhew Our comfort in the Country. We muft finde
Then that of common Sonnes. An euident Calamity, though we had

Volum. Oh ftand vp bleft I Our wifh, which fide mould win. For either thou
Whil'ft with no fofter Cumion then the Flint Muft as a Forraine Recreant be led
I kneele before thee, and vnproperly With Manacles through our. fhe-ets, or elfe
Shew duty as miftaken, all this while, Triumphantly treade on thy Countries ruine,

c c 2 And
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And beare the Palme, for hauing brauely flied I am huflit vntill our City be afire, & then He fpeak a litle
Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my felfe, Sonne, Holds her by the handfilent.
I purpofe not to waite on Fortune, till Cork. O Mother, Mother'
Thefe warres determine : If I cannot perfwade thee, What haue you done? Behold, the Heauens do ope,
Rather to fhew a Noble grace to both parts, The Gods looke downe, and this vnnaturall Scene
Then feeke the end of one ; thou fhaltno fooner They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother : OhJ
March to affault thy Country, then to treade You haue wonne a happy Victory to Rome.
(Truft too't, thou /halt not) on thy Mothers wombe But for your Sonne, beleeue it :Oh beleeue it,
That brought thee to this world. Moft dangeroufly you haue with him preuail'd,

Virg. I,and mine, that brought you forth this boy, If not moft mortall to him. But let it come :
To keepe your name liuing to time. Auffidiuii, though I cannot make true Warres,

'Boy. A fhall not tread on me : lie run away lie frame conuenient peace. Now good AuffldiM-,
Till I am bigger, but then lie fight, Were you in my fteed, would you haue heard

Carlo. Not of a womans tenderneffe to be, A Mother lefle? or granted leffe Auffidiui ?
Requires nor Childe, nor womans face to fee : Auf. I was mou'd withall.
I haue fate too long. Carlo. I dare be fworne you were :

Volum. Nay, go not from vs thus: And fir, it is no little thing to make
If it were fo,that our requeft did tend Mine eyes to fweat companion. But (good fir)
To faue the Romanes, thereby to deftroy What peace you'l make,aduife me :For my part,
The Voices whom you ferue, you might condemne vs Ik not to Rome, lie backe with you, and pray you
As poyfonous of your Honour. No,our fuite Stand to me in this caufe. Oh Mother! Wife !
Is that you reconcile them : While the Voices Aitf. I am glad thou haft fet thy mercy, & thy Honor
May fay, this mercy we haue fhew'd : the Romanes, At difference in thee : Out of that He worke
This we receiu'd, and each in either fide My felfe a former Fortune.
Giue the All-haik to thee, and cry be Bleft Carlo. I by and by ; But we will drinke together :
For making vp this peace. Thou know'ft (great Sonne) And you fliall beare
The end of Warres vncertaine : but this certaine, A better witnefTe backe then words, which we
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit On like conditions, will haue Counter-feal'd.
Which thou /halt thereby reape, is fuch a name Come enter with vs : Ladies you deferue
Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Curfes : To haue a Temple built you : All the Swords
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, In Italy, and her Confederate Armes
But with his laft Attempt,he wip'd it out: Could not haue made this peace. Exeunt.
Deftroy'd his Country,and his name remaines Enter Menenitu and Sicinlui. (ftone ?
To th'infuing Age,abhorr'd. Speake to me Son : Mene. See you yon'd Coin a'th Capitol, yon'd corner
Thou haft affected the fiue ftnines of Honor, Sicin. Why what of that ?
To imitate the graces of the Gods, Mene. If it be poffible for you to difplace it with your
To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a'th'Ayre, little finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome,efpe-
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult cially his Mother, may preuaile with him. But I fay, there
That fhould but riue an Oake. Why do'ft not fpeake ? is no hope in't, our throats are fentenc'd, and ftay vppon
Think'ft thou it Honourable for a Nobleman execution.

Still to remember wrongs / Daughter, fpeake you : Sicin. Is't pofsible, that fo fhort a time can alter the
He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, condition of a man.
Perhaps thy childi/hnefle will moue him more Mene. There is differency between a Grub & a But-
Then can our Reafons. There's no man in the world terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub : this cflfartius, is
More bound to's Mother, yet heere he let's me prate growne from Man to Dragon : He has wings, hee's more
Like one i'th'Stockes. Thou haft neuer in thy life, then a creeping thing.
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curtefie, Sicin. He lou'd his Mother deerely.
When fhe(poore Hen,) fond of no fecond brood, Mene. So did he mee : and he no more remembers his
Ha's clock'd thee to the Warres : and fafelie home Mother now, then an eight yeare old horfe. The tartne/Te
Loden with Honor. Say my Requeft's vniuft, of his face,fowres ripe Grapes. When he walks, he moues
And fpurne me backe : But, if it be not fo like an Engine, and the ground /hrinkes before his Trea-
Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will phgue thee ding. He is able to pierce a Corflet with his eye : Talkes
That thou reftrain'ft from me the Duty, which like a knell, and his hum is a Battery. He fits in his State,
To a Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : as a thing made for Alexander. Wrhat he bids bee done, is
Down Ladiesiletvs ftiame him with him withlour knees finifht with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God but
To his fur-name Corklamu longs more pride Eternity, and a Heauen to Throne in.
Then pitty to our Prayers. Downe : an end, Sicin. Yes,mercy,if you report him truly.
This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome, Mene. I paint him in the Character. Mark what mer-
And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold's, cy his Mother flu 11 bring from him : There is no more
This Boy that cannot tell what he would haue, mercy in him, then there is milke in a male-Tyger, that
But kneeles, and holds vp hands for fellowship, fliall our poore City finde : and all this is long of you.
Doe's reafon our Petition with more ftrength Sicin. The Gods be good vnto vs.
Then thou haft to deny't. Come,let vs go : Mene. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not bee good
This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother: vnto vs. When we banifli'd him, we refpecled not them :
His Wife is in Carioles, and his Childe and he returning to breake our necks, they refpecl: not vs.
Like him by chance : yet giue vs our difpatch : Enter a Meffsnger.
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Mef. Sir, ifyou'ld faueyour life, flye to your Houfe, We muft proceed as we do finde the People.

The Plebeians haue got your Fellow Tribune, 3.Con. The People will remaine vncertaine, whil'ft
And hale him vp and downe ; all fwearing, if 'Twixt you there's difference : but the fall of either
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort home, Makes the Suruiuor heyre of all.
They'l giue him death by Inches. Auf. I know it:

Enter another McJ/enger. And my pretext to ftrike at him, admits
Sicin. What's the Newes ? (preuayl'd, A good conftruftion. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd
Meff. Good Newes, good newes, the Ladies haue Mine Honor for his truth : who being fo heighten'd,

The Volcians are difJodg'd, and Martins gone : He watered his new Plants with dewes of Flattery,
A merrier day did neuer yet greet Rome, Seducing fo my Friends : and to this end,
No,not th'expulfion of the Tar quins. He bow'd his Nature, neuer knowne before,

Sicin. Friend, art thou certaine this is true ? But to be rough, vnfwayable,and free.
Is't moft certaine. "^.Conjj}. Sir, his ftoutnefle

Mej. As certaine as I know the Sun is fire : When he did ftand for Confull, which he loft
Where haue you lurk'd that you make doubt of it: By lacke of ftooping.
Ne're through an Arch fo hurried the blowne Tide, Auf. That I would haue fpoke'of:
As the recomforted through th'gates. Why harke you : Being banifh'd for't, he came vnto my Harth,

Trumpets, Hoboyes, Ttrums beats, altogether. Presented to my knife his Throat : I tooke him,
The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfalteries,and Fifes, Made him ioynt-feruant with me : Gaue him way
Tabors, and Symboles,and the fhowting Romans; In all his owne defires : Nay, let him choofe
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke you. Ajbout within Out of my Files, his proiefta,to accompliih

Mene. This is good Newes : My beft and frefheft men, feru'd his defignements
I will go meete the Ladies. This Volumnia^ In mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame
Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, Which he did end all his; and tooke fome pride
A City full :Of Tribunes fuch as you, To do my felfe this wrong : Till at the laft
A Sea and Land full: you haue pray'd well to day : I feem'd his Follower, not Partner; and
This Morning, for ten thoufand of your throates, He wadg'd me with his Countenance,as if
I'de not haue giuen a doit. Harke,how theyioy. I had bin Mercenary.

SoundJtill rrith the Shouts. i.Con. So he did my Lord :
Sicin. Firft, the Gods bleffe you for your tydings : The Army marueyl'd at it, and in the laft,

Next,accept my thankefulnefie. When he had carried Rome,arid that we look'd
Mejf. Sir, we haue all great caufe to giue great thanks. For no lefTe Spoile, then Glory.
Sicin. They are neere the City. Auf. There was it :
Mef. Almoft at point to enter. For which my finewes iliall be ftretcht vpon him,
Sicin. Wee'l meet them, and helpe the ioy. Exeunt. At a few drops of Womens rhewme, which are

As cheape as Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour
Snter tiro Senators, frith Ladies, pafsing ouer Of our great AdYion; therefore {hall he dye,

the Stage, with other Lords. And He renew me in his fall. But hearke.
Drummes and Trumpets founds, with great

Sena. Behold our Patronneffe, the life of Rome : Jhcwts of the people.
Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, I. Con. Your Natiue Towne you enter'd like a Pofte,
And make triumphant fires, ftrew Flowers before them : And had no welcomes home, but he returnes
Vnfhoot the noife that Banifti'd Martini; Splitting the Ayre with noyfe.
Repeale him, with the welcome of his Mother : 2. Con. And patient Fooles,
Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. Whofe children he hath flaine, their bafe throats teare

All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. With giuing him glory.
A Flourijb with Drummed & Trumpets. 3. Con. Therefore at your vantage,

Ere he exprefle himfelfe, or moue the people
Enter Tullm tAujfidius,ivith Attendants. With what he would fay, let him feele your Sword:

Auf. Go tell the Lords a'th'City, I am heere : Which we will fecond, when he lies along
Deliuer them this Paper : hauing read it, After your way. His Tale pronounc'd, (hall bury
Bid them repayre to th'Market place, where I His Reafons, with his Body.
Euen in theirs, and in the Commons eares . Auf, Say no more. Heere come the Lords,
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe : Enter the Lords of the City.
The City Ports by this hath enter'd, and All Lords. You are moft welcome home.
Intends t'appeare before the People, hoping Auff. I haue not deferu'd it.
To purge himfelfe with words. Difpatch. But worthy Lords, haue you with heedeperufed

Enter 3 or 4 Qonjfiirators of Auffidius Fafiiotl. What I haue written to you ?
Moft Welcome. All. We haue.

l.Con. How is it with our Generall ? i.Lord. And greeue to heare't:
Auf. Euen fo, as with a man by his owne Almes im- What faults he made before the laft, I thinke

poyfon'd, and with his Charity flaine. Might haue found eafie Fines : But there to end
2.Con.Moft Noble Sir, If you do hold the lame intent Where he was to begin,and giue away

Wherein you wifht vs parties : Wee'l deliuer you The benefit of our Leuies, anfwering vs
Of your great danger. With our owne charge : making a Treatie, where

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell, There was a yeelding; this admits no excufe.
c c 3 Auf.
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3° The Tragedie of Qoriolanus.
Auf. He approaches, you fhall heare him. Flatter'd your Volcians in Corkles.

Enter CoridanM marching tfith Drumme, and Colours, Toe Alone I did it, Boy.
Commoners being with him. tAuf. Why Noble Lords,

Carlo. Haile Lords, I am return'd your Souldier : Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune,
No more infected with my Countries loue Which was your fhame, by this vnholy Braggart?
Then when I parted hence : but ftill fubfifting 'Fore your owne eyes,and eares?
Vnder your great Command. You are to know, tAll Conjp . Let him dye for't.
That profperoufly I haue attempted, and All People. Teare him to peeces, do it prefently :
With bloody paflage led your Warres, euen to He kill'd mySonne, my daughter, he kill'd my Cofme
The gates of Rome : Our fpoiles we haue brought home Marcut, he kill'd my Father.
Doth more then counterpoize a full third part z Lord. Peace hoe : no outrage, peace :
The charges of the AcYion. We haue made peace The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in
With no lefle Honor to the Antiates This Orbe o'th'earth : His laft offences to vs
Then fhame to th'Romaines. And we heere deliuer Shall haue Judicious hearing. Stand Auffidim,
Subfcrib'd by'th'Confuls, and Patricians, And trouble not the peace.
Together with the Seale a'th Senat, what Cork. O that I had him, with fix Auffidiuffes,or more :
We haue compounded on. His Tribe, to vfe my lawfull Sword.

Auf. Read it not Noble Lords, Auf. Infolent Villaine.
But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree AllConj}>. Kill,kill,kill,kill.kill him.
He hath abus'd your Powers. Dran both the Conjpirators, and kjls cflfartiuf, who

Cork. Traitor? How now? falles, AuffidiM ftands on him.
Auf. I Traitor, Martiui. Lords. Hold,hold,hold,hold.
Cork. Martiui ? Auf. My Noble Mafters, heare me fpeake.
Auf. I Martins, Caiiu Martius : Do'ft thou thinke l.Lord. O Tulltu.

He grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftolne name z.Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat
Coriolanus in Cor hies ? Valour will weepe.
You Lords and Heads a'th'State,perfidioufly T,.Lord. Tread not vpon him Mafters,all be quiet
He ha'sbetray'dyour bufinefle,and giuen vp Put vp your Swords.
For certaine drops of Salt, your City Rome : Auf. My Lords,
I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, When you fhall know (as in this Rage
Breaking his Oath and Refolution, like Prouok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger
A twift of rotten Silke, neuer admitting Which this mans life did owe you, you'l reioyce
Counfaile a'th'warre : But at his Nurfes teares That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours
He whin'd and roar'd away your Victory, To call me toyour Senate, He deliuer
That Pages blufh'd at him, and men of heart My felfe your loyal) Seruant, or endure
Look'd wond'ring each at others. Your heauieft Cenfure.

Cork. Hear'ft thou Mars ? i.Lord. Beare from hence his body,
tAuf. Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded
Cork. Ha ? As the moftNoble Coarfe, that euer Herald
Aufd. No more. Did follow to his Vrne.
Cork. MeafurelefTe Lyar, thou haft made my heart 2.Lord. His owne impatience,

Too great for what containes it. Boy? Oh Slaue, Takes from Auffidiiu a greatpart of blame :
Pardon me Lords, 'tis the firft time that euer Let's make the Beftofit.
I was forc'd to fcoul'd.Your iudgments my graue Lords Auf. My Rage is gone,
Muft giue this Curre the Lye : and his ovvne Notion, And I am ftrucke with forrow. Take him vp :
Who weares my ftripes impreft vpon him, that Helpe three a'th'cheefeft Souldiers,Ile be one.
Muft beare my beating to his Graue, fhall ioyne Beate thou the Drumme that it fpeake mournfully :
To thruft the Lye vnto him, Traile your fteele Pikes. Though in this City hee

i Lord. Peace both,and heare me fpeake. Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one,
Cork. Cut me to peeces Voices men and Lads, Which to this houre bewaile the Iniury,

Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound : Yet he fliall haue a Noble Memory. Affift.
If you haue writ your Annales true, 'tis there, Exeunt bearing the ''Body of Martiui. A dead March
That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat, I Sounded.

FINIS.
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31

The Lamentable Tragedy of
Titus Andronicus.

'-Primus. Sccena ^Prima.

Flourish. Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft And then Let vs intreat, by Honour of his Name,
enter Saturninus and bu Followers at one doore, Whom (worthily) you would haue now fucceede,

and ̂ afsianus and his Followers at the And in the Capitoll and Senates right,
other, with ''Drum & Co/ours. Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore,

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength,
Saturninus. DifmifTe your Followers, and as Suters fhould,

fOble Patricians, Patrons of my right, Pleade your Deferts in Peace and Humblenefle.
Defend the iuftice of my Caufe with Armes. Saturnine. How fayre the Tribune fpeakes,
And Countrey-men, my louing Followers, To calme my thoughts.
Pleade my Succeffiue Title with your Swords. Bafsia. <3lfarcM Andronicui, fo I do affie

I was the firft borne Sonne, that was the laft In thy vprightnefle and Integrity :
That wore the Imperial! Diadem of Rome : And fo I Loue and Honor thee, and thine,
Then let my Fathers Honours liue in me, Thy Noble Brother Titus, and his Sonnes,
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitie. And Her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all)

'Sajsianus. Romaines, Friends, Followers, Gracious Lauinia, Romes rich Ornament,
Fauourers of my Right: That I will heere difmifle my louing Friends:
If euer ̂ Bajsianut, Ctffars Sonne, And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fauour,
Were gracious in the eyes of Royall Rome, Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh'd.
Keepe then this pafTage to the Capitoll : Exit Souldiours.
And fuffer not Difhonour to approach Saturnine. Friends, that haue beene
Th'Imperiall Seate to Vertue : confecrate Thus forward in my Right,
To Iuftice, Continence, and Nobility : I thanke you all, and heere Difmifle you all,
But let Defert in pure Election Jhine ; And to the Loue and Fauour of my Countrey,
And Romanes, fight for Freedome in your Choice. Commit my Selte, my Perfon, and the Caufe :

Rome, be as iuft and gracious vnto me,
Enter Marcui Andronicui aloft with the Crowne. As I am confident and kinde to thee.

Open the Gates, and let me in.
Princes, that ftriue by Factions, and by Friends, 'Sajsia. Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor.
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery : Flourijb. They go -vp into the Sfnat houje.
Know, that the people of Rome for whom we ftand
A fpeciall Party, haue by Common voyce Enter a Captaine.
In Election for the Romane Emperie, Cap. Romanes make way : the good Andronicui,
Chofen Andronicus, Sur-named Tiotu, Patron of Vertue, Romes beft Champion,
For many good and great deferts to Rome. SuccefTefull in the Battailes that he fights,
A Nobler man, a brauer Warriour, With Honour and with Fortune is returned,
Liues not this day within the City Walles. From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword,
He by the Senate is accited home^ And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome.
From weary Warres againft the barbarous Gothes,
That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) Sound Drummes and Trumpets. And then enter two of Titus
Hath yoak'd a Nation ftrong, train'd vp in Armes. Sonnes; After them.,, two men bearing a Coffin couered
Ten yeares are fpent, fince firft he vndertooke with blac^e, then fwo other Sonnes. After them, Titus
This Caufe of Rome, and chafticed with Armes Andronicui, and then Tamora the S^ueene of Gothes, &
Our Enemies pride. Fiue times he hath return'd her tiro Sonnes Chiron and Demetrius, with tAaron the
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes Moore,and others,at many 06 can bee: They fet downe the
In Coffins from the Field. and Titus jpeal$cs.>
And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyles,
Returnes the good Andronictu to Rome, Andronicus. Haile Rome :
Renowned Titus, flourishing in Armes. Victorious in thy Mourning Weedes:

Loe,
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32 'The Tragedie of Titus ̂Andronicus.
oe as the Barke that hath difcharg'd his fraught, Alarbui goes to reft, andwe furuiue,

Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, To tremble vnder Titus threatning lookes,
From whence at firft fhe wegih'd her Anchorage : Then Madam ftand refolu'd, but hope withall,
Commeth Andronicus bound with Lawrell bowes, The felfe fame Gods that arm'd the Queene of Troy
To refalute his Country with his teares, With opportunitie of fharpe reuenge
Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent,
Thou great defender of this Capitoll, May fauour Tamora the Queene of Gothes,
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. (When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queene)
Romaines, of fiue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes.
Halfe of the number that King Priam had,
Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead ! Enter the Sonnes of Andronicui againe.
Thefe that Suruine,let Rome reward with Loue :
Thefe that I bring vnto their lateft home, Luci. See Lord and Father, how we haue perform'd
With buriall amongft their Aunceftors. Our Romaine rightes,A/ariui limbs are lopt,
Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to fheath my Sword: And intrals feede the facrififing fire,
Titus vnkinde, and carelefle of thine owne, Whofe fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie.
Why fufter'ft thou thy Sonnes vnburied yet, Remaineth nought but to interre our Brethren,
To houer on the dreadfull Ihore of Stix ? And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome.
Make way to lay them by their Bretheren. Tit. Let it be lo,and let Andronicus

Make this his lateft farewell to their foules.

They open the Tombe. Flourijh.
There greete in filence as the dead are wont, Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Tombe.
And fleepe in peace, flaine in your Countries warres : In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes,
O facred receptacle of my ioyes, Romes readied Champions,repofe you heere in reft,
Sweet Cell of vertue and Noblitie, Secure from worldly chaunces and miihaps :
How many Sonnes of mine haft thou in ftore, Heere lurks no Treafon, heere no enuie fwels,
That thou wilt neuer render to me more ? Heere grow no damned grudges, heere are no ftormes,

Luc. Giue vs the proudeft prifoner of the Gothes, No noyfe, but lilence and Eternall fleepe,
That we may hew his limbes, and on a pile In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes.
Ad manus fratrum, facrifke his fleih :
Before this earthly prifon of their bones, Enter Lauinia.
That fo the fhadowes be not vnappeas'd,
Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth. Laui. In peace and Honour,liue Lord Titui long,

Tit. I glue him you,the Nobleft that Suruiues, My Noble Lord and Father, liue in Fame :
The eldeft Son of this diftreffed Queene. Loe at this Tombe my tributane teares,

£vm. Stay Romaine Bretheren, gracious Conqueror, I render for my Bretherens Obfequies:
Victorious Titus,rue the teares I fhed, And at thy feete I kneele, with teares of ioy
A Mothers teares in paffion for her fonne : Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome.
And if thy Sonnes were euer deere to thee, O blefTe me heere with thy victorious hand,
Oh thinke my fonnes to be as deere to mee. Whofe Fortune Romes belt Citizens applau'd.
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome Ti. Kind Rome,
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returne That haft thus louingly referu'd
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart,
But muft my Sonnes be flaughtred in the ftreetes, Lauinia liue, out-liue thy Fathers dayes :
For Valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? And Fames eternall date for vertues praife.
O ! If to fight for King and Common-weale, Marc. Long liue Lord Titut, my beloued brother,
Were piety in thine, it is in thefe : Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome.
Andronicui,&.iw\z not thy Tombe with blood. Tit. Thankes'Gentle Tribune,
Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods? Noble brother Marcus.
Draw neere them then in being merCifull. Mar. And welcome! Nephews from fucceffull wars,
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, You that furuiue and you that fleepe in Fame :
Thrice Noble TWaj, fpare my firft borne fonne. Faire Lords your Fortunes are all alike in all,

Tit. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords.
Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes beheld But fafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe,
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren flaine, That hath afpir'd to Salons Happines,
Religioufly they aske a facrifice : And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed.
To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, Tittu Androniciu,) thepeopleof Rome,
T'appeafe their groaning fhadowes that are gone. Whofe friend in iuftice thou haft euer bene,

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight, Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft,
And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood, This Palliament of white and fpotleile Hue,
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane confum'd. And name thee in Election for the Empire,

With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sonnes :
Exit Sonnes with Alarbui. Be Candida! us then, and put it on,

Tamo. O cruell irreligious piety. And helpe to fet a head on headlefTe Rome.
Chi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous1? Tit. A better head her Glorious body fits,
Dem. Oppofe me Scythia to ambitious Rome, Then his that fhakes for age and feeblenefTe:

What
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The Tragedie of 'Titus ̂Andronlcus. 33
What fliould I d'on this Robe and trouble you, Satu. Thankes Noble Titus, Father of my life,
Be chofen with proclamations to day, How proud I am of thee,and of thy gifts
To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life, Rome {hall record,and when I do forget
And fet abroad new bufinefTe for you all. The leaft of thefe vnfpeakable Deferts,
Rome I haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, Romans forget your Fealtie to me.
And led my Countries ftrength fuccefTefully, Tit. Now Madam are your prifoner to an Emperour,
And buried one and twenty Valiant Sonnes, To him that for you Honour and your State,
Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, Will vfe you Nobly and your followers.
In right and Seruice of their Noble Countrie : Satu. A goodly Lady, truft me of the Hue
Giue me a ftaffe of Honour for mine age, That I would choofe, were I to cboofe a new :
But not a Scepter to controule the world, Cleerevp Faire Queene that cloudy countenance,
Vpright he held it Lords, that held it hft. Though chance of warre

Mar. Titus, thou flult obtaine and aske the Emperie. Hath wrought this change of cheere,
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune can'ft thou tell? Thou com'ft not to be made a fcorne in Rome :
Titus. Patience Prince Saturninui. Princely fhall be thy vfage euery way.
Sat. Romaines do me right. Reft on my word, and let not difcontent

Patricians draw your Swords ,andiheath them not Daunt all your hopes : Madam he comforts you,
Till Saturnittiu be Romes Emperour : Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes r*
Andronkus would thou wert fliipt to hell, Lauinia you are not difpleai'd with this ?
Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. Lau. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie,

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good Warrants thefe words in Princely curtefie.
That Noble minded Ticui meanes to thee. Sat. Thankes fweete Lauinia,Romans let vs goe:

Tit. Content thee Prince, I will reftore to thee RanfomlelTe heere we fet our Prifoners free,
The peoples harts, and weane them from themfelues. Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum.

'Bajs. Androniciu,l do not flatter thee Bafs. Lord Titm by your leaue,this Maid is mine.
But Honour thee,and will doe till I die : Tit. How fir t Are you in earneft then my Lord ?
My Faction if thou ftrengtben with thy Friend ? Bafs. I Noble T;/aa,and refolu'd withall,
I will moft thankefull be,and thankes to men To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right.
Of Noble mindes, is Honourable Meede. Marc. Suumcuiquam, is our Romane luftice,

Tit, People of Rome, and Noble Tribunes heere, This Prince in luftice ceazeth but his owne.
I aske your voyces and your Suffrages, Luc. And that he will and fhall, if Lucius liue.
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicust Tit. Traytors auant, where is the Emperours Guarde ?

Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andronicus, Treafon my Lord, Lauinia is furprii'd.
And Gratulate his iafe returne to Rome, Sat. Surprif'd, by whom ?
The people will accept whom he admits. Bafs. By him that iuftly may

Tit. Tribunes I thanke you,and this fure I make, Beare his BetrotrTd,from all the world away.
That you Create your Emperours eldeft tonne, Mutt. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away,
Lord -Saturnine, whofe Vertues will I hope, And with my Sword He keepe this doore fafe.
Reflect on Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth, Tit. Follow my Lord,and lie foone bring her backe.
And ripen luftice'in this Common-weaie : Mut. My Lord you pafle not heere.
Then if you will eledt by my aduife, Tit. What villaine Boy, bar'ft me my way in Rome ?
Crowne him, and fay : Long Hue our Emperour. Mut. Helpe Lucius helpe. He tyls him.

Mar. An. With Voyces and applaufe of euery fort, Luc. My Lord you are vniuft,and more then fo,
Patricians and Plebeans we Create In wrongfull quarrell, you haue flaine your fon.
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperour. Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes of mine,
And fay, Long Hue our Emperour Saturnine. My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me.

A long Flourijb till they come dotvne. Traytor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour.
Satu. Titus Andromcus, for thy Fauours done, Luc. Dead if you will, but not to be his wife,

To vs in our Election this day, That is anothers lawfull promift Loue.
I giue thee thankes in part of thy Deferts,
And will with Deeds requite thy gentleneffe : Enter aloft the Emperour tvitb Tamora and her tiro
And for an Onfet Titus to aduance fonnes,and Aaron the Mi-ore.
Thy Name, and Honorable Familie, Empe. No 77rz«,no,the Emperour needs her not,
Lauinia will I make my Empreffe, Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke :
RomesRoyall Miftris,Miftris of my hart He truft by Leifure him that mocks me once.
And in the Sacred Pathan her efpoufe : Thee neuer : nor thy Trayterous haughty fonnes,
Tell me Andronicus doth this motion pleafe thee f Confederates all, thus to diihonour me.

Tit. It doth my worthy Lord,and in this match,. Was none in Rome to make a ftale
I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus
And heere in light of Rome, to Saturnine, Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud bragge of thine,
King and Commander of our Common-weale, That faid'ft,! beg'd the Empire at thy hands'
The Wide-worlds Emperour, do I Confecrate, Tit. O monftrous,what reproachfull words are thefe ?
My Sword,my Chariot,and my Prilbnerss, Sat. But goe thy waves,goe giue that changing peece,
Prelents well Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord : To him that flouriiht for her with his Sword :
Receiue them then, the Tribute that I owe, A Valliant fonne in-law thou ihalt enioy :
Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my feete. One,fit to bandy with thy lawleffe Sonnes,

To
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34 T'he T^ragedie of Titus ̂ ndronicus.
To ruffle in the Commow-wealth of Rome. l.Sonne. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeake.

Tit. Thefe words are Razors to my wounded hart. Tit. Speake thou no more if all the reft will fpeede.
Sat. And therefore louely Tamora Queene of Gothes, <3VLar. Renowned Titus more then halfe my foule.

That like the {lately Thebe mong'ft her Nimphs Luc. Deare Father, foule and fubftance of vs all.
Doft ouer-fhine the Gallant'ft Dames of R ome, <^Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre
If thou be pleaf'd with this my fodaine choyfe, His Noble Nephew heere in vertues neft,
Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, That died in Honour and Lauinia's caufe.
And will Create thee EmprelTe of Rome. Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarous:
Speake Queene of Goths doft thou applau'd my choyfe ? The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, That flew himfelfe : And Laertes fonne,
Sith Prieft and Holy-water are fo neere, Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals :
And Tapers burne fo bright, and euery thing Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy,
In readines for Hymentuf ftand, Be bar'd his entrance heere.
I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, Tit. Rife Marcus,rife,
Or clime my Pallace,till from forth this place, The difmalPft day is this that ere I faw,
I leade efpouf'd my Bride along with me, To be di (honored by my Sonnes in Rome :

Tamo. And heere in fight of heauen to Rome I fweare, Well,bury him,and bury me the next.
If Saturnine aduance the Qi^een of Gothes, They put him in the Tombe.
Shee will a Hand-maid be to his defnes, Luc. There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy
A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. Till we with Trophees do adorne thy Tombe. (friends

Satur. Afcend Faire Qeene, They all fyeele and Jay.
Panthean Lords, accompany No man med teares for Noble Mutius,
Your Noble Emperour and his louely Bride, He lines in Fame, thatdi'd in vertues caufe. Exit.
Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturnine, Mar. My Lord to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps,
Whofe wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered, How comes it that the fubtile Queene of Gothes,
There fhall we Confummate our Spoufall rites. Is of a fodaine thus aduanc'd in Rome ?

Exeunt omnes. Ti. I know not Marcus : but I know it is,
Tit. I am not bid to waite vpon this Bride: (Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can tell,

Titui when wer't thou wont to walke alone, Is /he not then beholding to the man,
Difhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs? That brought her for this high good turne fo farre ?

Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate.
Enter <Jlfarcus and Titus Sonnes.

Flour ijh.
Mar O Titus fee ! O fee what thou haft done! Enter the Emperor, Tamora, and her n?o fans, frith the Moore

In a bad quarrell ,flaine a Vertuous fonne. at one doore. Enter at the other doore 'Bajsianas and
Tit. No foolifh Tribune.no : No fonne of mine, Lauinia irith others.

Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed, Sat. So Bafsianus,you haue plaid your prize,
That hath difhonoured all our Family, God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride.
Vnworthy brother, and vnworthy Sonnes. Bajs. And you of yours my Lord : I fay no more,

Luci. But let vs giue him buriall as becomes : Nor wifh no leffe,and io I take my leaue.
Giue <^futius buriall with our Bretheren. Sat. Traytor,if Rome haue law, or we haue power,

Tit. Traytors away,he reft's not in this Tombe : Thou and thy Faction fhall repent this Rape.
This Monument fiue hundreth yeares hath flood, 'Bafs. Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafe my owne,
Which I haue Sumptuoufly re-edified : My true betrothed Loue, and now my wife.?
Heere none but Souldiers,and Romes Seruitors, But let the lawes of Rome determine all,
Repofe in Fame : None bafely flaine in braules, Meane while I am poffeft of that is mine.
Bury him where you can, he comes not heere. Sat. 'Tis good fir : you are very fhort with vs,

Mar. My Lord this is impiety in you, But if we liue, weele be as fharpe with you.
My Nephew <&futius deeds do plead for him, Bafs. My Lord, what I haue done as beft I may,
He muft be buried with his bretheren. Anfwere I muft, and fhall do with my life,

Titus two Sonnes fpeafys. Onely thus much I giue your Grace to know,
And fhall,or him we will accompany. By all the duties that I owe to Rome,

Ti. And fhall I What villaine was it fpake that word f This Noble Gentleman Lord Titus heere,
Titus fonne fpeafyes. Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd,

He that would vouch'd it in any place but heere. That in the refcue of Lauinia,
Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight? With his owne hand did flay his youngeft Son,

Mar. No Noble T//aj,but intreat of thee, In zeale to you, and highly mou'd to wrath.
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. To be controul'd in that he frankly gaue :

Tit. Marcus, Euen thou haft ftroke vpon my Creft, Receiue him then to fauour Saturnine,
And with thefe Boyes mine Honour thou haft wounded, That hath expre'ft himfelfe in all his deeds,
My foes I doe repute you euery one. A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome.
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. Tit. Prince Bafsianus leaue to plead my Deeds,

l.Sonne. He is not himfelfe,let vs withdraw. 'Tis thou, and thofe, that haue difhonoured me,
z.Sonne. Not I tell Mutius bones be buried. Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge,

The 'Brother and the Jonnes fyeele. How I haue lou'd and Honour'd Saturnine.
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plea'd. Tarn. My worthy Lord if euer Tamora,

Were
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Were gracious in thofe Princely eyes of thine, I would not part a Batchellour from the Prieft.
Then heare me fpeake indifferently for all : Come, if the Emperours Court can feaft two Brides,
And at my fute ( fweet) pardon what is paft. You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends :

Satu. What Madam, be difhonoured openly, This day/hall be a Loue-day Tamora.
And bafely put itvp without veuenge ? Tit. To morrow and it pleafe your Maieftie,

Tarn. Not fo my Lord, To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me,
The Gods of Rome for-tend, With home and Hound,
I fhould be Authour to difhonouryou. Weele giue your Grace Bon ioiir.
But on mine honour dare, I vndertake Satur. Be it fo Titus,and Gramercy to. Exeunt.
For good Lord Titus innocence in all :
Whofe fury not diffembled fpeakes his griefes :
Then at my fute looke gracioufiy on him,
Loofe not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, Affus Secunda.
Nor with fowre lookes afflict his gentle heart.
My Lord, be rul'd by me, be wonne at laft,
Diffemble all your griefes and di Icon tents,
You are but newly planted in your Throne, Flour ijh. Enter Aaron alo,
Leaft then the people, and Patricians too,
Vpon a iuft furuey take Titut part, Aron, Now climbeth Tamora Olympus toppe,
And fo fupplant vs for ingratitude, Safe out of Fortunes /hot, and fits aloft,
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin ne. Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flaftl,
Yeeld at intreats, and then lef me alone : Aduanc'd about pale enuies threatning reach:
He finde a day to maffdcre them all, As when the goldenSunne falutes the morne,
And race their faction,and their familie, And hauing gilt the Ocean with hisbeames,
The cruell Father, and his trayt'rous fonnes, Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliftering Coach,
To whom I fued for my deare fonnes life. And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills:
And make them know what 'tis to let a Queene. So] Tamora i
Kneele in the ftreetes,and beg for grace in vaine. Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite,
Come, come,fweet Emperour, (come Andronicus} And vertue ftoopes and trembles at her frowne.
Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, Then Aaron arme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts,
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frowne. To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris,

King. Rife Titles,rife, And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long
My Empreffe hath preuail'd. Haft prifoner held, fettred in amorous chaines,

Titus. I thanke your Maieftie, And fafter bound to Aarons charming eyes,
And her my Lord. Then is Prometbeui ti'de to Caucafus.
Thefe words,thefe lookes, Away with fljuifh weedes,and idle thoughts,
Infufe new life in me. I will be bright and fhine in Pearle and Gold,

Tamo. Titus,1 am incorparate in Rome, To waite vpon this new made Empreffe.
A Roman now adopted happily. To waite faid I 4 To wanton with this Queene,
And muft aduife the Emperour for his good, This Goddeffe, this Semerimis, this Queene,
This day all quarrels die Andronicus. This Syren,that will charme Romes Saturnine,
And let it be mine honour good my Lord, And fee his ihipwracke,and his Common weales.
That I haue reconcil'd your friends and you. Hollo, what ftorme is this?
For you Prince Bajsianus,\ haue paft Enter Chiron and Demetrius brauing.
My word and promife to the Emperour, Dem. Chiron thy yeres wants wit, thy wit wants edge
That you will be more milde and tractable. And manners to intru'd where I am grac'd,
And feare not Lords : And may for ought thou know'ft affected be.
And you Lauinia, Chi. Demetrius,thoa doo'ft ouer-weene in all,
By my aduife all humbled on your knees, And fo in this, to beare me downe with braues,
You ihall aske pardon of his Maieftie. 'Tis not the difference ofayeere or two

Son. We doe, Makes me lefie gracious,or thee more fortunate:
And vow to heauen, and to his Highnes, I am as able,and as fit,as thou,
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, To ferue,and to deferue my Miftris grace,
Tendring our fifters honour and our owne. And that my fword vpon thee fhall approue,

Mar. That on mine honour heere I do proteft. And plead my paffions for Lamina's loue.
King. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. Aron,Clubs, clubs, thefe louers will not keep the peace.
Tamora. Nay, nay, Dem. Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduifed)

Sweet Emperour, we muft all be friends, Gaue you a daunfing Rapier by your fide,
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, Are you fo drfperate growne to threat your friends?
I will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. Goe too : haue your Lath glued within your fheath,

King. Marcus, Till you know better how to handle it.
For thy fake and thy brothers heere, Cbi. Meane while fir, with the little skill I haue,
And at my louely Tamora's intreats, Full well fhalt thou perceiue how much I dare.
I doe remit thefe young mens haynous faults. Demc. I Boy,grow ye fo braue ? They drave.
Stand vp : Lauinia, though you left me like a churle, Aron. Why hsw now Lords?
J found a friend, and fure as death I fware, So nere the Emperours Pallace dare you draw, And
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And maintaine fuch a quarrell openly? That what you cannot as you would atcheiue,
Full well I wote, the ground of all this grudge. You muft perforce accompli/h as you may:
I would not for a. million of Gold, Take this of me,Lucrece was not more chaft
The caufe were knowne to them it moft concernes. Then this Lauinia, Bajsiamti loue,
Nor would your noble mother for much more A fpeedier courfe this lingring langui/hment
Be fo di/honored in the Court of Rome : Muft we purfue, and 1 haue found the path :
For /name put vp. My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand.

Deme. Not I, till I haue /heath'd There will the louely Roman Ladies troope :
My rapier in his bofome,and withall The Forreft walkes are wide and fpacious,
Thruft thefe reprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, And many vnfrequented plots there are,
That he hath breath'd in my dishonour heere. Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie :

Chi. For that 1 am prepar'd, and full refolu'd, Single you thither then this dainty Doe,
Foule fpoken Coward, And ftrike her home by force, if not by words:
That thundreft with thy tongue, This way or not at all, fland you in hope.
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft performe. Come, come, our EmpreiTe with her facred wit

Aron. A way I fay. To villainie and vengance confecrate,
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, Will we acquaint with all that we intend,
This pretty brabble will vndoo vs all : And /he (hall file our engines with aduife,
Why Lords,and thinke you not how dangerous That will not fuffer you to fquare your /elues,
It is to fet vpon a Princes right ? But to your wi/hes height aduance you both.
What is Lauinia then become fo loofe, The Emperours Court is like the houfe of Fame,
Or Bafiianiu fo degenerate, The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, of eares:
That tor her loue fuch quarrels may be broacht, The Woods are ruthlefle, dreadtull,deafe, and dull :
Without controulement, luftice, or reuenge ? There fpeake,and ftrike braue Boyes, & take your turnes.
Young Lords beware, and /hould the EmprefTe know, There ferue your lufts, /hadow'd from heauens eye,
This difcord ground,the muficke would not pleafe. And reuell in Lauinia 's Treafur ie.

Cbi. I care not I, knew /he and all the world, Cbi. Thy counfellLad fmells of no cowardife.
I loue Lauinia more then all the world. 'Deme. Sy ftuaut nefai , till I finde the ftreames,

Demet. Youngling, To coole this heat, a Charme to calme their fits,
Learne thou to make fome meaner choife, Per Stigia per manes Vehor. Exeunt.
Lauinia is thine elder brothers hope.

Aron. Why are ye mad ? Or know ye not in Rome, Enter Titus Androniciu and his three fonnes , making a noyje
How furious and impatient they be, "with bounds and homes, and t
And cannot brooke Competitors in loue ?
I tell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths, Tit. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray,
By this deuife. The fields are fragranr, and the Woods are greene,

Cbi. Aaron,a thoufand deaths would I propofe, Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay,
To atchieue her whom I do loue. And wake the Emperour, and his louely Bride,

Aron. Toatchtiue her,how? And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunte rs peale,
Deme. Why,mak'ft thou it fo ftrange ? That all the Court may eccho with the noyfe.

Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours,
Shee is a woman, therfore may be wonne, To attend the Emperours perfon carefully:
Shee is Lauinia there/ore muft be lou'd. I haue bene troubled in my fleepe this night,
What man, more water glided* by the Mill But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd.
Then wots the Miilerof, and eafie it is
Of a cut loafe to fteale a /hiue we know : ff^inde Homes.
Though 'SafsiatiM be the Emperours brother, Heere a cry of bounties, and irinde hornes in a peale, then
Better then he haue worne Vulcans badge, Enter Saturninus , Tamora ,1SaJJianus , Lauinia, Chiron, De-

Aron, I, and as good as Saturnitu may. metrius, and their Attendants.
Deme. Then why /hould he difpaire that knowes to

With words, faire lookes, and liberality: (court it Ti. Many good morrowes to your Maieftie, "J
What halt not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, Madam to you as many and as good.
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe 9 I promifed your Grace, a Hunters peale.

Aron. Why then it feemes fome.certaine fnatch or fo Satur. And you haue rung it luftily my Lords,
Would ferue your turnes. Somewhat to earely for sew married Ladies.

Chi. I fo the turne were ferued. '"Bafs. Lauinia, how fay you ?
Deme. Aaron thou haft hit it. Laui. I fay no :
Aron. Would you had hit it too, I haue bene awake two houres and more.

Then /hould not we be tir'd with this adoo : Satur. Come on then, horfe and Chariots letvs haue,
Why harke yee, harke yee, aud are you fuch fooles, And to our fport : Madam, now /hall ye fee,
To fquare for this ? Would it offend you then ? Our Romaine hunting.

Chi. Faith not me. Mar. I haue dogges my Lord,
Deme. Nor me, fo I were one. Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe,
Aron. For /hame be friends, & ioyne for that you iar : And clime the highe/l P omontary top.

'Tis pollicie, and ftratageme muft doe Tit. And I haue horfe will follow where the game
That you affedt, and fo muft you refolue, Makes way, and runnes likes Swallowes ore . the plaine

T>eme. Chiron
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Deme. Chiron we hunt not we, with Horfe nor Hound Vnfurniiht of our well befeeming troope ?

But hope to plucke a dainty Doe to ground^ Exeunt Or is it Dian habited like her,
Enter Aaron alone. Who hath abandoned her holy Groues,

Aron. He that had wit, would thinke that I had none, To fee the generall Hunting in thisForreft ?
To bury fo much Gold vnder a Tree, Tamo. Sawcie controuler of our priuate fteps:
And neuer after to inherit it. Had I the power, that fome fay Dian had,
Let him that thinks of me fo abiedly, Thy Temples ihould be planted prefently.
Know that this Gold muft coine a ftratageme, With Homes, as was AEteons, and the Hounds
Which cunningly effected, will beget Should driue vpon his new transformed limbes,
A very excellent jjeece of villany : Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art.
And fo repofe fweet Gold for their vnreft, Laui. Vnder your patience gentle Emprefle,
That haue their Almes out of the EmprefTe Chert. 'Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in Horning,

Snter 1 amor a to the Moore. And to be doubted ,that your Moore and you
Tamo. My louely Aaron, Are fingled forth to try experiments:

Wherefore look'ft thou fad, loue fheild your husband from his Hounds to day,
When euery thing doth make a Gleefull boaft ? 'Tis pitty they ihould take him for a Stag.
The Birds chaunt melody on euery bufh, BaJJl. Beleeue me Queene, your Iwarth Cymerion,
The Snake lies rolled' in the chearefull Sunne, Doth make your Honour of his bodies Hue,
The greene leaues quiuer.with the cooling winde, Spotted,detefted. and abhominable.
And make a cheker'd fliadow on the ground : Why are you fequeftred from all your traine ?
Vnder their fweete fiizde,^Aaron let vs fit, Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed,
And whil'ft the babling Eccho mock's the Hounds, And wandred hither to an obfcure plot,
Replying fhrilly to the well tun'd-Hornes, Accompanied with a barbarous Moore,
As if a double hunt were heard at once, If foule delire had not conducted you?
Let vs fit downe, and marke their yelping noyfe: Laui. And being intercepted i n your fport,
And after conflict, fuch as was fuppo&'d. Great reafon that my Noble Lord, be rated
The wandring Prince and Dido once enioy'd, For Saucinefle, I pray you let vs hence,
When with a happy ftorme they were furpris'd, And let her ioy her Rauen coloured loue,
And Curtain'd with a Counfaile-keeping Caue, This valley fits the purpofe pafling well.
We may each wreathed in the others armes, Bajji. The King my Brother fhall haue notice of this.
(Our paftimes done) poffefle a Golden /lumber, Laui. I, for thefe flips haue made him noted long,
Whiles Hounds and Homes, and fweet Melodious Birds Good King, to be fo mightily abufed.
Be vnto vs, as is a Nurfes Song Tamora. Why I haue patience to endure all this?
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe afleepe. Enter Chiron and Demetritu.

Aron. Madame, 'Dem. How now deere Soueraigne
Though Venus gouerne your defires, And our gracious Mother,
Saturne i s Dominator ouer mine : Why doth your Highnes looke fo pale and wan?
What fignifies my deadly ftanding eye, Tamo. Haue I not reafon thinke you to looke pale.
My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholic, Thefe two haue tic'd me hither to this place,
My fleece of Woolly haire, that now vncurles, A barren, detefted vale you fee it is.
Euen as an Adder when fhe doth vnrowle The Trees though Sommer,yet forlorne and leane,
To do fome fatall execution ? Ore-come with Mode,and balefull Miflelto.
No Madam, thefe are no Veneriall fignes, Heere neuer fhines the Sunne, heere nothing breeds,
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, Vnlefle the nightly Owle,or fatall Rauen :
Blood, and reuenge, are Hammering in my head. And when they (hew'd me this abhorred pit,
Harke Tamora, the Empreffe of my Soule, They told me heere at dead time of the night,
Which neuer hopes more heauen , then refts in thee, A thoufand Fiends,a thoufand hilling Snakes^
This is the day of Doome for Bajiianiu; Ten thouland fwelling Toades,as many: Vrchins,
His Thilomel mafi. loofe her tongue to day, Would make fuch fearefull and confufed-cries,
Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaftity, As any mortall body hearing it,
And wa/h their hands in Bajfiamu blood. Should ftraite fall mad,or eUe die fuddenly.
Seeft thou this Letter, take it vp I pray thee, No fooner had they told this hellifli tale,
And giue the King this fatall plotted Scrowle, But ftrait they told me they would bindeme heere,
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied, Vnto the body ofa difmall yew,
Heere comes a parcell of our hopefull Booty, And leaue me to this miferable death.
Which dreads not yet their liues deftruclion. And then they call'd me foule Adulterefle,

Lafciuious Goth, and all the bittereft tearmes

Enter <Baffianui and Lauinia. That euer eare did heare to fuch effect.
And had you not by wondrous fortune come,

Tamo. Ah my fweet This vengeance on me-had they executed :
Sweeter to me then life. Reuenge it,as you loue your Mothers life,

Aron. No more great Emprefle, Baffiantu comes, Or be ye not henceforth cal'd my Children,
Be crolTe with him, and lie goe fetch thy Sonnes 'Dem. This is a witnefle that I am thy Sonne.Jiab him.
To backe thy quarrell what fo ere they be. Chi. And this for me,

Bajfi- Whom haue we heere? Strook home to fhew my ftrength.
Romes Royall Emprefle, Laui. I come Semeratnis, nay Barbarous Tamora.
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. Deme. A way,

Tarn. Giue me thy poyniard, you tful know my boyes For thou haft ftaid vs heere too long.
Your Mothers hand /hall right your Mothers wrong. Lauinia. No Garace,

Deme. Stay Madam heere is more belongs to her, No womanhood ? Ah beaftly creature,
Firft thrafli the Corne, then after burne the ftraw : The blot and enemy to our general! name,
This Minion ftood vpon her chaftity,
Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her loyaltie. 

Confufion fall 

Cbi. Nay then He ftop your mouth
And with that painted hope,braues your Mightineffe, Bring thou her husband,'
And fhall /he carry this vnto her graue ? This is the Hole where Aaron bid vs hide him.

Chi. And if/he doe, Tarn. Farewell my Sonnes,fee that )iou make her fure,
I would I were an Eunuch, Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed,
Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole, Till all the Andronici be made away:
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luft. Now will I hence to feeke my louely Moore,

Tamo. But when ye haue the hony we defire, And let my fpleenefull Sonnes this Trull defloure. Exit.
Let not this Wafpe out-liue vs both to fting.

Cbir. 1 warrant you Madam we will make that fure: Enter Aaron with two ofTiluf Sonnes.
Come Miftris, now perforce we will enioy, Aron. Come on my Lords, the better foote before,
That nice-pveferued honefty of yours. Straight will I bring you to the lotbfome pit.

Laui. Oh Tamora, thou bear'ft a woman face. Where I efpied the Panther faft afleepe.
Tamo, I will not heire her fpeake,away with her. Quin. My fight is very dull what ere it bodes.
Laui. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word . Marti. And mine I prumife you, were it not for /hame,
De-met. Liften faire Madam,let it be your glory Well could I leaue our fport to fleepe a while.

To fee her teares, but be your hart to them, S^ui". What art thou fallen ?
As vnrelenting flint to drops ofraine. What fubtile Hole is this,
Laui. When did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? Whofe mouth is couered with Rude growing Briers,

O doe not learne her wrath,/he taught it thee, Vpon whofe leaues are drops of new-ihed-blood,
The milke thou fuck'ft from her did turne to Marble, As fre/h as mornings dew diftil'd on flowers,
Euen at thy Teat thou had'ft thy Tyranny, A very fatall place it feemes to me:
Yet euery Mother breeds not Sonnes alike, Speake Brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall t
Do thou intreat her /hew a wom;m pitty. Martiui. Oh Brother,

Gbiro. What, With the difmal'ft obiecl:
Would'ft thou haue me proue my felfe a baftard ? That euer eye with fight made heart lament.

Laui. 'Tis true, Aron. Now will i fetch the King to finde them heere,
The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, That he thereby may haue a likely gefle,
Yet haue I heard,Oh could I finde it now, How thefe were they that made away his Brother.
The Lion mou'd with pitty, did indure Exit Aaron.
To haue his Princely pawes par'd all away. Marti. Why doft not comfort me and helpe me out,
Some fay, that Rauens fofter fbrlorne children, From this vnhallow'd and blood-ftained Hole ?
The whil'ft their owne birds fami/h in their nefts : Quintiu. I am furprifed with an vncouth feare,
Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no, A chilling fweat ore-runs my trembling ioynts,
Nothing fo kind but fomething pittifull. My heart fufpecls more then mine eie can fee.

Tamo. I know not what it meanes.away with her. Marti. To proue thou haft a true diuining heart,
Lauin. Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake, Aaron and thou looke downe into this den,

That gaue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee: And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death.
Be not obdurate,open thy deafe eares. Quintw. Aaron is gone,

Tamo. Had'ft thou in pevfon nere offended me. And my compaffionate heart
Euen for his fake am I pittile/Te: Will not permit mine eyes once to behold
Remember Boyes I powr'd forth teares in vaine, The thing whereat it trembles by furmife :
To faue your brother from the facrifice, Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now
But fierce Andronicui would not relent, Was J a child, to feare I know not what.
Therefore away with her,andvfe her as you will, Marti. Lord '"BaJJlamu lies em brewed heere,
The worfe to her, the better lou'd of me. All on aheape like to the fljughtred Lambe,

Laui. Oh 'Tamora, In this detefted, darke,blood-drinking pit.
Be call'd a gentle Queene, Quin, If it be darke, how dooft thou know 'tis he ?
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, Mart. Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare
For'tis not life that I haue beg'd fo long, A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole :
Poore I was flaine, when Baffianm dy'd, Which like a Taper in /bme Monument,

Tarn. What beg'ft thou then ? fond woman let me go ? Doth fhine vpon the dead mans earthly cheekes,
Laui. 'Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more, And fhewes the ragged intrailes of the pi t:

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : So pale did (hine the Moone on Piramm,
Oh keepe me from their worfe then killing luft, When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden b lood:
And tumble me into fome loathfome pit, O Brother helpe me with thyfainting hand.
Where neuer mans eye may behold my body, If feare hath made thee faint, as mee it hath,
Doe this, and be a charitable murderer. Out of this fell deuouring receptacle,

"Tarn. So fhould I rob my fweet Sonnes of their fee, As hatefull as Ocittu miftie mouth.
No let them fatiffie their luft on thee. Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out,

Or
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Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, Who found this Letter , Tamora was it you ?
I may be pluckt into the f wallowing wombe, Tamora. Andronictti himfelfe did take it vp:
Of" this deepe pit,poore ̂ Bafsianui graue : Tit. I did my Lord,
I haue no ftrength to plucke thee to the brinke. Yet let me be their baile.

MartiuS.Nor I no ftrength to clime without thy help. For by my Fathers reuerent Tombe I vow
Suin . Thy hand once more, I will not loofe againe, They (hall be ready at yout Highnes will,

Till thou art heere aloft, or I beiow, To aniwere their fufpition with their liues.
Thou can'ft not come to me, I come to thee. ^othsfall in. King. Thou (halt not baile them, fee thou follow me:

Some bring the murthered body,fome the murtherers,
Enter the Emperour , Aaron the Let them not fpeake a word, the guilt is plaine,

For by my foule, were there worfe end then death,
Satur. Along with me, He fee what hole is heere, That end vpon them (hould be executed.

And what he is that now is leapt into it. Tamo. Andronuui I will entreat the King,
Say, who art thou that lately did'ft defcend, Feare not thy Sonnes, they /hall do well enough.
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? Tit. Come LUCJM come,

Marti. The vnhappie fonne of old Andronicus, Stay not to talke with them. Exeunt.
Brought hither in a moft vnluckie houre,
To finde thy brother Bafsiamu dead. Enter the EmpreJJe Sonnes,with Lauinia, her hands cut off and

Satur. My brother dead ? I know thou doft but ieft, her tongue cut out, and rauijht.
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge,
Vpon the North-fiJe of this pleafant Chafe, Deme. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake,
'Tis not an houre fince I left him there. Who t'was that cut thy tongue and rauiiht thee.

<JVLarti. We know not where you left him all aliue, Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo,
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead. And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe.

Dem. See how with fignes and tokens file can fcowle.
Enter Tamora, Andronicui,and Lucius . Chi. Goe home,

Call for fweet water, wafh thy hands.
Tamo. Where is my Lord the King ? Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli.
King.Heere Tamora, though grieu'd with killing griefe. And fo let's leaue her to her filent walkes.
Tarn. Where is thy brother Baj'siamu? Chi. And t'were my caufe, I ihould goe hang my felfe.
King Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, TJem. If thou had'rt hands to helpe thee knit the cord.

Poore "\Bafsianui heere lies murthered. Exeunt.
Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ, Winde Homes.

The complot of this timeleffe Tragedie, Enter Mar cui from bunting, to Lauinia.
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, Who is this, my Neece that flies away fo faft?
In pleafmg fmiles fuch murderous Tyrannic. Cofen a word, wheie is your husband ?

She giueth Saturnine a Letter. If I do dreame , would all my wealth would wake me ;
If I doe wake,fome Planet ftrike me downe,

Saturn'mus reads the Letter. That I may (lumber in eternall fleepe.
And if me miffe to meete him banfimely , Speake gentle Neece, what fterne vngentle hands
Sweet huntfman , BaJJlanus 'tis fee means, Hath lopt, and hew'd,anJ made thy body bare
Doe thou Jo much as dig the graue for him, Of her two branches, thofe fweet Ornaments
Thou fyi&tv'Jl cur meaning , looke for thy retvard Whofe circkling ihadowes, Kings haue fought to fleep in
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: And might not gaine fo great a happines
Which ouer-Jhades the mouth of that fame pit : As halfe thy Loue : Why dooft not fpeake to me/
Where toe decreed to bury Baj/ianuss Alas,a Crimfon riuer of warme blood,
Doe thii and purchafe <us thy lafting friends. Like to a bubling fountaine ftir'd with winde,

Doth rife and fill betweene thy Rofed lips,
King. Oh Tamora, was euer heard the like? Comming and going with thy hony breath.

This is the pit, and this the Elder tree, But fure fome Tereia hath defloured thee,
Looke firs, if you can finde the huntfman out, And leaft thou fhould'ft detect them, cut thy tongue.
That fliould haue murthered cBafsianiu heere. Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for flume :

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. And notwithstanding all this loffe of blood,
King. Two of thy whelpes, fell Curs of bloody kind As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts,

Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as Titans face,
Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon, Blufliing to be encountred with a. Cloud,
There let them bide vntill we haue deuis'd Shall I fpeake for thee ? (hall I fay 'tis fo <
Some neuer heard-of tovtering paine for them. Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaft

Tamo. What are they in this pit, That I might raile at him to eafe my mind.
Oh wondrous thing ! Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt,
How eafily murder is difcouered ? Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is.

Tit. High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, Faire "Philomela flie but loft her tongue,
Ibeg this buone, with teares, not lightly /hed, And in a tedious Sampler fowed her minde.
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, But louely Neece, that meane is cut from thee,
Accurfed,if the faults be prou'd in them. A craftier Tereus haft thou met withall,

King. If it be prou'd ? you fee it is apparant, And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off,
dd a That
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That could haue better fowed then Philomel. Who though they cannot anfwere my diftrefle,
Oh had the monfter feene thofe Lilly hands, Yet in fome fort they are better then the Tribunes,
Tremble like Afpen leaues vpon a Lute, For that they will not intercept my tale ;
And make the filken ftrings delight to kifie them, When I doe weepe, they humbly at my feete
He would not then /haue toucht them for his life. Receiue my teares,and ieerne to weepe with me,
Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, And were they but attired in graue weedes,
Whic h that fweet tongue hath made.: Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe.
He would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe, A ftone is as fort waxe,
As Qerberui at the Thracian Poets leete. Tribunes more hard then ftones:
Come, let vs goe,and make thy father blinde, Aftone is filent,and ofFendeth not,
For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death.
One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades, But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawne ?
What, will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes? Lu. To refcue my two brothers from their death,
Doe not draw backe, for we will mourne with thee: For which attempt the ludges haue pronounc'ft
Oh could our mourning eafe thy milery. Exeunt My euerlafting doome of banimment.

77. O happy man, they haue befriended thee :
Why foolifh Luciuf,dofr thou not perceiue
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers ?

Aft us Ter tius. Tigers muft pray, and Rome affords no prey
But me and and mine : how happy art thou then,
From thefe deuourers to be banifhed ?
But who comes with our brother Marciu heere £

Enter the ludges and, Senatours, roith Titui two fonnes bound,
faffing on the Stage, to the f lace of execution, and Titui going Enter Marcus and Lauinia.
before pleading. Mar. Titui,prepare thy noble eyes to weepe,

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breake :
Ti. Heare me graue fathers, noble Tribunes flay, I bring confuming forrow to thine age.

For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was fpent Ti. Will it confume me ? Let me fee it then.
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely flept: <3lfar. This was thy daughter..
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell fhed, Ti. Why Marcm fo fhe is.
For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, Luc. Aye me this obie£t kils me.
And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee, 77. Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vpon her,
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, Speake Lauinia, what accurfed hand
Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, Hath made thee handleffe in thy Fathers figJit?
Whole foules is not corrupted as 'tis thought : What foole hath added water to the Sea ?
For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy f
Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed. My griefe was at the height before thou cam'ft,

AndronicuA lyeth downe,and the ludges pajje by him. And now like Nylui it difdaineth bounds:
For thefe, Tribunes,in the duft I write Giue me a fword,lle chop off my hands too,
My harts deepe languor, and my foules fad teares : For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine :
Let my teares ftanch the earths drie appetite. And they haue nur'ft this woe,
My fonnes fweet blood, will make it fhame and blufh: In feeding life :
O earth! I will be friend thee more with raine. Exeunt In booteleffe prayer haue they bene held vp,
That fhall, diftill from thefe two ancient ruines, And they haue feru'd me to effeclleffe vie.
Then youthful! Aprill fhall with all his fhowres Now all the feruice I require of them,
In fummers drought: He drop vpon thee ftill, Is that the one will helpe to cut the other :
In Winter with warme teares lie melt the fnow, 'Tis well La«f«/a,that thou haft no hands,
And keepe erernall fpring time on thy face, For hands to do Rome feruice,is but vaine.
So thou refufe to drinke my deare fonnes blood. Luci. Speake gentle lifter, who hath martyr'd thee?

Mar. O that delightfull engine, of her thoughts,.
Enter LuciM, with his weapon dratvne. That blab'd them with fuch pleafing eloquence,

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage,
Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, Where like a fweet mellodius bird it fung,
Vnbinde my fonnes,reuerfe the doome of death, Sweet varied notes inchanting euery eare.
And let me fay(that neuer wept before) Luci. Oh fay thou for her,
My teares are now preualing Oratours. Who hath done this deed f

Lu. Oh noble father,you lament in vaine, Marc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke,
The Tribunes heare not, no man is by, Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare
And you recount your forrowes to a ftone. That hath receiude fome vnrecuring wound.

Ti. Ah Luciui for thy brothers let me plead, Tit. It was my Deare,
Graue Tribunes, once more I intreat of you. And he that wounded her,

Lu. My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpeake. Hath hurt me more, then had he kild me dead :
77. Why'tis no matter man, if they did heare. For now J Hand .as one vpon a Rocke,

They would not rnarke me:oh if they did heare Inuiron'd with a wilderneiTe of Sea.
They would not pitty me. Who markes the waxing tide,
Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the (tones. Grow waue by waue,
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Expecting euer when fome enuious fur^e, Ti. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron.
Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. Did euer Rauen fmg fo like a Larke,
This way to death my wretched formes are gone: That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ?
Heere ftands my other forme, a banifht man, With all my heart, He fend the Emperour my hand,
And heere my brother weeping at my woes. Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off?
But that which giues my foule the greateft fpurne, Lu. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine,
Is deeie Lauinia, deerer then my foule. That hath throwne downe fo many enemies,
Had I but feene thy picture in this plight, Shall not be lent : my hand will ferue the turne,
It would haue madded me. What (hall I doe? My youth can better fpare my blood then you,
Now I behold thy liuely body fo ? And therfore mine (hall faue my brothers liues.
Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares, Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome,
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : And rear'd aloft the bloody Battleaxe,
Thy husband he is dead, and for his death Writing deftruclion on the enemies Caftk i
Thy brothers are condemn'd,and dead by this. Oh none of both but are of high defert:
Looke Marcus,ah fonneLucius looke on her : My hand hath bin but idle, let it ferue
When I did name her brothers, then fre(h teares To ranfome my two nephewes from their death,
Stood on her cheekes,as doth the hony dew, Then haue I kept it to a worthy end.
Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered., Moore. Nay come agree, whofe hand (hallgoe along

Mar. Perchance (he weepes becaufe they kil'd her For feare they die before their pardon come.
husband, i^Mar. My hand (hall goe.
Perchance becaufe (he knowes him innocent. Lu. By heauen it (hall not goe.

Ti. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, Ti. Sirs ftriue no more, fuch withered hearbs as thefe
Becaufe the law hath tane reuenge on them. Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine.
No, no, they would not doe fo foule a deede, Lu. Sweet Father, if I (hall be thought thy fonne,
Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes. Let me redeeme my brothers both from death.
Gentle Lauinia let me kifle thy lips, Mar. And for our fathers fake, and mothers care,
Or make fome (ignes how I may do thee eafe : Now let me (hew a brothers Loue to thee.
Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius, Ti. Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand.
And thou and I (it round about fome Fountaine, Lu. Then He goe fetch an Axe.
Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes Mar. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt
How they are (tain'd in meadowes, yet not dry Ti. Come hither Aaron,He deceiue them both,
With miery (lime left on them by a flood : Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine,
And in the Fountaine (hall we gaze fo long, zftfoore. If that be cal'd deceit, I will be honeft,
Till the frefli tafte be taken from that cleerenes, And neuer whil'ft I liue deceiue men fo :
And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? But lie deceiue you in another fort,
Or (hall we cut away our hands like thine ? And that you'l fay ere halfe an houre pafle.
Or (hall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe (hewes
Paffe the remainder of our hatefull dayes ? He cuts off Titus band.
What (hall we doe f Let vs that haue our tongues
Plot fome deuLfe of further miferies Enter Lucius and Marcus againe.
To make vs wondred at in time to come.

Lu. Sweet Father ceafe your teares, for at your griefe Ti, Now ftay you ftrife, what fhall be,is difpatchti:
See how my wretched (ifter (obs and weeps. Good Aron giue his Maieftie me hand,

Mar. Patience deere Neece, good Titus drie thine Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
eyes. From thoufand dangers : bid him bury it:

Ti. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother well I wot, More hath it merited : That let it haue.
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, As for for my fonnes,iay I account of them,
For thou poore man haft drown'd it with thine owne. As iewels purchaft at an eafie price,

Lu. Ah my Lauinia I will wipe thy cheekes. And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne.
Ti Marke Marcus marke, I vnderftand her (ignes, Aron. I goe Andron'icus, and for thy hand,

Had (he a tongue to (peake, now would (he fay- Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee :
That to her brother which I faid to thee. Their heads I meane : Oh how this villany
His Napkin with hertrue teares all bewet, Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it.
Can do no feruice on her forrowfull cheekes. Let fooles doe good, and faire men call for grace,
Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this! Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face. Exit.
As farre from helpe as Limbo is from bliffe, Ti. O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen,

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth,
Enter Aron the Moore alone. If any power pitties wretched teares,

To that I call : what wilt thou kneele with me £

Moore. Titus. Andronicus,my Lord the Emperour, Doe then deare heart, for heauen (hall heare our prayers,
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dimme,
Let Marcus,Lucius,or thy felfe old Titus, And ftaine the Sun with fogge as fomtime cloudes,
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, When they do hug him in their melting bofomes.
And fend it to the King:he for the fame, Mar. Oh brother fpeake with poffibilities,
Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue, And do not breake into thefe deepe extreames.
And that (hall be the ranfome for their fault. Ti. Is not my forrow deepe, hauing no bottome "?
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Then be my paffions bottomleffe with them. And in this hand the other will I beare.

Mar. But yet let reafon gouerne thy lament. And Lauinia thou (halt be employd in thefe things :Titut. If there were reafon for thefe miferies, Beare thou my hand fweet wench betweene thy teeth :
Then into limits could I binde my woes : As for thee boy, goe get thee from my light,
When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow f Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay,
If the windes rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, Hie to the Gttbes, and raife an army there,
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoine face ? And if you loue me, as I thinke you due,And wilt thou haue a reafon for this coile ? Let's kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. &.<eunt.
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow : Manet Lucius.
Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth :
Then muft my Sea be moued with her fighes, Luci. Farewell Androntcta my noble Father :Then muft my earth with her continual! teares, The woful'ft man that euer liu'd in Rome :Become a deluge : ouerflow'd and drown'd :
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, Farewell proud Rome, til Lucius come againe,
But like a drunkard muft I vomit them: Heloues his pledges dearer then his life :
Then glue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaue, Farewell Lauinia my noble filter,
To eafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene,

1 But now, nor Lucius nor Lauinia liues
Enter a meffenger with two heads and a hand. But in obliuion and hateful griefes :If Lucius hue, he will requit your wrongs,

Me//". Worthy Andronlcui, ill art thou repaid, And make proud Saturnine and his EmpreffeFor that good hand thou fentft the Emperour : Beg at the gates likes Tarcjuin and his Queene.
Heere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes. Now will I to the Gothes and raife a power,
And heeres thy hand in (come to thee fent backe : To be reueng'd on Rome and Saturnine. Exit Lucius
Thy griefes, their fports : Thy refolution mockt ,
That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, A Ena^et.

More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit. Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lauinia, and the Boy.
Marc. Now let hot ^Etna coole in Cicilie,

And be my heart an euer-burning hell : <An. So,fo, now fit, and looke you eate no more
Thefe miferies are more then may be borne. Then will preferue iuft fo much ftrength in vs
To weepe with them that weepe, doth eafe fome deale, As will reuenge thefe bitter woes of ours.
But furrow flouted at, is double death. Marcus vnknit that forrow-wreathen knot :

Luct. Ah that this fight (hould make fo deep a wound, Thy Neece and I ( poore Creatures ) want our hands
And yet detefted life not (hrinke thereat : And cannot paffionate our tenfold griefe,
That euer death fhould let life beare his name, With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine,
Where life hath no more intereft but to brejth. Is left to tirranize vppon my breaft.

Mar. Alas poore hart that kifTe is comfortlefle, Who when my hart all mad with mifery,
As frozen water to a ftarued fnake. Beats in this hollow prifon of my flefli,

Titus. When will this fearefull (lumber haue an end <? Then thus I thumpe it downe.
Mar. Now farwell flatterie, die Andronicus, Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talk in fignes, _

Thou doft not flumber, fee thytwofons heads, When thy poore hart beates without ragious beating,
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here : Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill ?
Thy other baniftit fonnes with this deere fight Wound it with figbing girle, kil it with grones:
Strucke pale and bloodlelTe, and thy brother I, Or get fome little knite betweene thy teeth,
Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. And iuft againft thy hart make thou a hole,
Ah now no more will J controule my griefes, That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall
Rent off thy filuer haire, thy other hand May run into that finke, and (baking in,
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight Drowne the lamenting f'oole, in Sea fait teares.
The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes : Mar. Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay
Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill ? Such violent hands vppon her tender life.

Titus. Ha, ha, ha, An How now I Has forrow made thee doate already?
Mar. Why doft thou laugh <? it fits not with this houre. Why Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I :
77. Why I haue not another teare to fhed : What violent hands can (he lay on her lite :

Befides, this forrow is an enemy, Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name of hands,
And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes, To bid z&neas tell the tale twice ore
And make them blinde with tributarie teares. How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable?
Then which way fhall I finde Reuenges Caue ? O handle not the theame, to talke of hands,
For thefe two heads doe (eeme to fpeake to me, Leaft we remember ftill that we haue none,
And threat me, I /hall neuer come to bliffe, Fie, fie, how Frantiquely I fquare my talke
Till all thefe mifchiefes be returned againe, As if we (hould forget we had no hands :
Euen in their throats that haue committed them. If Marcus did not name the word of hands.
Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe, Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle eate this,
You heauie people, circle me about, Heere is no drinke ? Harke Marcus what (he faies,
That I may turne me to each one of you, I can interpret all her martir'd fignes,
And fweare vnto my foule to right your wrongs. She faies, (he drinkes no other drinke but teares
The vow is made, come Brother take a head, Breu'd with her forrow : mefli'd vppon her cheekes,

Speech-
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Speechlefle complaynet, I will learne thy thought: Afar.What meanes my Neece Lauinia by thefe fignes?
In thy dumb action, will I be as perfect Ti. Feare not Z,z«-m,fomewhat doth flie meane:
As begging Hermits in their holy prayers. See Lucius fee, how much flie makes of thee :
Thou flialt not fighe nor hold thy ftumps to heauen, Some whether would flie haue thee goe with her.
Nor winke,nor nod, nor kneele,nor make a figne, Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care
But I(of thefe) will wreft an Alphabet, Read to her fonnes,then flie hath read to thee,
And by ftill praftice, learne to know thy meaning. Sweet Poetry, and Tullies Oratour :

Boy. Good grandfire leaue thefe bitter deepe laments, Canft thou not gefle wherefore flie plies thee thus?
Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafmg tale. Boy. My Lord I know not I, nor can I gefle,

e/W<zr. Alas, the tender boy in paflion mou'd, Vnlefle fome fit or frenzie do pofleiTe her:
Doth weepe to fee his grandfires heauinefTe. For I haue heard my Grandfier fjy full oft,

An. Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of teares, Extremitie of griefes would make men mad.
And teares will quickly melt thy life away. And I haue read that Hecuba of Troy,

Marcus jlrike s the dijh with a knife- Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare,
What doeft thou fttike at Marcus with knife. Although my Lord,I know my noble Aunt,

Mar. At that that I haue kil'd my Lord, a Flys Loues me as deare as ere my mother did,
An. Out on the murderour : thou kil'ft my hart, And would not but in fury fright my youth,

Mine eyes cloi'd with view of Tirranie: Which made me downe to throw my bookes, and flie
A deed of death done on the Innocent Caufles perhaps, but pardon me fweet Aunt,
Becoms not Titus broher : get thee gone, And Madam,if my Vncle Marcus goe,
I fee thou art not for my company. I will moft willingly attend your Ladyfliip.

Mar. Alas(my Lord) I haue but kild a flie. Mar. Lucius I will.
An. But? How : if that Flie had a father and mother? Ti. How now Lauinia, Marcus what meanes this ?

How would he hang his (lender gilded wings Some booke there is that flie defires to fee ,
And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, Which is it girle of thefe ? Open them boy,
Poore harmelefle Fly, But thou art deeper read and better skild,
That with his pretty buzing melody, Come and take choy fe of all my Library,
Came heere to make vs merry, And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heauens
And thou haft kil'd him, Reueale the damn'd contriuer of this deed.

<3lfar. Pardon me fir, What booke ?
It was a blacke illfauour'd Fly, Why lifts flie vp her armes in fequence thus ?
Like to the EmprefTe Moore, therefore I kild him. Mar. I thinke flie meanes that ther was more then one

An. O,o,o, Confederate in the fact, I more there was :
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, Or elfe to heauen flie heaues them to reuenge.
For thou haft done a Charitable deed : Ti. Lucius what booke is that flie toffeth fo?

Giue me thy knife, I will infult on him, Boy. Grandfier 'tis Quids Metamorphofis,
Flattering my felfes, as if it were the Moore, My mother gaue it me.
Come hither purpofely to poyfon me. <^Mar. For loue of her that's gone,
There's for thy felfe,and thats for Tamira : Ah firra, Perhahs fhe culd it from among the reft.
Yet I thinke we are not brought fo low, Ti. Soft, fo bufily flie turnes the leaues,
But that betweene vs, we can kill a Fly, Helpe her, what would flie finde ? Lauinia fliall I read ?
That comes in likenefle of a Cole-blacke Moore. This is the tragicke tale of Philomel?

Mar. Alas poore man, griefe ha's fo wrought on him, And treates of Tereus treafon and his rape,
He takes falfe fliadowes, for true fubftances. And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy.

An. Come, take away: Lauinia, goe with me, Mar. See brother fee, note how (he quotes the leaues
He to thy cloflet,and goe read with thee Ti. Lauinia, wert thou thus furpriz'd fweet girle,
Sad ftories,chanced in the times of old. Rauiflit and wrong'd as Philomela was f
Come boy,and goe with me, thy fight is young, Forc'd in the ruthleffe,vaft,and gloomy woods ?
And thou (halt read, when mine begin to dazell. Exeunt See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt,

(O had we neuer,neuer hunted there,)
Patern'd by that the Poet heere defcribes,
By nature made for murthers and for rapes.

Aftus Quartus. eflfar. O why fliould nature build fo foule a den,Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies?
jfif.Giue fignes fweet girle,for heere are none but friends

What Romaine Lord it was durft do the deed f

Enter young Lucius and Lauinia running after him, and Or flunke not Saturnine,as Tart/uin erfts,
the 'Boy flies from her with his booses -vnder his arme. That left the Campe to finne in Lucrece bed.

Enter Titus and Marcus. Afar. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit downe by me,
'Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lauinia, Apfollo, Pallas, loue, or <^Mercury,

Followes me euery where I know not why. Infpire me that I may this trealon finde.
Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwift flie comes, My Lord looke heere, looke heere Lauinia.
Alas fweet Aunt, I know not what you meane.

Mar, Stand by me Lucius, doe not feare thy Aunt. He trrites bis Name with his Staffe, and guides it
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme with feete and mouth.
'Boy. I when my father was in Rome flie did. This fandie plot is plaine,guide if thou canft

This
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This after me, I haue writ my name, Chi. Demetrius heeres the fonne of Lucius,
Without the helpe of any hand at all. He hath fome meffage to deliuer vs.
Curft be that hart that forc'ft vs to that fhift : Aron.I fome mad meffage from his mad Grandfather.
Write thou good Neece,and heere difplay at laft, 'Boy. My Lords, with all the humbleneffe I may,
What God will haue difcouered for reuenge, I greete your honours from Andronicus,
Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine, And pray the Romane Gods confound you both.
That we may know the Traytors and the truth. Deme. Gramercie louely Lucius,what's the newesr

For villanie'smarkt with rape. May itpleafeyou,
She tafes tbeftajfe in her mouth,and guides it with her My Grandfire well aduif'd hath fent by me,

Jiumfs and writes. The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie,
Ti. Oh doe ye read my Lord what {he hath writs ? To gratifie your honourable youth,

Stuprum, Chiron,Demetrius. The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay :
cMar. What, what, the luftfull fonnes of Tamora, And fo I do and with his gifts prefent

Performers of this hainous bloody deed? Your Lord/hips, when euer you haue need,
77. Magni Dominator foil, You may be armed and appointed well,

Tarn lent us audu Jcelerattam lentus vides ? And fo I leaue you both : like bloody villaines. Exit
Mar. Oh calme thee,gentle Lord : Although 1 know Deme.What's heere? a fcrole,& written round about t

There is enough written vpon this earth, Let's fee.
To ftirre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts, Integer "vitee Jcelerifque furia,non egit maury iaculis nee ar-
And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes. CM.

My Lord kneele downe with me: Lauinia kneele, Chi. O 'tis a verfe in Horace,I know it well.
And kneele fweet boy,the Romaine Hefiors hope, I read it in the Grammer long agoe.
And fweare with me,as with the wofull Feere ^Moore. I iuft,a verfe in Horace : right, you haue ir,
And father of that chaft dishonoured Dame, Now what a thing it is to be an Affe ?
Lord lunius Brutus fweare for Lucrece rape, Heer's no found ieft,the old man hath found their guilt,
That we will profecute (by good aduife) And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines,
Mortall reuenge vpon thefe traytorous Gothes, Thatvvound(beyond their feeling)to the quick:
And fee their blood, or die with this reproach. But were our witty Empreffe well a foot,

Ti. Tis fure enough,and you knew how. She would applaud Andronicus conceit:
But if you hunt thefe Beare-whelpes, then beware But let her reft,in her vnrefta while.
The Dam will wake,and if fhe winde you once, And now young Lords, wa'stnot a happy ftarre
Shee's with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. Led vs to Rome ftrangers,and more then fo ;
And lulls him whilft /he palyeth on her backe, Captiues, to be aduanced to this height?
And when he /leepes will /he do what fhe lift. It did me good before the Pallace gate,
You are a young huntfman c2lfarcus,\et it alone : To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing.
And come, I will goe get a leafe of braffe, Deme. But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord
And with a Gad of fteele will write thefe words, Bafely infinuate,and fend vs gifts.
And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde Moore. Had he not reafon Lord Demetrius?
Will blow thefe fands like Sibels leaues abroad, Did you not vfe his daughter very friendly ?
And wheres your leffon then. Boy what fay you f Deme. I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames

'Boy. I fay my Lord, that if I were a man, At fuch a bay,by turne to feme our Iuft.
Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, Chi. A charitable wi/h, and full of loue.
For thefe bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. Moore. Heere lack's but you mother for to fay, Amen.

Mar. I that's my boy,thy father hath full oft, Chi. And that would /he for twenty thoufand more.
For his vngratefull country done the like. Deme. Come,let vs go,and pray to all the Gods

Boy. And Vncle fo will I, and if I liue. For our beloued mother in her paines.
Ti. Come goe with me into mine Armorie, Moore.Pray to the deuils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer.

Lucius He fit thee,and withall,my boy Flounjb.
Shall carry from me to the Empreffe fonnes, Dem. Why do the Emperors trumpets flourim thus ?
Prefents that I intend to fend them both, Chi. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne.
Come, come, thou'lt do thy meffage, wilt thou not? Deme. Soft, who comes heere f

Boy. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfire : Enter Nurj'e with a blac^e a Moore cbilde.
Ti. No boy not fo, He teach thee another courfe, Nur. Good morrow Lords:

Lauinia come, c/Warcw looke to my houfe, O tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moore ?
Lucius and lie goe braue it at the Court, Aron. Well,more or leffe, or nere a whit at all,
I marry will we fir,and weele be waited on. Exeunt. Heere cAaron is,and what with tAaron now ?

Mar. O heauens! Can you heare a good man grone Nurje. Oh gentle Aaron,we are all vndone,
And not relent, or not compaffion him ? Now helpe,or woe betide thee euermore.
Marcus attend him in his extafie, Aron. Why, what a catterwalling doft thou keepe ?
That hath more fears of forrow in his heart, What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ?
Then foe-mens markes vpon his batter'd Shield, Nurfe. O that which I would hide from heauens eye,
But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge, Our Empreffe fhame,andftately Romes difgrace,
Reuenge the heauens for old Andronicus. Exit She is deliuered Lords, (he is deliuered.
Snter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one dore:and at another Aron To whom ?

dore -ioun? Lucius and another,nith a bundle of
; f " i J Nurfe. I meane Jhe is brought a bed ?

weapons,and verj'es writ i>pon them. Aron. Wei God glue her good reft,
What
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What hath he fent her ? And we will all fubfcribe to thy aduife :

Ntirfe. A deuill. Saue thou the child,fo we may all be fafe.
Aron. Why then file is'the Deuils Dam: a ioyfull ifTue. Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all confult.
Nurfe. A ioylefle, difmall, blacke &,forrowfull iffue, My fonne and I will haue the winde of you :

Heere is the babe as loathfome as a toad, Keepe there, now talke at pleafure of your fafety.
Among'ft the faireft breeders of our clime, Deme. How many women faw this childe of his?
The Emprefie fends it thee, thy ftampe, thyfeale, Aron.~Why fo braue Lords, when we ioyne in league
And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point. I am a Lambe: but if you braue the Moore,

Aron. Out you whore,is black fo bafe a hue ? The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyonefle,
Sweet blowfe,you are a beautious bloffome fure; The Ocean fwells not fo at Aaron ftormes:

Deme. Villaine what haft thou done? But fay againe, how many faw the childe "?
Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. Nurfe. (Cornelia, the midwife, and my felfe,
Chi. Thou haft vndone our mother. And none elfe but the deliuered Emprefie.
Deme. And therein hellifh dog, thou haft vndone, Aron. The Emprefie, the Midwife,and your felfe,

Woe to her chance,and damn'd her loathed choyce, Two may keepe counfell, when the the third's away :
Accur'ft the off-fpring of fo foule a fiend. Goe to the Emprefie, tell her this I faid, He [Us her

Cbi, It Jhall not liue. Weeke,weeke,fo cries a Pigge prepared to th'fpit.
Aron. It fliall not die. Deme. What mean'ft thou Aaron ?
Nurje. Aaron it muft, the mother wils it fo. Wherefore did'ft thou this?
Aron. What, muft it Nurfe ? Then let no man but I tAron. O Lord fir, 'tis a deed of pollicie ?

Doe execution on my flefii and blood. Shall fhe liue to betray this guilt of our's :
Deme. lie broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point: A long tongu'd babling Gofiip ? No Lords no :

Nurfe giue it me,my fword fliall foone difpatch it. And now be it knowne to you my full intent.
Aron, Sooner this fword ftiall plough thy bowels vp. Not farre, one MuliteM my Country-man

Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother? His wife but yefternight was brought to bed,
Now by the burning Tapers of the skie, His childe is like to her, faire as you are:
That fti'one fo brightly when this Boy was got, Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold,
He dies vpon my Semitars fliarpe point, And tell them both the circumftance of all,
That touches this my firft borne fonne and heire. And how by this their Childe fliall be aduaunc'd,
I tell you young-lings,not Enceladui And be receiued for the Emperours heyre,
With all his threatning band of Typbons broode, And fubftituted in the place of mine,
Nor great Alcides, nor the God of warre, To calme this tempeft whirling in the Court,
Shall ceaze this prey out of his fathers hands: And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne.
What, what,ye fanguine fhallow harted Boyes, Harke ye Lords, ye fee I haue giuen her phyficke,
Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Ale-houfe painted fignes, And you muft needs beftow her funerall,
Cole-blacke is better then another hue, The fields are neere,and you are gallant Groomes:
In that it fcornes to beare another hue : This done, fee that you take no longer daies
For all the water in the Ocean, But fend the Midwife prefently to me.
Can neuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white, The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away,
Although flie laue them hourelyin the flood : Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe.
Tell theEmpreffe from me, I am of age Chi. Aaron I fee thou wilt not ttuft the ayre with fe
To keepe mine owne,excufe it how ihe can. Deme. For this care ofTamora, (crets.

Deme. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftris thus ? Her felfe,and hers are highly bound to thee. Exeunt.
Aron. My miftris is my miftris: this my felfe, Aron. Now to the Gothes, as fwift as Swallow flies,

The vigour,and the picture of my youth : There to difpofe this treafure in mine armes,
This, before all the world do I prefense, And fecretly to greete the Emprefie friends :
This mauger all the world will I keepe fafe, Come on you thick-lipt-fhue, lie beare you hence,
Or fome of you mall fmoake for it in Rome. For it is you that puts vs to our fhifts:

Deme. By this our mother is for euer fiiam'd. He make you feed on berries, and on rootes,
Cbi. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. And feed on curds and whay,and fucke theGoate,
Nur. The Emperour in his rage will doome her death. And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp
Chi. I blufii to thinke vpon this ignominie. To be a warriour, and command a Campe. Exit
Aron. Why trier's the priuiledge your beauty beares:

Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with blufhing Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, andother gentlemen
The clofe enacts and counfels of the hart: "with l>owes, and TitM beares the arrowes with
Heer's a young Lad fram'd of another leere, Letters on the end of them,
Looke how the blacke flaue fmiles vpon the father]
As who mould fay, old Lad I am thine owne. Tit. Come Marcus, come, kinfmen this is the way.
He is your brother Lords, fenfibly fed Sir Boy let me fee your Archerie,
Of that felfe blood that firft gaue life to you, Looke yee draw home enough,and 'tis there ftraight:
And from that wombe where you imprifoned were Terras Aftrea reliquit ,\>e you remembred Marcus.
He is infranchifed and come to light: She's gone,fhe's fled, firs take you to your tooles,
Nay he is your brother by the furer fide, You Cofens mail goe found the Ocean:
Although my feale be ftamped in his face. And caft your nets,haply you may find her in the Sea,

Nurfe. tAaron what fliall I fay vnto the Emprefle? Yet ther's as little iuftice as at Land :
Dem. Aduife thee tAaron, what is to be done, No Publius and Sempronitu,yovi muft doe it,

'Tis
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'Tis you muft dig with Mattocke,and with Spade, Enter the Clo-svnevpitb a basket andfao Pigeons in it.
And pierce the inmoft Center of the earth : Titui. Newes,newes,from heauen,
Then when you come to Plutoes Region, Marcus the poaft is come.
I pray you deliuer him this petition, Sirrah,what tydings ? haue you any letters £
Tell him it is for iuftice,and for aide, Shall I haue Iuftice,what fayes Jupiter?
And that it comes from old Andronicus, Clowne. Ho the Iibbetmaker,he fayes that he hath ta-
Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. ken them downe againe, for the man muft not be hang'd
Ah Rome ! Well,well,I made thee miferable, till the next weeke.
What time I threw the peoples fuffrages Tit. But what fayes lupiter I aske thee?
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. Clorvne. Alas fir I know not lupiter :
Goe get you gone,and pray be carefull all, Ineuer dranke with him in all my life.
And leaue you not a man of warre vnfearcht, Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier?
This wicked Emperour may haue (hipt her hence, Clotvne. I of my Pigions fir, nothing elfe.
And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iuftice. Tit. Why, did'ft thou not come from heauen ?

Marc. O PublliM is not this a heauie cafe Clowne. From heauen ? Alas fir, I neuer came there,
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftracT: ? God forbid I fhould be fo bold, to preffe to heauen in my

Publ. Therefore my Lords it highly vs concernes, young dayes. Why I am going with my pigeons to the
By day and night t'attend him carefully : Tribunall Plebs, to take vp a matter ofbrawle, betwixt
And feede his humour kindely as we may, my Vncle, and one of the Emperialls men.
Till time beget fbme carefull remedie. Mar. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to feme for your

Marc. Kinfmen, his forrowes are pad remedie. Oration,and let him deliuer the Pigions to the Emperour
loyne with the Gothes,and with reuengefull warre, from you.
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, Tit. Tell mee,can you deliuer an Oration to the Em-
And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine, perour with a Grace f

Tit. Pub/ius how now ? how now my Maifters? Clorvne. Nay truely fir, I could neuer fay grace in all
What haue you met with her ? my life.

fail. No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, Tit. Sirrah come hither, make no more adoe,
If you will haue reuenge from hell you {hall, But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour,
Marrie for iuftice fhe is fo imploy'd, By me thou fhalt haue Iuftice at his hands.
He thinkes with loue in heauen, or fome where elfe : Hold, hold, meane while her's money for thy charges.
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. Giue me pen and inke.

lit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliuer a Supplication ?
He diue into the burning Lake below, Govne. I fir
And pull her out of tAcaron by the heeles. Titus. Then here is aSupplication for you, and when
Marcus we are but ihrubs,no Cedars we, you come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneele,
No big-bon'd-men,fram'd of the Cyclops fize, then kiffe his foote, then deliuer vp your Pigeons , and

But mettall <t^fanrw,fteele to the very backe, then looke for your reward. He be at hand fir, fee you do
Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can beare: it brauely.
And nth there's no iuftice in earth nor hell, Clowne. I warrant you fir, let me alone.
We will follicite heauen, and moue the Gods Tit. Sirrha haft thou a knife? Come let me fee it,
To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake'our wongs : Heere Marcus,fo\d it in the Oration,
Come to this geare, you are a good Archer Marcus. For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant:

He glues them the Arrovres. And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour,
Ad louem,that's for you: here ad eAppolknem, Knocke at my dore, and tell me what he fayes.
Ad Martem,that's for my felfe, Clorrne. God be with you fir, I will. Exit.
Heere Boy to Pallas,heere to <Jlfercury, Tit. Come Marcut let vs goe,Pub/ius follow me.
To Saturnine, to Caius,not to Saturnine, Exeunt.
You were as good to flioote againft the winde. Enter Emperour and Empreffe, and her tiro fonnes, the
Too it Boy, Marcus loofe when I bid: Emperour brings the Arrotres in bit band
Of my word, I haue written to effect, that Titus Jhot at him.
Ther's not a God left vnfollicited.

Marc. Kinfmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the Court, Satur. Why Lords,
We will afflict the Emperour in his pride. What wrongs are thefe ? was euer feene

Tit, Now Maifters draw, Oh well faid Lucius : An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne,
Good Boy in Virgoes lap,giue it Pallas. Troubled, Confronted thus,and for the extent

Marc. My Lord,I aime a Mile beyond the Moone, Of egall iuftice,vf'd in fuch contempt?
Your letter is with lupiter by this. My Lords,you know the mightfull Gods,

Tit. Ha,ha,Pa^/jai,PaWzMsjWhat haft thou done? (How euer thefe difturbers of our peace
See,fee,thou haft fhot off one of Taurus homes. Buz in the peoples eares)there nought hath paft,

Mar. This was the fport my Lord, when Publiiu {hot, But euen with law againft the willfull Sonnes
The Bull being gal'd.gaue Aries fuch a knocke, Of old Andronicui. And what and if
That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, His forrowes haue fo ouerwhelm'd his wits,
And who fliould finde them but the Empreffe villaine : Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreakes,
She laught,and told the Moore he fhould not choofe His fits,his frenzie,and his bitterneffe ?
But giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. And now he writes to heauen for his redreffe.

Tit. Why there it goes, God giue your Lordfliip ioy. See, heeres to loue, and this to Mercury,
This
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This to Apollo, this to the God of warre : King. I, but the Cittizens fauour Lucius,
Sweet fcrowles to flie about the ftreets of Rome : And will reuolt from me, to fuccour him.
What's this but Libelling againft the Senate, Tarn. King,be thy thoughts Imperious like thy name.
And blazoning our Iniuftice euery where? Is the Sunne dim'd, that Gnats do flie in it?
A goodly humour, is it not my Lords ? The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing,
As who would fay, in Rome no lufticewere. And is not carefull what they meane thereby,
But if I Hue, his rained extafies Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings,
Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages: He can at pleafure ftint their melodie.
But he and his fhall know,that Lattice Hues Euen fo mayeft thou, the giddy men of Rome,
In SaturnintU health ;whom if he fleepe, Then cheare thy fpirit,for know thtfu Emperour,
Hee'l fo a wake, as he in fury fhall I will enchaunt the old Andronicus,
Cut off the proud'ft Confpirator that liues. With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous

Tamo. My gracious Lord, my louely Saturnine, Then baites to fifh, or hony flalkes to fheepe,
Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts, When as the one is wounded with the baite,
Calme thee, and beare the faults of Titus age, The other rotted with delicious foode.
Th'effects of forrow for his valiant Sonnes, King. But he will not entreat his Sonne for vs.
Whofe lofie hath pier'ft him deepe,and fcar'd his heart; Tarn. If Tamora entreat him, then he will,
And rather comfort his difrrefTed plight, For I can fmooth and fill his aged eare,
Then profecute the meaneft or the beft With golden promifes, that were his heart
For thefe contempts. Why thus it /hall become Almoft Impregnable, his old eares deafe,
High witted Tamora to glofe with all : Afide. Yet fhould both eare and heart obey my tongue.
But Titus, I haue touch'd thee to the quicke, Goe thou before to our EmbafTadour,
Thy life blood out : If Aaron now be wife, Say,that the Emperour requefts a parly
Then is all fafe,the Anchor's in the Port. Of warlike Lucius,and appoint the meeting.

Enter Clowne. Kiug. Emillius do this mefTage Honourably,
How now good fellow, would'ft thou fpeake with vs ? And if he ftand in Hoftage for his fafety,

Clem. Yea forfooth,and your Mifterfhip be Emperiall. Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft.
Tarn. Empreffe I am, but yonder fits the Emperour. Emill. Your bidding fhall I do effectually. Exit.

do. 'Tis he ; God & Saint Stephen giue you good den; Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus,
I haue brought you a Letter,& a couple of Pigions heere. And temper him with all the Art I haue,

He reads the Letter. To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Gothes.
Satu. Goe take him away, and hang him prefently. And now fweet Emperour be blithe againe,
Clowne. How much money muft I haue? And bury all thy feare in my deuifes.
Tarn. Come firrah you muft be hang'd. Satu. Then goe fucceflantly and plead for him. Exit.
C/cw.Hang'd ? ber Lady,then I haue brought vp a neck

to a faire end. Exit.

Satu. Defpightfull and intolerable wrongs,Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? Affius Quintus.
I know from whence this fame deuife proceedes:
May this be borne? As if his traytrous Sonnes,
That dy'd by law for murther of our Brother, Flourijh. Enter Lucius with an Army of Gothes,
Haue by my meanes beene butcher'd wrongfully ? with Drum and Souldiers.
Goe dragge the villaine hither by the haire,
Nor Age,nor Honour,fhall /hape priuiledge : Luci. Approued warriours,and my faithfull Friends,
For this proud mocke, He be thy daughter man : I haue receiued Letters from great Rome,
Sly franticke wretch,that holp'ft to make me great, Which fignifies what hate they beare their Emperour,
In hope thy felfe fhould gouerne Rome and me. And how defirous of our fight they are.

Enter Nuntitu Emi/lius. Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witneffe,
Satur. What nevves with thee Emillius ? Imperious and impatient of your wrongs,
Emil. Arme my Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe, And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe,

The Gothes haue gather'd head,and with a power Let him make treble fatiffaftion.
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle Goth. Braue flip, fprung from the Great Andronicus,
They hither march amaine, vnder conduct Whofe name was once our terrour,now our comfort,
Of Lucius, Sonne to old Andronicus : Whofe high exploits, and honourable Deeds,
Who threats in courfe of this reuenge to do Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt:
As much as euer Coriolanui did. Behold in vs, weele follow where thou lead'ft,

King. Is warlike Lucius Generall of the Gothes ? Like flinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day,
Thefe tydings nip me,and I hang the head Led by their Maifter to the flowred fields,
As flowers with froft, or graffe beat downe with ftormes: And be aueng'd on curfed Tamora :
I, now begins our forrowes to approach, And as he faith, fo fay we all with him.
'Tis he the common people loue fo much, Luci. I humbly thanke him, and I thanke you all.
My felfe hath often heard them fay, But who comes heere, led by a lufty Goth ?
(When I haue walked like a priuate man) Enter a Goth leading of Aaron with his child
That Lucius banifhment was wrongfully, in his armes.
And they haue wifht that Lucius were their Emperour. Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troups I ftraid,

Tarn. Why fhould you feare ? Is not our City ftrong? To gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie,
And
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And as I earneftly did fixe mine eye Luci. Euen by my God I fweare to to thee I will.
Vpon the wafted building,fuddainely Aron. Firft know thou,
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall: I begot him on the Empreffe.
I made vnto the noyfe, when foone I heard, Luci. Oh moft Infatiate luxurious woman!
The crying babe control'd with this difcourfe : Aron. Tut Lucius, this was but a deed of Charitie,
Peace Tawny flaue, halfe me, and halfe thy Dam, Toithat which thou flialt heare of me anon,
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art ? 'Twas her two Sonnes that murdered '^BaffianM,
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothers looke, They cut thy Sifters tongue, and rauiflit her,
Villaine thou might'ft haue bene an Emperour. And cut her hands off, and trim'd her as thou faw'ft.
But where the Bull and Cow are both milk-white, Luciui. Oh detefta'ole villaine !
They neuer do beget a cole-blacke-Calfe : Call'ft thou that Trimming?
Peace, villaine peace,euen thus he rates the babe, Aron. Why me was walht,and cut, and trim'd,
For I muft beare thee to a trufty Goth, And'twas trim fport for them that had the doing of it.
Who when he knowes thou art the Empreffe babe, Luci. Oh barbarous beaftly villaines like thy felfe !
Will hold thee dearely for thy Mothers fake. tAron. Indeede, I was their Tutor to inftrucl: them,
With this,my weapon drawne I rufht vpon him, That Codding fpirit had they from their Mother,
Surpriz'd him fuddainely, and brought him hither As fure a Card as euer wonne the Set:
To vfe,as you thinke neeedefull of the man. That bloody minde T thinke they learn'd of me,

Luci. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill, As true a Dog as euer fought at head.
That rob'd Andronictu of his good hand : Well, let my Deeds be witneffe of my worth :
This is the Pearle that pleaf'd your Empreffe eye, I trayn'd thy Bretheren to that guilefull Hole,
And heere's the Bafe Fruit of his burning luft. Where the dead Corps of ^Eaffianm lay :'
Say wall-ey'd flaue, whether would'ft thou conuay I wrote the Letter, that thy Father found,
This growing Image of thy fiend-like face ? And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd.
Why doft not fpeake f what deafe ? Not a word ? Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes,
A halter Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue,
And by his fide his Fruite of Baftardie. Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifcheife in it.

Aron. Touch not the Boy,he is of Royall blood. I play'd the Cheater for thy Fathers hand,
Luci. Too like the Syre for euer being good. And when I had it, drew my felfe apart,

Firft hang the Child that he may fee it fprall, Andalmoft broke my heart with extreame laughter.
A fight to vexe the Fathers foule withall. I pried me through the Creuice of a Wall,

Ann. Get me a Ladder Lucius, hue the Childe, When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads,
And beare it from me to the Empreffe : Beheld his teares, and laught fo hartily,
If thou do this, lie /hew thee wondrous things, That both mine eyes were rainie like to his :
That highly may aduantage thee to heare ; And when I told the Empreffe of this fport,
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, She founded almoft at my pleafing tale,
He fpeake no more : but vengeance rot you all. And for my tydings, gaue me twenty kiffes.

Luci. Say on, and if it pleafe me which thou fpeak'ft, Goth. What canft thou fay all this,and neuer blu/h ?
Thy child fliall liue,and I will fee it Nourifht. Aron. I,like a blacke Dogge,as the faying is.

Aron. And if it pleafe thee ? why affure thee Lucius, Luc's. Art thou not forry for thcfe hainous deedes?
'Twill vexe thy foule to heare what I fliall fpeake : Aron. I, that I had not done a thoufand more:
For I muft talke of Murthers,Rapes,and MafTacres, Euen now I curfe the day, and yet I thinke
AQ.S of Blacke-night, abhominable Deeds, Few come within few compaffe of my curfe,
Complots of Mifchiefe,Treafon, Villanies Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill,
Ruthfull to heare,yet pittioufly preform'd, As kill a man,or elfe deuife his death,
And this fhall all be buried by my death, Rauifh a Maid, or plot the way to do it,
Vnleffe thou fweare to me my Childe fliall liue. Accufe fome Innocent,and forfweare my felfe,

Luci. Tell on thy minde, Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends,
I fay thy Childe fliall liue. Make pooremens Cattell breake their neckes,

Aron. Sweare that he fhall,and then I will begin. Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackes in the night,
Luci. Who fhould I fweare by, And bid the Owners quench them with the teares:

Thou beleeueft no God, Oft haue I dig'd vp dead men from their graues,
That graunted, how can'ft thou beleeue an oath ? And fet them vpright at their deere Friends doore,

Aron. What if I do not, as indeed I do not, Euen when their forrowes almoft was forgot,
Yet for I know thou art Religious, And on their skinnes, as on the Barke of Trees,
And haft a thing within thee, called Conference, Haue with my knife carued in Romaine Letters,
With twenty Popiih trickes and Ceremonies, Let not your forrow die, though I am dead.
Which I haue feene thee carefull to obferue : Tut, I haue done a thoufand dreadfull things
Therefore 1 vrge thy oath, for that I know As willingly, as one would kill a Fly,
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a God, And nothing greeues me hartily indeede,
And keepes the oath which by that God he fweares, But that I cannot doe ten thoufand more.
To that lie vrge him : therefore thou (halt vow Luci. Bring downe the diuell, for he muft not die
By that fame God, what God fo ere it be So fweet a death as hanging prefently.
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence, Aron. If there be diuels, would I were a deuill,
To faue my Boy, to nourilh and bring him vp, To liue and burne in euerlafting fire,
Ore elfe I will difcouer nought to thee. So I might haue your company in hell,

But
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But to torment you with my bitter tongue. Tit. Doe me fome feruice ere I come to thee :

Luci. Sirs flop his mouth, & let him fpeake no more. Loe bythyfide where Rape and Murder ftands,
Enter EmiUim. Now giue fome furance that thou art Reuenge,

Goth. My Lord, there is a Meffenger from Rome Stab them,or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles,
Defires to be admitted to your prefence. And then He come and be thy Waggoner,

Luc. Let him come neere. And whirle along with thee about the Globes.
Welcome Emillius, what the newes from Rome ? Prouide thee two proper Palfries,as blacke as let,

Emi. Lord Lucius,and you Princes of the Gothes, To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away,
The Romaine Emperour greetes you all by me, And findeout Murder in their guilty cares.
And for he vnderftands you are in Armes, And.when thy Car is loaden with their heads,
He craues a parly at your Fathers houfe I will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele,
Willing you to demand your Hoftages, Trot like a Seruile footeman all daylong,
And they (hall be immediately deliuered. Euen from Eptons rifing in the Eaft,

Goth. What faies our Generall? Vntill his very downefall in the Sea.
Luc. SrniliiuSjlet the Emperour giue his pledges And day by day He do this heauy taske,

Vnto my Father,and my Vncle Marcus, Flourijh. So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there.
And we will come : march away. Exeunt, Tarn. Thefe are my Mjnifters,and come with me.

Tit. Are them thy Mi/j ifters,what are they call'd ?
Enter Tamora, and her two Sonties difguifed. Tarn. Rape and Murder,therefore called fo,

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men.
Tarn. Thus in this ftrange and fad Habilliament, Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreffe Sons they are,

I will encounter with Andrankui, And you the EmpreiTe : But we worldly men,
And fay,Iam Reuenge fent from below, Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes:
To ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs: Oh fweet Reuenge,now do I come to thee,
Knocke at his ftudy where they fay he keepes, And if one armes imbracement will content thee,
To ruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, I will imbrace thee in it by and by.
Tell him Reuenge is come to ioyne with him, Tarn. This clofing with him,fits his Lunacie,
And worke confufion on his Enemies. What ere I forge to feede his braine-fickefits,

They {noc^e and Titus opens his ftudy dare. Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpeeches,
Tit. Who doth molleft my Contemplation? For now he firmely takes me for Reuenge,

Is it your tricke to make me ope the dore, And being Credulous in this mad thought,
That fo my fad decrees may flie away, He make him fend for Lucius his Sonne,
And all my ftudie be to no effefl ? And whil'ft I at a Banquet hold him fure,
You are deceiu'd,for what I meane to do, He find fome cunning pradlife out of hand
See heere in bloody lines I haue fet downe : To fcatter and difperfe the giddie Gothes,
And what is written ihall be executed. Or at the lead make them his Enemies :

Tarn. Titu$,l am come to talke with thee, See heere he comes,and I muft play my theame.
Tit. No not a word : how can I grace my talke, Tit. Long haue Ibene forlorne,and all for thee,

Wanting a hand to giue ita&ion, Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houfe,
Thou haft the ods of me, therefore no more. Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too,

Tarn. If thou did'ft know me, How like the Empreffe and her Sonnes you are.
Thou would'ft talke with me. Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore,

Tit. I am not mad, I know thee well enough, Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill ?
Witneffe this wretched ftump, For well I wote the EmpreiTe neuer wags;
Witneffe thefe crimfon lines, But in her company there is a Moore,
Witneffe thefe Trenches made by griefe and care, And would you reprefent our Queene aright
Witneffe the tyring day, andheauie night, It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill :
Witneffe all forrow, that I know thee well But welcome as you are,what fhall we doe ?
For our proud Empreffe,Mighty Tamora : Tarn. What would'ft thou haue vs doe Andronicw^
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? Dem. Shew me a Murtherer,Ile deale with him.

Tamo. Know thou fad man, I am not Tamora. Chi. Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape,
She is thy Enemie,and I thy Friend, And I am fent to be reueng'd on him.
I am Reuenge fent from th'infernall Kingdome, Tarn. Shew me a thoufand that haue done thee wrong,
To eafe the gnawing Vulture of the mind, And He be reuenged on them all.
By working wreakefull vengeance on my Foes : Tit. Looke round about the wicked ftreets of Rome,
Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, And when thou find'ft a man that's like thy felfe,
Conferre with me of Murder and of Death, Good Murder ftab him,hee's a Murtherer.
Ther's not a hollow Caue or lurking place, Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap
No Vaft obfcurity, or Mifty vale, To finde another that is like to thee,
Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape, Good Rapine ftab him, he is a Rauifher.
Can couch for feare,but I will finde them out, Go thou with them, and in the Emperours Court,
And in their eares tell them mydreadfull name, There is a Queene attended by a Moore,
Reuenge,which makes the foule offenders quake. Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion,

Tit, Art thou Reuenge?and art thou fent to me, For vp and downe flie doth refemble thee.
To be a torment to mine Enemies? I pray thee doe on them fome violent death,

Tarn. I am, therefore come downe and welcome me. They haue bene violent to me and mine.
e e Tomora.
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Tarn. Well haft thou lefibn'd vs.this /hall we do. Oh Villaines, Chiron, and Demetrius,

But would it pleafe thee good Andronicui, Here ftands the fpring whom you haue ftain'd with mud,
To fend for Lucius thy thrice Valiant Sonne, This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt,
Who leades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, You kil'd her husband, and for that vil'd fault,
And bid him come and Banquet at thyhoufe. Two of her Brothers were condemn'd to death,
When he is heere,euen at thySolemne Feaft, My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft,
1 will bring in the Empreffe and her Sonnes, Both her fweet Hands,her Tongue. and that more deere
The Emperour himfelfe,and all thy Foes, Then Hands or tongue, her fpotleffe Chaftity,
And at thy mercy fhall they (loop,and kneele, luhumaine Traytors, you conftrain'd and for'ft.
And on them /halt thou eafe,thy angry heart: What would you fay, if I fhould let you fpeake f
What faies Andronicui to this deuife ? Villaines for fhame you could not beg for grace.

Harke Wretches, how I meane to martyr you,
Enter Marcus. This one Hand yet is left, to cut your throats,

Whil'ft that Lauinia tweene her ftumps doth hold :
Tit. Marcus my Brother, 'tis fad Titus calls, The Bafon that receiues your guilty blood.

Go gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me,
Thou ftialt enquire him out among the Gothes, And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkes me mad.
Bid him repaire to me,and bring with him Harke Villaines, I will grin'd your bones to duft,
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Gothes, And with your blood and it, He make a Pafte,
Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they are, And of the Pafte a Coffen I will reare,
Tell him the Emperour,and the Ernpre/Te too, And make two Parties of your mamefull Heads,
Feafts at my houfe,and he /hall Feaft with them, And bid that /trumpet your vnhallowed Dam,
This do thou for my loue, and fo let him, Like to the earth fwallow her increale.
As he regards his aged Fathers life. This is the Feaft, that I haue bid her to,

<JVLar. This will I do, and foone returne againe. And this the Banquet /he /hall furfet on,
Tarn. Now will I hence about thy bufineffe, For worfe then Philomel you vfd my Daughter,

And take my Minifters along with me. And worfe then Progne,\ will be reueng'd,
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with me, And now prepare your throats : Lauinia come.

Or els He call my Brother backe againe, Receiue the blood, and when that they are dead,
And cleaue to no reuenge but Lucius. Let me goe grin'd their Bones to powder fmall,

Tarn. What fay you Boyes, will you bide with him, And with this hateful! Liquor temper it,
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, And in that Pafte let their vil'd Heads be bakte,
How I haue gouern'd our determined ieft? Come, come, be euery one officious,
Yeeld to his Humour, fmooth and fpeake him faire, To make this Banket, which I wifh might proue,
And tarry with him till I turne againe. More fterne and bloody then the Centaures Feaft.

Tit. I know them all,though they fuppofe me mad, He cuts their throats.
And will ore-reach them in their owne deuifes, So now bring rhem in, for He play the Cooke,
A payre of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam. And fee them ready, gainft their Mother comes. Exeunt,

'Dem. Madam depart at pleafure, leaue vs heere.
Tam. Farewell AnJrotiicuf,reuenge now goes Enter Lucius, Marcus , and the Gothes.

To lay a complot to betray thy Foes.
Tit. I know thou doo'ft,and fweet reuenge farewell. Luc. Vnckle Marcus, fmce 'tis my Fathers minde
Chi. Tell vs old man,how fhall we be imploy'd ? That I repair to Rome, I am content.
Tit. Tut,I haue worke enough for you to doe, Goth. And ours with thine befall, what Fortune will.

Publius come hither, Caiut, and Valentine. Luc. Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous Moore,
Pub. What is your will ? This Rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill,
Tit. Know you thefe two? Let him receiue no fuftenance, fetter him,
Pub. The Empreffe Sonnes Till he be brought vnto the Emperous face,

I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. For teftimony of her foule proceedings.
Titus. Fie Puilius, fie, thou art too much deceau'd, And fee the Ambufh of our Friends be ftrong,

The one is Murder,Rape is the others name, If ere the Emperour meanes no good to vs.
And therefore bind them gentle Tublius, Aron. Some deuill whifper curfes in my eare,
CaiuJ,and Valentine, lay hands on them, And prompt me that my tongue may vtter forth,
Oft haue you heard me wi/h for fuch an houre, The Venemous Mallice ofmy fwelling heart.
And now J find it,therefore binde them fure, Luc. Away Inhumaine Dogge, Vnhallowed Slaue,

Qhi. Villaines forbeare, we are the EmprefTe Sonnes. Sirs, helpe our Vnckle, to conuey him in, Flourijh.
Tub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. The Trumpets /hew the Emperour is at hand.

Stop clofe their mouthes,let them not fpeake a word,
Is he fure bound, looke that you binde them faft. Exeunt. Sound Trumpets . Enter Emperour and EmpreJJe ,

Tribunes and others.

Enter Titus Andronicui with a \nife,and Lauinia
with a *Bafon. Sat. What, hath the Firemamentmore Suns then one?

Luc. What bootes it thee to call thy felfe a Sunne 9
Tit. Come,come Lauinia, looke, thy Foes are bound, Mar. Romes Emperour & Nephewe breake the parle

Sirs ftop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated,
But let them heare what fearefull words I vtter. The Feaft is ready which thecarefull Titus,

Hath
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Hath ordained to an Honourable end, When with his folemne tongue he did difcourfe
For Peace, for Loue,for League, and good to Rome : To loue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare,
Pleafe you therfore draw nie and take your places. The ftory of that balefull burning night,

Satur. Marcus we will. Hoboyes. When fubtilGreekes furpriz'd King Priams Troy:
A Table brought in. Tell vs what Sinon hath bewicht our eares,

Enter Titus li^e a Cootie, placing the meat on Or who hath brought the fatall engine.in,
the Table,and Lauinia with a -vale ouer her face, That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound.

My heart is not compact of flint nor fteele,
Titus. Welcome my gracious Lord, Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe,

Welcome Dread Queene, But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie,
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius, And breake my very vttrance,euen in the time
And welcome all: although the cheere be poore, When it fhould moue you to attend me moft,
'Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you eat of it. Lending your kind hand Commiferation.

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd Andronicui ? Heere is a Captaine,let him tell the tale,
Tit. Becaufe I would be lure to haue all well, Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake.

To entertaine your Highneffe,and your Emprefle. Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you,
Tarn. We are beholding to you good Androniciu? That curfed Qhiron and Demetriui
Tit. And if your HighnefTe knew my heart, you were: Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother,

My Lord the Emperour refolue me this, And they it were that rauifhe'd our Sifter,
Was it well done of rafh Virginim, For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded,
To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, Our Fathers teares defpif'd,and bafely coufen'd,
Becaufe fhe was enfor'ft, ftain'd, and deflowr'd ? Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out,

Satur. It was Androniciu. And lent her enemies vnto the graue.
Tit. Your reafon, Mighty Lord ? I.aftly, my felfe vnkindly banifhed,
Sat. Becaufe the Girle,fhould not furuine her fhame, The gates fhut on me,and turn'd weeping out,

And by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes. To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies,
Tit. A reafon mighty, ftrong, and effectual!, Who drown'd their enmity in my true teares,

A patterne, prefident,and liuely warrant, And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend :
For me( moft wretched) to performe the like: And I am turned forth.be it knowne to you,
Die, die, Lauinia, and thy fhame with thee, That haue prefcru'd her welfare in my blood,
And with thy fhame, thy Fathers forrow die. And from her bofome tooke the Enemies point,

ffe tyls her. Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body.
Sat. What haft done, vnnaturall and vnkinde ? Alas you know, I am no Vaunter I,
Tit. Kil'd her for whom my teares haue made me blind. My fears can witnefle, dumbe although they are,

I am as wofull as Virglnttu was, That my report is iuft and full of truth:
And haue a thoufand times more caufe then he. But foft, me thinkes I do digreffe too much,

Sat. What was me rauifht ?tell who did the deed, Cyting my worthleffe praife:Oh pardon me,
Tit. Wilt pleafe you eat, For when no Friends are by, men praife themfelues,

Wilt pleafe yourHignefie feed ? Marc. Now is my turne to fpeake: Behold this Child,
Tarn. Why haft thou flaine thine onely Daughter? Of this was Tamora deliuered,
Titus. Not I,'twas Chiron and Demetrius, The iffue of an Irreligious Moore,

They rauifht her, and cutaway her tongue, Chiefe Architect and plotter of thefe woes,
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. The Villaine is aliue in Titus houfe,

Satu. Go fetch them hitherto vs prefently. And as he is, to witneffe this is true.
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pie, Now iudge what courfe had Titus to reuenge

Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed, Thefe wrongs, vnfpeakeable paft patience,
Eating the flefli that me herfelfe hath bred. Or more then any liuing man could beare.
'Tis true, 'tis true,witnefie my kniues ftiarpe point. Now you haue heard the truth, what fay you Romaines ?

He Jlabs the EmfreJJe. Haue we done ought amiffe? fhew vs wherein,
Satu. Die franticke wretch, for this accurfed deed. And from the place where you behold vs now,

Luc. Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed ? The poore remainder of Andronici,
There's meede for meede, death for a deadly deed. Will hand in hand all headlong caft vs downe,

Mar. You fad fac'd men, people and Sonnes of Rome, And on the ragged ftones beat forth our braines,
By vprores feuer'd like a flight of Fowle, And make a mutuall clofure of our houie :
Scattred by windes and high tempeftuous gufts : Speake Romaines fpeake,and if you fay we fhall,
Oh let me teach you how, to knit againe Loe hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall.
This fcattred Corne,into one mutuall fheafe, Emilli. Come come, thou reuerent man of Rome,
Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand,

Goth. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto herfelfe, Lucius our Emperour :for well I know,
And fhee whom migbtie kingdomes curfie too, The common voyce do cry it fhall be fo.
Like a forlorne and defperate caftaway, Mar. Lucius,3\\ haile Romes Royall Emperour,
Doe fhamefull execution on her felfe. Goe, goe into old Titus forrowfull houfe,
But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, And hither hale that misbelieuing Moore,
Graue witneffes of true experience, To be adiudg'd fome direfull flaughtering death,
Cannot induce you to attend my words, As punifhment for his moft wicked life.
Speake Romes deere friend, as'erft our Aunceftor, Lucius all haile to Romes gracious Gouernour.

e e a Lucius
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Luc. Thankes gentle Romanes, may I gouerne fo, Romans. You fad Andronia, haue done with woes,

To heale Romes harmes,and wipe away her woe. Giue fentence on this execrable Wretch,
But gentle people,g'me me ayme a-while, That hath beene breeder of thefe dire euents.
For Nature puts me to a heauy taske : Luc. Set him breft deepe in earth,and famifh him:
Stand all aloofe, but Vnckle draw you neere, There let him ftand,and raue,and cry for foode :
To flied obfequious teares vpon this Trunke : If any one releeues, or pitties him,
Oh take this warme kifle on thy pale cold lips, For the offence, he dyes. This is our doome:
Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud'flaine face, Some flay, to fee him faft'ned in the earth.
The laft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. Aron. O why fhould wrath be mute,& Fury dumbe?

Mar. Teare for teare,and louing kifTe for kiffe, I am no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers
Thy Brother Marciu tenders on thy Lips : I fhould repent the Euils I haue done.
O were the fummeof thefe that I fhould pay Ten thoufand worfe, then euer yet I did,
Countleffe, and infinit, yet would I pay them. Would I performe if I might haue my will:

Luc. Come hither Boy, come,come,and learne of vs It one good Deed in all my lite I did,
To melt in fhowres : thy Grandfire lou'd thee well : I do repent it from my very Soule.
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee : Luciui. Some louing Friends conuey the Emp.hence,
Sung thee afleepe, his Louing Breft, thy Pillow : And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue.
Many a matter hath he told to thee, My Father, and Laulnla, mail forthwith
{Meete, and agreeing with thine Infancie : Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument:
n that refpedl then, like a louing Childe, As for that heynous Tyger Tamora,

^hed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, No Funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds:]
Becaule kinde Nature doth require it fo: No mournfull Bell fhill ring her Buriall:
Friends,fhould afTbciate Friends,in Greefe and Wo. But throw her foorth to Beads and Birds of prey :
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue, Her life was Beaft-like, and deuoid of pitty,
Do him that kindne(Te,and take leaue of him. And being fo, fliall haue like want of pitty.

'Boy. O Grandfire,Grandfire : euen with all my heart See luftice done on *A.aron that damn'd Moore,
Would I were Dead,fo you did Liue againe. From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning :
O Lord, I cannot fpeake to him for weeping, Then afterwards, to Order well the State,
My teares will choake me, if I ope my mouth. That like Euents, may ne're it Ruinate. Exeunt omnes.

FINIS.
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53

THE TRAGEDIE OF
ROMEO and IVLIET.

^Primus. Scaena ^Prima.

Enter Sampfon and Gregory, with Swords aid Badgers, Sam, No fir, I do not bite my Thumbe at you fir: but
of the Houfe of Capulet. I bite my Thumbe fir.

Greg. Do you quarrell fir ?
Sampfon. Abra. Quarrell fir? no fir. (as you

Regory ; A my word wee'l not carry coales. Sam. If you do fir, I am for you, I ferue as good a man
Greg. No, for then we fhould be Colliars. Abra. No better ? Samp. Well fir.
Samp. I mean, if we be in choller, wee'l draw. Enter 'Benuo/io.
Gieg. I, While you Hue, draw your necke out ^/-.Say better: here comes one of my mafters kinfmen.

o'th Collar. Samp. Yes, better.
Samp. I ftrike quickly, being mou'd. Abra. You Lye.
Greg. But thou art not quickly mou'd to ftrike. Samp. Draw if you be men. Gregory, remember thy
Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mountague,moues me. wafting blow. They Fight.
Greg. To moue,is to ftir: and to be valiant,is to ftand: Ben, Part Fooles,put vp your Swords,you know not

Therefore, if thou art mou'd, thou runft away. what you do.
Samp. A dogge of that houfe fhall moue me to ftand. Enter Tibalt.

I will take the wall of any Man or Maid of Montagues. Tyb. What art thou drawne, among thefe heartlefle
Greg. That ftiewes thee a weake fhue, for the wea- Hindes? Turne thee '"Benuolio,looke vpon thy death.

keft goes to the wall. Ben. I do but keepe the peace,put vp thy Sword,
Samp. True, and therefore women being the weaker Or manage it to part thefe men with me.

VelTels, are euer thruft to the wall : therefore I will pufh Tyb. Whatdraw,and talke of peace ? I hate the word
Mountagues men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to As I hate hell, all Mountagues,and thee :
the wall. (their men. Haue at thee Coward. Fight.

Greg. The Qiurrell is betweene our Mafters, and vs Enter three orfoure Citizens rflth Clubs.
Samp. 'Tis all one, I will fhew my felfe a tyrantiwhen Offi. Clubs,Bils,and Partifons, ftrike, beat them down

I haue fought with the men, I will bee ciuill with the Downe with the Capulets,downs with the Mountagues.
Maids, and cut off their heads. Enter old Capulet in his Gowne,and hu wife.

Greg. The heads of the Maids/ Cap. What noife is this'Giue me my long Sword ho.
Sam.1, the heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, Wife. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword ?

Take it in what fence thou wilt. Cap. My Sword I fay : Old Mountague is come,
Greg. They muft take it fence, that feele it. And flourishes his Blade in fpight of me.
Samp. Me they flull feele while I am able to ftand : Enter old Mountague,& his "wife.

And 'tis knowne I am a pretty peece of flefli. Moun.Thoa villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me go
Greg. 'Tis well thou art not Fifti : If thou had'ft, thou . Thou Ihalt not ftir a foote to feeke a Foe.

had'ft beene poore John. Draw thy Toole,here comes of Enter Prince Ssfyles, with his Traine.
the Houfe of the ̂ 'foun(agues. Prince. Rebellious Subiedts,Enemies to peace,

Enter two other Seruingmen. Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele,
Sam.My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I wil back thee Will they not heare? What hoe,you Men, you Beafts,
Gre. How? Turne thy backe,and run. That quench the fire of your pernitious Rage,
Sam. Feare me not. With purple Fountaines ilTuing from your Veines :
Gre. No marry : I feare thee. On paine of Torture, from thofe bloody hands
Sam. Let vs take the Law of our fides: let them begin. Throw your miftemper'd Weapons to the ground,
Gr. I wil frown as I palTe by,& let the take it as they lift And heare the Sentence of your mooued Prince.
Sam. Nay,as they dare. I wil bite my Thumb at them, Three ciuill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word,

which is a difgrace to them, if they beare it. By thee old Capulet and Mountague,
Abra, Do you-bite your Thumbe at vs fir ? Haue thrice difturb'd the quiet of our ftreets,
Samp. I do bite my Thumbe, fir. And made Ferona's ancient Citizens
Abra. Do you bite your Thumb at vs, fir? Caft by their Graue befeeming Ornaments,
Sam. Is the Law of our fide,if I fay I? Gre. No. To wield old Partizans, in hands as old,

e e "? Cankred
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Cankred with peace,to part your Cankred hate, 'Ben. Good morrow Coufin.
If euer you difturbe our ftreets againe, Rom. Is the day fo young ?
Your liues fliall pay the forfeit of the peace. Ben. But new ftrooke nine.
For this time all the reft depart away : Rom. Aye me, fad houres feeme long:
You Capulet fliall goe along with me, Was that my Father that wenthenec fo raft?
And Mountague come you this afternoone, 'Ben. It was : what fadnes lengthens Romeo's houres?
To know our Fathers pleafure in this cafe : Ro. Not hauing that, which hauing, makes them fhort
To old Free-towne,our common iudgement place: Ben. In loue.
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. Exeunt, Romeo. Out.

Moun. Who fet this auncient quarrell new abroach ? Ben. Of loue.
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began : Rom. Out of her fauour where I am in loue.

Ben. Heere were the feruants of your aduerfarie, 'Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view,
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe.
I drew to part them, in the inftant came Rom. Alas that loue, whole view is muffled (till,
The fiery Tibalt, with his fword prepar'd, Should without eyes,fee path-wayes to his will:
Which as he breath'd defiance to my eares, Where /hall we dine? O me : what fray was heere?
He fwong about his head, and cut the windes, Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all:
Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcorne. Heere's much to do with hate,but more with loue:
While \ve were enterchanging thrufts and blowes, Why then,O brawling loue,O louing hate,
Came more and more,and fought on part and part, O any thing,of nothing firft created :
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. O heauie lightne(fe,ferious vanity,

Wife. O where is Romeo, fa w you him to day? Mifhapen Chaos of welieeing formes,
Right glad am I, he was not at this fray. Feather of lead, bright fmoake,cold fire,ficke health,

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sun Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is:
Peer'd forth the golden window of the Eaft, This loue feele I, that feele no loue in this.
A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad, Doeft thou not laugh f
Where vnderneatb the groue of Sycamour, 'Ben. No Coze,I rather weepe.
That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide : Rom. Good heart,at what?
So earely walking did I fee your Sonne: 'Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion.
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, Rom. Why fuch is loues tranfg refsion.
And ftole into the couert of the wood, Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my breafr,
I meafuring his affec~r.ions by my owne, Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft
Which then moft fought, wher moft might not be found: With more of thine, this loue that thou haft fhowne,
Being one too many by my weary felfe, Doth adde more griefe.to too much of mine owne.
Purfued my Honour,not purfuing his Loue,is a fmoake made with the fume of fighes.
And gladly ihunn'd, who gladly fled from me. Being purg'd, a fire fparkling in Louers eyes,

Mount. Many a morning hath he there beene ieene, Being vext,a Sea nouri/ht with louing teares,
With teares augmenting the freih mornings deaw, What is it elfe ? a madneire,moft difcreet,
Adding to cloudes, more cloudes with his deepe figbes, A choking gall,and a preferuing fweet:
But all fo foone as the all-cheering Sunne, Farewell my Coze.
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw Ben. Soft I will goe along.
The ihadie Curtaines from Auroras bed, And if you leaue me fo,you do me wrong.
Away from light fteales home my heauy Sonne, Rom. Tut I haue loft my felfe,! am not here,
And priuate in his Chamber pennes himfelfe, This is not Romeo, hee's fome other where.
Shuts vp his windowes,lockes faire day-light out, Ben. Tell me in fadneiTe,who is that you loue?
And makes himfelfe an artificiall night: Rom. What Hull I grone and tell thee ?
Blacke and portendous muft this humour proue, Ben. Grone, why no : but fadly tell me who.
Vnleffe good counfell may the caufe remoue. 'Rom. A licke man in fadneflc makes his will :

Ben. My Noble Vncle doe you know the caufe ? A word ill vrg'd to one that is fo ill:
Moun. I neither know it,nor can learne of him. In fadnefle Cozin,! do loue a woman.
'Ben. Haue you importun'd him by any meanes ? 'Ben. I aym'd fo neare, when I fuppof'd you lou'd.
Moun. Both by my felfe and many others Friends, Rom.. A. right good marke man,and ihee's faire I loue

But he his owne affedions counfeller, Ben. A right faire marke,faire Coze,is fooneft hit.
Is to himfelfe( I will not fay how true) Rom. Well in that hit you mitre,iheel not be hit
But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe, With Cupids arrow, ihe hath Dians wit :
So farre from founding and difcouery, And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm'd:
As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, From loues weake childiih Bow, ihe liues vncharm'd.
Ere he can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre, Shee will not ftay the fiege of louing tearmes,
Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. Nor bid th'incounter of afTaiJing eyes.
Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, Nor open her lap to Sainft-feducing Gold :
We would as willingly giue cure, as know. O fhe is rich in beautie,onely poore,

Enter Romeo. That when fhe dies, with beautie dies her ftore.
Be.n See where he comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide, Ben. Then ihe hath fworne, that ihe will ftill liue chart ?

lie know his greeuance,or be much denide. Rom. She hath,and in that fparing make huge waft?
Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay, For beauty fteru'd with her feuerity,

To heare true flirift. Come Madam let's away. Exeunt. Cuts beauty off from all pofteritie.
Sh
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She is too faire,too wifewi : fely too faire, Turne giddie,and be holpe by backward turning :
To merit blifTe by making me difpaire : One defparate greefe, cures with anothers lauguilh :
She hath forfworne to loue,and in that vow Take thou fome new infection to the eye,
Do I Hue dead, that Hue to tell it now. And the rank poyfon of the old wil die.

'Ben. Be rul'd by me,forget to thinke ofber. 'rR_om. Your Plantan le.ife is excellent for that.
Rom. O teach me how I mould forget to thinke. 'Ben. For what I pray thee 9
Ben. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, Rom. For your broken (hin.

Examine other beauties, 'Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ?
Ro.'Tis the way to cal hers(exquifit)in queftion more, Rom. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is:

Thefe happy maskes that kiffe faire Ladies browes, Shut vp in prifon,kept without my foode,
Being blacke,puts vs in mind they hide the faire : Whipt and tormented : and Godden good fellow,
He that is ftrooken blind,cannot forget Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you read?
The precious treafure ofhis eye-fight loft : Rom. I mine owne fortune in my miferie.
Shew me a MiftreiTe that is parting faire, Ser. Perhaps you haue learn'd it without booke :
What doth her beauty ferue but as a note, But I pray can you read any thing you fee?
Where I may read who paft that paffing faire. Rom. I, ifl know the Letters and the Language.
Farewell thou can'ft not teach me to forget, Ser. Ye fay honeftly,reft you merry.

'Ben. lie pay that doctrine,orelfe die in debt. Exeunt Rom. Stay fellow,! can read.
Enter Capulet, Ctuntie Paris,and the Clotcne. He reades the Letter.

Cafu. f^tountague is bound as well as I,In penalty alike, and 'tis not hard I thinke, SEigneur Martina,and hit tfife and daughter : County An- felnte and bis beautious Jijiers : the Lady reiddov ofUtru-
For men fo old as wee, to keepe the peace. uio, Seigneur Pljcentio ^and bis louely Neeces ; Mercutio and

Tar. Of Honourable reckoning are you both, bis brother Valentine : mine -vncle Capulet his rrife and daugh-
And pittie 'tis you liu'd at ods fo long; ters : my faire Neece Rofaline,Liuia,Seigneur fralentio,& bis
But now my Lord, what fay you to my fure ? Cofen Tybalt : Lucio and the liuely Helena.

Capu. But faying ore what I haue laid before, A faire afTembly,whither ihould they come?
My Child is yet a ftranger in the world, Ser. Vp.
Shee hath not feene the change oftourteene yeares, Rom. Whither? to fupper?
Let two more Summers wither in their pride, Ser. To our houfe.
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. Rom. Whofe houfe ?

Par'i. Younger then (he, are happy mothers made. Ser. My Maifters.
Cafu. And too foone mar'd are thofe fo early made : Rom. Indeed I (hould haue askt you that before.

Earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but (he, Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My maifter is
Shee's the hopefull Lady of my earth: the great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the houfe of
But wooe her gentle 3W#,get her heart, Montagues I pray come and crufh a cup ,of wine. Reft
My will to her confent, is but a part, you merry. Exit.
And (hee agree, within her fcope of choife, Ben. At this fame auncient Feaft of Cafulets
Lyes my confent,and faire according voice : Sups the faire Rofaline, whom thou fo loues :
This night I hold an old accuftom'd Feaft, With all the admired Beauties of ferotia,
Whereto I haue inuited many a Gueft, Go thither and with vnattainted eye,
Such as Iloue,and you among the ftore, Compare her face with fome that I (hall fhow,
One more,moft welcome makes my number more : And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow.
At my poore houfe,looke to behold this night, Rom. When the deuout religion of mine eye
Earth-treading ftarres, that make darke heauen light, Maintaines fuch fal(hood,then turne teares to fire :
Such comfort as do lufty young men feele, And thefe who often drown'd could neuer die,
When well apparrel'd Aprill on the heele Tranfparent Heretiques be burnt for liers.
Of limping Winter treads, euen fuch delight One fairer then my loue : the all-feeing Sun
Among frefli Fennell buds (hall you this night Nere faw her match, fince firft the world begun.
Inherit at my houfe: heare all,all iee : Ben. Tut, you faw her faire,none elfe being by,
And like her moft, whofe merit moft (hall be : Herfelfe poyf'd with herfelfe in either eye :
Which one more veiw,of many,mine being one, But in that Chriftall fcales let there be waid,
May ftand in number, though in reckning none. Your Ladies loue againft fome other Maid
Come,goe with me: goe firrah trudge about, That I vvill fliow youjfhining at this Feaft,
Through faire ferona,find thofe perfons out, And (he (hew fcant (hell, well, that now (hewes bed.
Whofe names are written there,and to them fay, Rom. lie goe along,no fuch fight to be fhowne,
My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. Exit. But to reioyce in fplendor of mine owne.

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Heere it Enter Capulets Wife and Nurfe.
is written, that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his \}":fe Nurfe wher's my daughter? call her forth to me.
Yard, and the Tayler with his Laft, the Fifher with his Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelue yeare old
Penfill, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am fent to I bad her come,what Lamb:what Ladi-bird, God forbid,
find thofe perfons whofe names are writ,& can neuer find Where's this Girle?what luliet 1
what names the writing perfon hath here writl( I muft to Enter luliet.
the learned) in good time. luliet. How now,who calls?

Enter 'Benuolio^and 'Borneo. Nur. Your Mother.
Ben. Tut man, one fire burnes out anothers burning, luliet. Madam I am heere, what is your will f

Onepaine is lefned by anothers anguifli : Wife. This is the matter : Nurfe giue leaue awhile, we
muft

655



'The Tr age die of'Borneo and Juliet.
muft talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe,! haue re- Read ore the volume of young Paris face,
membred me,thou'fe heare our counfell. Thou knoweft And find delight, writ there with Beauties pen:
my daughter's of a prety age. Examine euery feuerall liniament,

Nurfe. Faith I can tell her age vnto an houre. And fee how one another lends content:
Wife. Shee's not fourteene. And what obfcur'd in this faire volume lies,
Nurfe. lie lay fourteene of my teeth, Find written in the Margent of his eyes.

And yet to my teene be it fpoken, This precious Booke of Loue, this vnbound Louer,
I haue but foure, (hee's not fourteene. To Beautifie him,onely lacks a Couer.
How long is it now to Lammas tide ? The fiih Hues in the Sea, and 'tis much pride

Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes. For faire without, the faire within to hide :
Nurfe. Eiien or odde, of all dales in the yeare come That Booke in manies eyes doth ihare the glorie,

Lammat Eue at night /hall fhe be fourteene. Sufan Sc (he, That in Gold clafpes,Lockes in the Golden ftorie :
God reft all Chriftian foules, were of an age. Well Sufan So mail you fhare all that he doth pofTeiTe,
is with God, (he was too good for me.But as I faid, on La- By hauing him,making your felfe no lefle.
mas Eue at night (hall (he be fourteene, that (hall fhe ma- Nurfe. No le(Te,nay biggenwomen grow by men.
rie,! remember it well. 'Tis fince the Earth-quake now Old La. Speake briefly,can you like ofTaris loue "?
eleuen yeares,and (he was wean'd 1 neuer (hall forget it, luli. He looke to like,if looking liking moue.
of all the daies of the yeare, vpon that day : for I had then But no more deepe will I endarl mine eye,
laid Worme-wood to my Dug fitting in the Sunne vnder Then your confent giues ftrength to make flye.
the Douehoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at Enter a Seru'wg man.
Mantua, nay I doe beare a braine. But as I faid, when it Ser. Madam,the guefts are come, fupper feru'd vp,you
did taft the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge, cal'd,my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe cur'ft in the Pan-
and felt it bitter,pretty foole, to fee it teachie, and fall out tery,and euery thing in extremitie : I muft hence to wait, !
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, 'twas no befeech you follow ftraight. Bxit.
neede I trow to bid mee trudge : and (ince that time it is <sMo. We follow thee,7«/;>/, the Countie ftaies.
a eleuen yeares,for then (he could ftand alone, nay bi'th' Nurfe. Goe Gyrle, feeke happie nights to happy daies.
roode (he could haue runne,& wadled all about : for euen Exeunt.
the day before (lie broke her brow, & then my Husband Enter Romeo)<^lfercutio)Benuo/:o,'rritb_fiue or fixe
God be with his foule, a was a merrie man, tooke vp the other Masters, Torch-bearers.
Child, yea quoth hee,doeft thou fall vpon thy face ? thou Rom, What fhall this fpeeh be fpoke for our excufe ?
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou Or ftiall we on without Apologie?
not lule ? And by my holy-dam, rhe pretty wretch lefte 'Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie,
crying,& faid 1 : to lee now how a left (hall come about. Weele haue no Cup:d,hood winkt with a skarfe,
I warrant,& I (hall liue a thoufand yeares, I neuer (hould Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath,
forget it : wilt thou not lulet quoth he? and pretty foole it Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper.
ftinted,and faid I. But let them meafure vs by what they will.

Old La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. Weele meafure them a Meafure, and be gone.
Nurfe. Yes Madam,yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to Rom. Giue me a Torch,! am not for this ambling.

thinke it (hould leaue crying, & fay I ; and yet I warrant Being but heauy I will beare the light.
it had vpon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels Mer. Nay gentle Romeo,we muft haue you dance.
ftone? A perilous knock,and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth Rom. Not 1 beleeue me,you haue dancing ihooes
my husband, fall'ft vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back- With nimble foles,! haue a foale of Lead
ward when thou commeft to age : wilt thou not /«/£? It So ftakes me to the ground, I cannot moue.
ftinted:and (aid I. c^J/Vr. You are a Louer, borrow Cupids wings,

lule. And ftint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. And foare with them aboue a common bound.
Nur. Peace I haue done:God marke thee too his grace Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his {haft,

thou waft the prettieft Babe that ere 1 nurft, and I might To foare with his light feathers,and to bound :
liue to fee thee married once, I haue my wiih. I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe,

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame Vnder loues heauy burthen doe! (inke.
I came to talke of, tell me daughter lu/iet, Hora. And to finke in it ihould you burthen loue,
How ftands your difpofition to be Married? Too great oppreffion for a tender thing.

luli. It is an hcure that I dreame not of. Rom. Is loue a tender thing ?it is too rough,
Nur. An houre, were not I thine onely Nurfe, I would Too rude,too boyfterous, and it pricks like thorne.

fay thou had'ft fuckt wifedome from thy teat. tjlfer. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue,
Old La. Well thinke of marriage now,yonger then you Pricke loue for pricking,and you beat loue downe,

Heere in Verona, Ladies of efteeme, Giue me a Cafe to put my vifage in,
Are made already Mothers. By my count A Vifor for a Vifor, what care I
I was your Mother, much vpon thefe yeares What curious eye doth quote deformities :
That you are now a Maide, thus then in briefe : Here are the Beetle-browes fhall blufh for me.
The valiant Tarts feekes you for his loue. Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner in,

Nurfe. A man young Lady, Lady, fuch a man as all But euery man betake him to his legs.
the world. Why hee'saman of waxe. Rom. A Torch for me,let wantons light of heart

Old La. Verona* Summer hath not fuch a flower. Tickle the fencelefle rufhes with their heeles :
Nurfe. Nay hee's a flower,infaith a very flower. For I am prouerb'd with a Grandfier Phrafe,
Old La: What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? lie be a Candle-holder and looke on,

This night you (hall behold him at our Feaft, The game was nere fo faire,and 1 am done.
Mer. Tut ?
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Mer. Tut,duns the Moufe, the Conftables owne word, Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date

" thou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire. With this nights reuels,and expire the tearme
Or faue your reuerence loue, wherein thou ftickeft Of a defpifed life clof'd in my breft:
Vp to the eares, come we burne day-light ho. By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death.

Rom. Nay that's not fo. But he that hath the ftirrage of mycourfe,
Mer. I meane fir I delay, Dired my fute : on luftie Gentlemen.

We waft our lights in vaine, lights, lights, by day ; Ben. Strike Drum.
Take our good meaning, for our Judgement fits They March about the Stage, and Seruingmen come forth
Flue times in that,ere once in our fine wits. with their napl(tns.

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, Enter Seruant.
But 'tis no wit to go. Ser. Where's foifan, that he helpes not to take away?

zMer. Why may one aske ? He fhift a Trencher ? he fcrape a Trencher ?
Rom. I dreampt a dreame to night. i. When good manners, fhall lie in one or two mens
<Mer, And fo did I. hands,and they vnwafht too, 'tis a foule thing.
Rom. Well what was yours ? Ser. Away with the loynftooles, remoue the Court-
i^fer. That dreamers often lye. cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou, faue mee a piece
Ro. In bed a fleepe while they do dreame things true. of Marchpane,and as thou loueft me, let the Porter let in
Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath beene with you : Sujan Grindjlone^nd Nell^ Antbonie and Pot fan.

She is the Fairies Midwife, & fhe comes in fhape no big- 2. I Boy readie.
ger then Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, Ser. You are lookt for,and cal'd for, askt for,& fought
drawne with a teeme of little Atomies, ouer mensnofes as for, in the great Chamber.
they lie afleepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- i We cannot be here and there too, chearly Boyes,
ners legs : the Couer of the wings of Grafhoppers, her Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all.
Traces of, the fmalleft Spiders web, her coullers of the Exeunt.
Moonshines watry Beames, her Whip of Crickets bone, Enter all the Gue/ls and Gentlewomen to the
the Lafh of Philome, her Waggoner, afmall gray-coated Masters.
Gnat, not halfe fo bigge as a round little Worme, prickt i. Cafu. Welcome Gentlemen,
from the Lazie-finger of a man. Her Chariot is an emptie Ladies that haue their toes
Hafelnut, made by the loyner Squirrel or old Grub, time Vnplagu'd with Comes, will walke about with you :
out a mind, the Faries Coach-makers : & in this ftate /he Ah my MiftrefTes, which of you all
gallops night by night, through Louers braines : and then Will now deny to dance ? She that makes dainty,
they dreame of Loue. On Courtiers knees, that dreame on She He fweare hath Comes : am I come neare ye now ?
Curfies ftrait: ore Lawyers fingers, who ftraiti dreamt on Welcome Gentlemen, I haue feene the day
Fees, ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kiiTes dreame, which That I haue worne a Vifor, and could tell
oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, becaufe their A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare :
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime fhe gal- Such as would pleafe : 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone,
lops ore a Courtier's nofe, & then dreames he of fmelling You are welcome Gentlemen,come Mufitians play :
out afute:& fomtime comes fhe with Tith pigs tale,tick- Mujicl^e f/aies: and the dance.
ling a Parfons nofe as a lies afleepe, then he dreames o f A Hall, Hall, giue roome, and foote it Girles,
another Benefice. Sometime fhe driueth ore a Souldiers More light you knaues,and turne the Tables vp:
necke, & then dreames he of cutting Forraine throats, of And quench the fire, the Roome is growne too hot.
Breaches, Ambufcados, Spanifh Blades : Of Healths flue Ah firrah,this vnlookt for fport comes well :
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in his eares,at which Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Cafulet,
he ftartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, fvveares a For you and I are parr, our dauncing daies :
prayer or two & fleepes againe:this is that very Mab that How long'i ft now fince laft your felfe and I
plats the manes of Horfes in the night : & bakes the Elk- Were in a Maske ?
locks in foule fluttifh haires, which once vntangled,much 2. Cafu. Berlady thirty yeares.
misfortune bodes, I. Cafu. What man : 'tis not fo much, 'tis not fo much,
This is the hag, when Maides lie on their backs, 'Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucentio,
That prefTes them,and learnes them firft to beare, Come Pentycoft as quickely as it will,
Making them women of good carriage : Some fiue and twenty yeares, and then we Maskt.
This is fhe. 2 . Cap. 'Tis more,'tis more, his Sonne is elder fir :

Rom, Peace, peace, zflfercutio peace, His Sonne is thirty.
Thou talk'ft of nothing. 3. Caf. Will you tell me that '.

cMer. True,I talke of dreames: His Sonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe.
Which are the children of an idle braine, Rom. What Ladie is that which doth inrich the hand
Begot of nothing, but vaine phantafie , Of yonder Knight?
Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre, Ser. I know not fir .
And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes Rom. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burne bright :
Euen now the frozen bofome of the North : It feemes fhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night,
And being anger'd, puffes away from thence, As a rich lewel in an /Ethiops eare:
Turning his fide to the dew dropping South. Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too deare :

'Ben. This wind you talke of blowes vs from our felues, So fhewes a Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes,
Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. As yonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowes;

Rom. I feare too early,for my mind mifgiues, The meafure done,He watch her place of ftand,
Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres, And touching hers,make blefled my rude hand.

Did
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Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight, Nur. Madam your Mother craues a word with you.
For I neuer faw true Beauty till this night. Rom. What is her Mother ?

Tib. This by his voice,fhould be a Mountague. Nurf. Marrie Batcheler,
Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the flaue Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe,
Come hither couer'd with an antique face, And a good Lady,and a wife,and Vertuous,
To rleere and fcorne at our Solemnitie? I Nur'ft her Daughter that you talkt withall:
Now by the ftocke and Honour of my kin, I tell you, he that can lay hold of her,
To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. Shall haue the chincks.

Caf. Why how now kinfman, Rom. Is me a Capulet f
Wherefore ftorme you fo ? O deare account J My life is my foes debt.

Tib. Vncle this is a Mountague, our foe : Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft.
A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, Rom. I fo I feare, the more is my vnreft.
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone,

Caf. Young Romeo is it ? We haue a trifling fooli/h Banquet towards:
Tib. 'Tis he, that Villaine Romeo. Is it e'ne fo "? why then I thanke you all.
Caf. Content thee gentle Coz,Iet him alone, I thanke you boneft Gentlemen, good night:

A beares him like a portly Gentleman : More Torches here:come on, then let's to bed.
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, Ah firrah,by my faie it waxes late,
To be a vertuous and well gouern'd youth: He to my reft.
I would not for the wealth of all the towne, lull. Come hither Nurfe,
Here in my houfe do him difparagement: What is yond Gentleman :
Therfore be patient, take no note of him, Nur. The Sonne and Heire of old Tyberio.
It is my will,the which if thou refpect, luli. What's he that now is going out of doore ?
Shew a faire prefence,and put off thefe frownes, Nur. Marrie that 1 thinke be young fetrucbio.
An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. lul. What's he that follows here that would not dance ?

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is a gueft, Nur. I know not.
lie not endure him. lul. Go aske his name:if he be married,

Cap. He fhall be endu'rd. My graue is like to be my wedded bed.
What goodman bpy, I fay he fhal!,go too, Nur. His name is Romeo, and a Mountague,
Ami the Maifter here or you ? go too, The onely Sonne of your great Enemie.
Youle not endure him, God ftall mend my foule, lul. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate,
Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts: Too early feene, vnknowne,and knowne too late,
You will fet cocke a boope, youle be the man. Prodigious birth of Loue it is to me,

Tib. Why Vncle, 'tis a lhame. That I muft loue a loathed Enemie.
Caf. Go too, go too, Nur. What's this ? whats this?

You are a fawcy Boy, 'ift fo indeed ? lul. A rime, I learne euen now
This tricke may chance to fcath you, I know what, Of one I dan'ft withall.
You muft contrary me,marry'tis time. One cah within, luliet.
Well faid my hearts, you are a Princox, goe, Nur. Anon, anon :
Be quiet, or more light, more light for lhame, Come let's away, the ftrangers all are gone.
He make you quiet. What, chearely my hearts. Exeunt.

Tib. Patience perforce,with wilfull choler meeting, Cborut.
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting : Now old defire doth in his death bed lie,
I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall And yong affedtion gapes to be his Heire,
Now feeming fweet, conuert to bitter gall. Exit. That faire,for which Loue gron'd for and would die,

Rom. If I prophane wirh my vnworthieft hand, With tender luliet matcht,is now not faire.
This holy fhrine, the gentle fin is this, Now Romeo is beloued,and Loues againe,
My lips to blufhing Pilgrims did ready ftand, A like bewitched by the charme of lookes :
To fmooth that rough touch, with a tender kifTe. But to his foe fuppos'd he muft complaine,

lul. Good Pilgrime, And fhefteale Loues fweet bait from fearefull hookes :
You do wrong your hand too much. Being held a foe, he may not haue acceffe
Which mannerly deuotion ftewes in this, To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe to fvveare,
For Saints haue hands,that Pilgrims hands do tuch, And fhe as much in Loue, her meanes much lefle,
And palme to palme, is holy Palmers kiffe. To meete her new Beloued any where :

Rom. Haue not Saints lips,and holy Palmers too? But paffion lends them Power, time, meanes to meete,
lul. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft vfe in prayer. Temp'ring extremities with extreame fweete.
Rom. O then deare Saint,let lips do what hands do, Enter Romeo alone.

They pray(grant thou)leaft faith turne to difpaire. Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here?
lul. Saints do not moue, Turne backe dull earth,and find thy Center out.

Though grant for prayers fake. Enter 'Sertuolio^tritb Mercutio.
Rom. Then moue not while my prayers effedr. I take: 'Ben. Romeo,my Cozen 'Borneo,Romeo.

Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd. <3tferc. He is wife,
lul. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. And on my life hath ftolne him home to bed.
Rom. Sin from my lips?O trefpafle fweetly vrg'd : Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall.

Giue me my fin againe. Call good Mercutio:
lul. You kiffe by'th'booke. Nay,He coniure too.

<sMer.
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. Romeo, Humours,Madman, Pafiion, Louer, Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes

Appeare thou in the likeneiTe of a figh, Of mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him,
Speake but one rime, and I am fatisfied : When he beftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes,
Cry me but ay me,Prouant, but Loue and day, And failes vpon the bofome of the ayre.
Speake to my gofhip Vtniu one faire word, lul. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo f
One Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, Denie thy Father and refufe thy name :
Young Abraham Cupid he that /hot fo true, Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my Loue,
When King Cofbetua lou'd the begger Maid, And lie no longer be a Capulet.
He heareth not, he flirreth not,he mouethn ot, Rom. Shall I heare more,or ihall I fpeake at this ?
The Ape is dead,I muft coniure him, lu. 'Tis but thy name that is my Enemy:
I coniure thee by 'fyfalines bright eyes, Thou art thy felfe,though not a Mountague,
By her High forehead, and her Scarlet lip, What's Mountague ? it is nor hand nor foote,
By her Fine foote,Straight leg,and Quiuering thigh, Nor arme,nor face,O be fome other name
And the Demeanes, that there Adiacent lie, Belonging to a man.
That in thy likenefle thou appeare to vs. What? in a names that which we call a Rofe,

'Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. By any other word would fmell as fweete,
Mer. This cannot anger him,t1 would anger him So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cal'd,

To raife a fpirit in his Miftreffe circle, Retaine that deare perfection which he owes,
Of feme ftrange nature,letting it ftand Without that title "Borneo,doffe thy name,
Till ihe had laid it,and coniured it downe, And for thy name which is no part of thee,
That were fome fpight. Take all my felfe.
My inuocation is faire and honeft, & in his Miftris name, Rom. I take thee at thy word :
I coniure onely but to raife vp him. Call me but Loue, and lie be new baptiz'd,

'Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe Trees Hence foorth I neuer will be Romeo.
To be conforted with the Humerous night: lull. What man art thou, that thus befcreen'd in night
Blind is his Loue, and beft befits the darke. So ftumbleft on my counfell ?

Mer. If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke, "Rom. By a name,
Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree, I know not how to tell thee who I am :
And wiih his Miftreffe were that kind of Fruite, My name deare Saint, is hatefull to my felfe,
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee,
O Romeo that ihe were, O that ihe were Had I it written,! would teare the word.
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare, lull. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words
Romeo goodnight, He to my Truckle bed, Of thy tongues vttering,yet I know the found.
This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe, Art thou not Romeo,and a Montague?
Come ihall we go ? ^Rjm. Neither faire Maid, if either thee diflike.

Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to feeke him here lul. How cam'ft thou hither.
That meanes not to be found. Exeunt- Tell me,and wherefore?

Rom. He ieafts at Scarres that neuer felt a wound, The Orchard walls are high,and hard to climbe,
But foft,what light through yonder window breaks/ And the place death, coniidering who thou art,
It is the Eaft,and lullet is the Sunne, If any of my kinfmen find thee here,
Arife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, Rom. With Loues light wings
Who is already fickeand pale with griefe, Did I ore-perch thefe Walls,
That thou her Maid art far more faire then fhe : For ftony limits cannot hold Loue out,
Be not her Maid fince fhe is enuious, And what Loue can do, that dares Loue attempt:
Her Veftal liuery is but ficke and greene, Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me.
And none butfooles do weare it, caft it off: lul. If they do fee thee, they will murther thee.
It is my Lady,O it is my Loue,O that ihe knew ihe were, Rom. Alacke there lies move perill in thine eye,
She fpeakes, yet fhe fayes nothing, what of that? Then twenty of their S words, looke thou but fweete,
Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwere it: And I am proofe againft their enmity.
I am too bold 'tis not to me ihe ipeakes : lul. I would not for the world they faw thee here.
Two of the faireft ftarres in all the Heauen, Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes
Hauing fome bufineffe do entreat her eyes, And but thou loue me, let them finde me here,
To twinckle in their Spheres till they returne. My life were better ended by their hate,
What if her eyes were there, they in her head, Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue.
The brightneffe of her cheeke would ihame thofe ftarres, lul. By whofe direction found'ft thou out this place?
As day-light doth a Lampe,her eye in heauen, Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire,
Would through the ayrie Region ftreame fo bright, He lent me counfell,and I lent him eyes,
That Birds would fmg,and thinke it were not night: I am no Pylot,yet wert thou as far
See how ihe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. As that vaft-ihore-wa£het with the fartneft Sea,
O that I were a Gloue vpon that hand, I fliould aduenture for fuch Marchandife.
That I might touch that cheeke. lul. Thou knoweft the maske of night is on my face,

lul. Ay me. Elfe would a Maiden bluih bepaint my cheeke,
Rom. She ipeakes. For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night,

Oh fpeake againe bright Angell,for thou art Faine would I dwell on forme,faine, faine,denie
As glorious to this night being ore my head, What I haue fpoke, but farewell Complement,
As is a winged meffenger of heaueni Doeft thou Loue ? I know thou wilt fay I, And
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And I will take thy word,yet if thou fwear'ft, (By and by I come)
Thou maieft proue falfe:at Louers penuries To ceafe thy ftrife,and leaue me to my griefe,
They fay lorn laught,oh gentle Romeo, To morrow will I fend.
Ifthou doft Loue,pronounce it faithfully : Rom. So thriue my foule.
Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, lu. A thoufand times goodnight. Exit.
He frowne and be peruerfe,and fay thee nay, ~E^ome. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light,
So thou wilt wooe : But elfe not for the world. Loue goes toward Loue as fchool-boyes fro thier books
In truth faire Mouatague I am too fond : But Loue fro Loue, towards fchoole with heauie lookes.
And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light,
But truft me Gentleman, He proue more true, Enter luliet agaalne.
Then thofe that haue coying to be ftrange,
I /hould haue beene more ftrange, I muft confe/Te, lul. Hift Romeo hift:O for a Falkners voice,
But that thou ouer heard'ft ere I was ware To lure this Taflell gentle backe againe,
My true Loues paffion, therefore pardon me, Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake aloud,
And not impute this yeelding to light Loue, Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eccho lies,
Which the darke night hath fo difcouered. And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe, then

Rom. Lady, by yonder Moone I vow, With repetition of my Romeo.
That tips with filuer all thefe Fruite tree tops. Rom. It is my foule that calls vpon my name.

Jul. O fweare not by the Moone,th'inconftant Moone, How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night,
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares.
Leaft that thy Loue proue likewife variable. lul. ^Kjimeo.

Rom. What /hall I fweare by ? "^om. My Neece.
lul. Do not fweare at all : lul. What a clock to morrow

Orif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious felfc, Shall I fend to thee?
Which is the God of my Idolatry, Rom. By the houre of nine.
And He beleeue thee. lul. I will not faile, 'tis twenty yeares till then,

Rom, If my hearts deare loue. I haue forgot why I did call thee backe.
lull. Well do not fweare, although I ioy in thee: Rom. Let me ftand here till thou remember it.

I haue no ioy of this contrail to night, lul. I /hall forget, to haue thee ftill ftand there,
It is too raftj, too vnaduif'd,too fudden, Rerr.embring how I Loue thy company.
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be Rom. And lie ftill ftay, to haue thee ftill forget,
Ere, one can fay, it lightens,Sweete good night: Forgetting any other home but this.
This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath, /&"/. 'Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone,
May proue a beautious Flower when next we meete: And yet no further then a wantons Bird,
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repofe and reft, That let's it hop a little from his hand,
Come to thy heart,as that within my breft. Like a poore prifoner in his twifted Gyues,

Rom. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied ? And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe,
luli. What latisfaftion can'ft thou haue to night? So louing lealous of his liberty.
Ro. Th'exchange of thy Loues faithfull vow for mine, Rom. I would I were thy Bird.
lul. I gaue thee mine before thou did'ft requeftit: lul. Sweet fo would I,

And yet I would it were to giue againe. Yet I /hould kill thee with much cheri/hing :
Rom. Would'ft thou withdrawit, Good night,good night.

For what purpofe Loue ? Rom. Parting is fuch fweete forrow,
lul. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, That I /hall fay goodnight, till it be morrow.

And yet I wi/h but for the thing I haue, lul. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft.
My bounty is as boundle/Te as the Sea, ^m. Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft,
My Loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee The gray ey'd morne fmiles on the frowning night,
The more I haue, for both are Infinite: Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreakes of light,
I heare fome noyfe within deare Loue adue : And darkneffe fleckel'd like a drunkard reeles,

Cals within. From forth dayes path way, made by Titans wheeles.
Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mountague be true : Hence will I to my ghoftly Fries clofe Cell,
Stay but alittle, I will come againe. Hishelpe to craue,and my deare hap to tell. Exit.

Rom. O blefled bleffed night, I am afear'd
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, Enter Frier alone frith a bcu\tt.
Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall.

lul. Three words deare Romeo, Frz.The gray ey'd morne fmiles on the frowning night,
And goodnight indeed, Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks of light:
If that thy bent of Loue be Honourable, And fleckled darkneffe like a drunkard reeles,
Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to morrow, From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheeles:
By one that He procure to come to thee, Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eye,
Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, The day to cheere,and nights danke dew to drv,
And all my Fortunes at thy foote He lay, I muft vpfill this Oiler Cage of ours,
And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. With balefull weedes,and precious luiced flowers,

Within: Madam. The earth that's Natures mother, is her Tombe,
I come, anon : but if thou meaneft not well, What is her burying graue that is her wombe :
I do befeech theee Within: Madam. And from her wombe children of diuers kind

We
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We lucking on her naturall bofome find : Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet.
Many for many vertues excellent : If ere thou waft thy felfe,and thefe woes thine,
None but for lome,and yet all different. Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rojaline.
Omickle is the powerfull grace that lies And art thou chang'dPpronounce this fentence then,
In Plants,Hearbs, ftones,and their true qualities : Women may fall, when there's no ftrength in men.
For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth Hue, Rom. Thou chid'ft me oft for louing Rojaline.
But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : Fri. For doting.not for louing pupill mine.
Nor ought fo good,but ftrain'd from that faire vfe, T^om. And bad'ft me bury Loue.
Reuolts from true birth,ftumbling on abufe. Fri. Not in a graue,
Vertue itfelfe turnes vice being mifapplied, To lay one in,another out to haue.
And vice fometime by adtion dignified. Rom, I pray thee chide me not,her I Loue now

Enter Romeo. Doth grace for grace, and Loue for Loue allow :
Within the infant rin'd of this vveake flower, The other did not fo.
Poyfon hath refidence,and medicine power : Fri. O fhe knew well,
For this being fmelt, with that part cheares each part, Thy Loue did read by rote, that could notfpell :
Being tailed flayes all fences with the heart. But come young wauerer,come goe with me,
Two fuch oppofed Kings encampe them flill, In one refpedl, lie thy afliftant be :
In man as well as Hearbes,grace and rude will: For this alliance may fo happy proue,
And where the worfer is predominant, To turne your houlhould rancor to pure Loue.
Full foone the Canker death eates vp that Plant. Rom. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft.

Rom. Good morrow Father. Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft.
Fri. Benedecite. Exeunt

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? Enter '"BenuoUo and Mercutlo.
Young Sonne,it argues a diftempered head, Mer. Where the deu le fhould this Romeo be ? came he
So foone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed ; not home to night f
Care keepes his watch in euery old mans eye, 'Ben. Not to his Fathers,! fpoke with his man.
And where Care lodges,fleepe will neuer lye : Mer. Why that fame pale hard-harted wench, that Ro-
But where vnbmfed youth with vnftuft braine jaline torments him fo,that he will fure run mad.
Doth couch his lims, there .golden fleepe doth raigne; Ben. Tii>a/t,lhe kinfman to old Cafulet,hath fent a Let-
Therefore thy earlineffe doth me allure, ter to his Fathers houfe.
Thou art vprous'd with fome diftempraturej cJlfer. A challenge on my life.
Or if not fo,then here I hit it right. 'Ben. Romeo will anfwere it.
Our Rrjtneo hath not beene in bed to night. Mer. Any man that can write, may anfwere a Letter.

Rom. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine. 'Ben. Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Maifter how he
Fri. God pardon fin:waft thou with Rojaline ? dares, being dared.
Rom. With Ro/aline,my ghoftly Father ? No, Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead ftab'd with

I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with
Fri. That's my good Son,but wher haft thou bin then f a Loue fong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the
Rom. He tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : blind Bo\ve-boyes but-ftiaft, and is he a man to encounter

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie, Tybalt ?
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me, 'Ben. Why what is Tibalt ?
That's by me wounded:both our remedies Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Couragi-
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies : ous Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing
I beare no hatred,bleffed rrAn:for loe prickfong, keeps time, diftance,and proportion, he refts
My interceffion likewife fteads my foe. his minum, one, two, and the third in your bofom.-the ve-

Fri. Be plaine good Son,reft homely in thy drift, ry butcher of a filk burton,a Dualift,a Dualift:a Gentleman
Ridling confeffion,findes but ridling ihrift. of the very firft houfe of the firft and fecond caufe: ah the

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts deare Loue is fet, immortall !JaffaJo,the Punto reuerfo,the Hay.
On the faire daughter of rich Cafulet : Ben. The what?
As mine on hers.fo hers is fet on mine; Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affecting phan-
And all combin'd,faue what thou muft combine tacies, thefe new tuners of accent : lelu a very good blade,
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, a very tall man, a very good whore. Why is not this a la-
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow : mentable thing Grandfire,tbat we fhould be thus afflicted
He tell thee as we paffe, but this I pray, with thefe ftrange flies : thefe falhion Mongers,thefe par-
That thou confent to marrie vs to day- don-mee's, who ftand fo much on the new form, that they

Fri. Holy S. Francis, what a change is heere ? cannot fit at eafe on the old bench. O their bones,their
Is Rosaline that thou didft Loue fo deare bones.
So foone forfaken ? young mens Loue then lies Enter Romeo.
Not truely in their hearts,but in their eyes. 'Ben. Here comes Romeo,here comes Romeo.
lefu Maric,\vha.t a deale of brine Mer. Without his Roe, like a dryej Hering. O fle(h,
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rojaline ? flefh,how art thou fimified ? Now is he fur the numbers
How much fait water throwne away in waft, that Petrarch flowed in : Laura to his Lady, was a kitchen
To feafon Loue that ofit doth not taft. wench,marrie fhe had a better Loue to berime her: Dido
The Sun not yet thy fighes,from heauen cleares, a dowdie, Cleopatra a Gipfie, Hellen and Hero, hildinfgs
Thy old grones yet ringing in my auncient eares: and Harlots;Tbisbie a gray eie or fo,but not to the purpofe.
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit, Signior Romeo fBon iour, there's a French falutation to your
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62 'The Tr age die of cE{omeo and Juliet.
French flop : you gaue vs the the counterfeit fairely laft Nur. Out vpon yourwhat a man are you ?
night. Rom. One Gentlewoman,

'Romeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit That God hath made,himfelfe to mar.
did 1 giue you ? Nur. By my troth it is faid , for himfelfe to,mar qua-

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceiue ? t ha:Gentlemen, can any of you tel me where I may find
Rom. Pardon Mercutio,my bufinefie was great, and in the young T(omeo?

fuch a cafe as mine,a man may ftraine curtefie. Borneo. I can tell you: but young Romeo will be older
Mer. That's as much as to fay,fuch a cafe as yours con- when you haue found him, then he \vaswhenyou fought

flrains a man to bow in the hams. him: I am the youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe.
"^om. Meaning to curfie. Nur. You fay well.
Mar. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. Mer. Yea is the worft well,
Rom. A moft curteous exposition. Very well tooke : I faith, wifely, wifely.
Mer. Nay, I am the very pinck of curtefie. Nur. If you be he fir,
Rom. Pinke for flower. I defire fome confidence with you?
Mer. Right. Ben. She will endite him to fome Supper.
Rom. Why then is my Pump well flowr'd. Mer. A baud,a baud, a baud. So ho.
Mer. Sure wit, follow me this ieaft, now till thou haft Rom. What haft thou found ?

worne out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of it is cWer. No Hare fir, vnleffe a Hare fir in a Lenten pie,
worne, the ieaft may remaine after the wearing, fole- that is fomething ftale and hoare ere it be fpent.
fingular. An old Hare hoare, and an old Hare hoare is very good

"%om. O fingle fol'd ieaft, meat in Lent.
Soly fingular for the finglenelTe. But a Hare that is hoare is too much for a fcore, when it
Mer. Come betweene vs good Benuolio,my wits faints. ho ares ere it be fpent,
Rom. Swits and fpurs, Romeo will you come to your Fathers ? Weele to dinner

Swits and fpurs,or lie crie a match. thither.
Mer. Nay, if our wits run the Wild-Goofe chafe, I am "Rom. I will follow you.

done : For thou haft more of the Wild-Goofe in one of Mer. Farewell auncient Lady :
thy wits, then I am fure I haue in my whole fiue. Was I Farewell Lady,Lady,Lady.
with you there for the Goofe ? Exit. Mercutio, Benuolio.

Rom. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when Nur. I pray you fir, what fawcie Merchant was this
thou waft not there for the Goofe. that was fo full of his roperie ?

Mer. I will bite thee by the eare for that left. Rom. A Gentleman Nurfe, that loues to heare himfelfe
Rom. Nay ,good Goofe bite not. talke.and will fpeake more in a minute,then he will ftand
<3VLer. Thy wit is a very Bitter-fweeting, to in a Moneth.

It is a moft fliarpe fawce. Nur. And a fpeake any thing againft me, lie take him
Rom. And is it not well feru'd into a Sweet-Goofe ? downe,& a were luftier then he is,and twentie fuch lacks:
Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheuerell, that ftretches from and if I cannot, lie finde thofe that {hall : fcuruie knaue, I

an ynch narrow, to an ell broad. am none of his flurt-gils, I am none of his skaines mates,
Rom. I ftretch it out for that word,broad,which added and thou muft ftand by too and fuffer euery knaue to vfe

to the Goofe,proues thee farre and wide,abroad Goofe. me at his pleafure.
Mer. Why is not this better now, then groning for Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his pleafure : if I had, my

Loue,now art thou fociable,now art thou Romeo: now art weapon fhould quickly haue beene out, I warrant you, I
thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this dare draw aflbone as another man, if I fee occafion in a
driueling Loue is like a great Natural!, that runs lolling good quarrell,and the law on my fide.
vp and downe to hid his bable in a hole. Nur.Now afore God,I am fo vext,that euery part about

Ben. Stop there, flop there. me quiuers, skuruy knaue : pray you fir a word : and as I
Mer. Thou defir'ft me to flop in my tale againft the told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what
-Bra.Thou would'ft elfe haue made thy tale large.(haire. flie bid me fay, I will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me
Mer. O thou art deceiu'd, I would haue made it fhort, tell ye, if ye fhould leade her in a fooles paradife, as they

or I was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant fay,it were a very groiTe kind of behauiour, as they fay :
indeed to occupie the argument no longer. for the Gentlewoman is yong : & therefore,if you fhould

deale double with her, truely it were an ill thing to be of-
Enter Nurje and ber man. fered to any Gentle woman, and very weake dealing.

Rom. Here's goodly geare. Nur. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and Miftreffe,!
A fayle,a fayle. proteft vnto thee.

cMer. Two, two: a Shirt and a Smocke. Nur. Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much :
JNur. Peter? Lord, Lord fhe will be a ioyfull woman.
Peter. Anon. Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thou doeft not
Nur. My Fan Peter ? marke me "?
Mer. Good Peter to hide her face ? Nur. I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as I

For her Fans the fairer face ? take it,is a Gentleman-like offer. (afternoone,
Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. Rom. Bid her deuife fome meanes to come to fhrift this
Mer. God ye gooden faire Gentlewoman. And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell
Nur. Is it gooden "? Befhriu'd and married : here is for thy paines.
Mer, 'Tis no lefle I tell you : for the bawdy hand of the Nur. No truly fir not a penny.

Dyall is now vpon the pricke of Noone. Rom. Go too, I fay you fhall.
Nurfe
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The Tr age die of Borneo and Juliet.
Nur. This afternoone fir? well fhe fhall be there. Is longer then the tale thou doft excufe.
^o. And ftay thou good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall, Is thy newes good or bad?anfwere to that,

Within this houre my man fhall be with thee, Say either,and lie ftay the circuftance :
And bring thee Cords made like a tackled ftaire, Let me be fatisfied,ift good or bad?
Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, Nur. Well, you haue made a fimple choice, you know
Muft be my conuoy in the fecret night. not how to chufe a man : Romeo, no not he though his face
Farewell, be truftie and He quite thy paines: be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, and
Farewell, commend me to thy Miftrefie. for a hand, and a foote,and a body, though they be not to

Nur. Now God in heauen bleffe thee:harke you fir, be talkt on, yet they are paft compare: he is not the flower
Rom. What faift thou my deare Nurfe ? of curtefie, but lie warrant him as gentle a Lambe : go thy
Nurfe. Is your man fecret, did you nere heare fay two waies wench,ferue God, What haue you d'm'd at home?

may keepe counfell putting one away. lul. No no:but all this this did I know before
Ro. Warrant thee my man as true as fteele. What faies he of our marriage? what of that?
Nur. Well fir, my Miftrefle is t he fweeteft Lady, Lord, Nur. Lord how my head akes, what a head haue I f

Lord, when 'twas a little prating thing. O there is a No- It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces.
ble man in Towne one Paris, that would faine lay knife a- My backe a tother fide :o my backe, my backe :
board : but fhe good foule had as leeue a fee Toade,a very Befhrew your heart for fending me about
Toade as fee him : I anger her fometimes, and tell her that To catch my death with iaunting vp and downe.
Paris is the properer man, but He warrant you, when I fay lul. Ifaith: I am forrie that that thou art fo well.
fo, fhee lookes as pale as any clout in the verfall world. Sweet fweet,fweet Nurfe, tell me what faies my Loue ?
Doth not Rofemarie and Romeo begin both with a letter ? Nur. Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman,

Rom. I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with an R And a courteous,and a kind,and a handfome,
Nur. A mocker that's the dogsname. R. is for the no, And I warrant a vertuous: where is your Mother?

I know it begins with fome other letter, and fhe hath the lul. Where is my Mother?
prettieft fententious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it Why fhe is within, where fhould fhe be ?
would do you good to heare it. How odly thou repli'ft :

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman :
Nur. 1 a thoufand times. Peter? Where is your Mother ?
Pet. Anon. Nur. O Gods Lady deare,
Nur, Before and apace. Exit Nurfe and Peter. Are you fo hot?marrie come vp I trow,

Enter lulkt. Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ?
lul. The clocke ftrook nine, when I did fend the Nurfe, Henceforward do your mefTages your felfe.

In halfe an houre fhe promifed to returne, lul. Heere's fuch a coile, come what faies Romeo ?
Perchance fhe cannot meete him:that's not fo : Nur. Haue you got leaue to go to fhrift to day ?
Oh fhe is lame, Loues Herauld fhould be thoughts, lul. I haue.
Which ten times fafter glides then the Sunnes beames, Nur. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell,
Driuing backe fhadowes ouer lowring hils. There ftaies a Husband to make you a wife :
Therefore do nimble Pinion'd Doues drawLoue, Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes,
And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings : Thei'le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes:
Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill Hie you to Church, I muftan other way,
Of this daies iourney, and from nine till twelue, To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue
I three long houres, yet fhe is not come. Muft climde a birds neft Soone when it is darke :
Had fhe affedions and warme youthfull blood, I am the drudge,and toile in your delight :
She would be as fwift in motion as a ball, But you fhall beare the burthen foone at night.
My words would bandy her to my fweete Loue, Go He to dinner, hie you to the Cell.
And his to me,but old folkes, lul. H ie to high Fortune,honeft Nurfe, farewell. Exeunt.
Many faine as they were dead,
Vnwieldie, flow, heauy, and pale as lead. Enter Frier and Romso.

Enter Nurfe. Fri. So fmile the heauens vpon this holy adl,
O God fhe comes, O hony Nurfe what newes ? That after houres,with forrow chide vs not.
Haft thou met with him?fend thy man away. Rom. Amen,amen,but come what forrow can,

Nur. Peter ftay at the gate. It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy
lul. Now good fweet Nurfe : That one fhort minute glues me in her fight:

O Lord, why lookeft thou fad ? Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words,
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. Then Loue-deuouring death do what he dare,
If good thou fham'ft the muficke of fweet newes, Itisinough.I may but call her mine.
By playing it to me, with fo fower a face. Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent endes,

Nur. I am a weary,giue me leaue awhile, And in their triumph:die like fire and powder;
Fie how my bones ake,what a iaunt haue I had f Which as they kiffe confume. The fweeteft honey

lul. I would thou had'ft my bones,and I thy newes: Is loathfome in his owne delicioufnefie,
Nay come I pray thee fpeake.good good Nurfe fpeake. And in the tafte confoundes the appetite.

Nur. lefu what haft?can you not ftay a while? Therefore Louemoderately,long Loue doth fo,
Do you not fee that I am out of breath ? Too fwift arriues as tardie as too flow.

lul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breth Enter Juliet.
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light afoot
The excufe that thou doft make in this delay, Will nere weare out the euerlafting flint,
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A Louer may beftride the Goffamours, Mer. Confort?what doft thou make vs Minftrels ? &
Thatydles in the wanton Summer ayre, thou make Minftrels of vs,looke to heare nothing but dif-
And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. cords :heere's my fiddlefticke,heere's that fliall make you

/«/. Good euen to my ghoftly ConfefTor. daunce. Come confort.
Fri. Romeo /hall thanke thee Daughter for vs both. ^Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men :
Jvl. As much to him^elfe in his thanks too much. Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place,
Fri. Ah lulietfif the meaiure of thy ioy Or reafon coldly of your greeuances:

Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more Or elfe depart, here all eies gaze on vs.
To blafoii it,then fweeten with thy breath Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them gaze.
This neighbour ayre,and let rich mufickes tongue, I will not badge for no mans pleafure I.
Vnfold the imagin'd happineffe that both
Receiue in either, by this deere encounter. Enter Romeo.

/«/. Conceit more rich in matter then in words, Tib. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man.
Brags of his fubftance,not of Ornament: Mer. But He be hang'd fir if he weare your Liuery;
They are but beggers that can count their worth, Marry go before to field,heele be your follower,
But my true Loue is growne to fiich fuch exceffe, Your worfhip in that fenfe,may call him man.
I cannot fum vp fome of halfe my wealth. Tib. Romeo,the loue J beare thee, can aftbord

Fri.Come, come with me,& we will make fhort vvorke, No better terme then this: Thou art a Villaine.
For by your leaues,you fhall not ftay alone, Rom. Tiba/t,the reafon that I haue to loue thee,
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. Doth much excufe the appertaining rage

Enter Mercutio, Benuolio ,and men. To fuch a greeting: Villaine am I none ;
'Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire, Therefore farewell,! fee thou know'ftme not.

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad : Tib. Boy,this fhall not excufe the iniuries
And if we meet, we flial not fcape a brawle,for now thefe That thou haft done me,therefore turne and draw.
hot dayes,is the mad blood ftirring. Rom. I do proteft I neuer iniurM thee,

Mer. Thou art like one of thefe fellowes,that when he But lou'd thee better then thou can'ft deuife :
enters the confines of a Tauerne, claps me his Sword vpon Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my loue,
the Table, and fayes, God fend me no need of thee: and by And fo good Cafulet,which name I tender
the operation of the fecond cup,drawes him on the Draw- As dearely as my owne,be fatisfied.
er, when indeed there is no need. Mer. O calme, dishonourable,vile fubmiffion:

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellow ? Alia Bucatbo carries it away.
Mer. Come,come,thou art as hot a lacke in thy mood, Tybalt,you Rat-catcher,will you walke ?

as any in Italic: and affoone moued to be moodie, and af- Tib. What woulds thou haue with me ?
foone moodie to be mou'd. Mer. Good King of Cats;notbing but one of your nine

Ben. And what too ? liues,that I meane to make bold withall, and as you ihall
Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fliould haue vfe me hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight. Will you

none fhortly,for one would kill the other: thou, why thou pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? Make
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire haft,Ieaft mine be about your eares ere it be out.
lefle in his beard, then thou haft: thou wilt quarrell with a Tib. I am for you.
man for cracking Nuts, hauing no other reafon, but be- Rom. Gentle Mercutio,put thy Rapier vp.
caufe thou haft hafell eyes : what eye, but fuch an eye, Mer. Come fir,your Paflado.
would fpie out fuch a quarrell? thy head is as full of quar- Rom. Draw 'Benuolio,bezt downe their weapons:
rels,as an egge is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin Gentlemen,for iliame forbeare this outrage,
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling: thou haft quar- Tiba.lt,Mercurio,the Prince exprefly hath
rel'd with a man for coffing in the ftreet, becaufe he hath Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreetes.
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepe in the Sun.Did'ft Hold Tybalt ,good Mercutio.
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- Exit Tybalt.
let before Eafter ? with another,for tying his new /hooes Mer. I am hurt.
with old Riband,and yet thou wilt Tutor me frormquar- A plague a both the Houfes,! am fped:
relling ? Is he gone and hath nothing ?

'Ben. And I were fo apt to quarell as thou art, any man Ben. What art thou hurt ?
fhould buy the Fee-fimple of my life, for an houre and a Mer. 1,1,a fcratch,a fcratch,marry 'tis inough,
quarter. Where is my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgeon.

oMer. The Fee-fimple ? O fimple. Rom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much.
Enter Tybalt, Pe t rue bio ,and others. Mer. No :'tis not fo deepe as a well, nor fo wide as a

'Ben. By my head here comes the Capulets, Church doore,but'tis inough, 'twill ferue : aske for me to
<JV[er. By my heele I care not. morrow,and you fliall find me a graue man.I am pepper'd
Tyb. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeake to them. I warrant, for this world : a plague a both your houfes.

Gentlemen,Good den, a word with one of you. What, a Dog, a Rat, aMoufe,a Cat to fcratch a man to
Mer. And but one word with one of vs?couple it with death : a Braggart,a Rogue, a Villaine, that fights by the

fomething,make it a word and a blow. booke of Arithmeticke, why the deu'le came you be-
Tib. You fliall find me apt inough to that fir, and you tweene vs.? I was hurt vnder your arme.

will giue me occafion. Rom. I thought all for the beft.
<^lfercu. Could you not take fome occafion without Mer. Helpe me into fome houfe Benuolio;

giuing ? Or I fhall faint:a plague a both your houfes.
Tib. Mercutio thou confort'ft with 'Borneo. They haue made wormesmeat of me,

I
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I haue it, and foundly to your Houfes. Exit. Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud,

Rom. This Gentleman the Princes neere Alie, Hold Friends,Friends part,and fwifter then his tongue,
My very Friend hath got hismortall hurt His Jged arme^eats downe their fatall points,
In my behalfe,my reputation ftain'd And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofe arme,
With Tibalts flaunder, Tybalt that an houre An enuious thruft from Tybalt,h\t the life
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet luliet, Of ftout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled.
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, But by and by comes backe to Romeo,
And in my temper foftned Valours fteele. Who had but newly entertained Reuenge,

Enter cBenuolio. And too't they goe like lightning,for ere I
''Ben. O Romeo,Romeo,braue Mercutio's'is dead, Could draw to part them, was ftout Tybalt flaine :

That Gallantifpirit hath afpir'd the Cloudes, And as he fell, did Romeo turne and file:
Which too vntimely here did fcorne the earth. This is the truth, or let Benuolio die.

Rom. This daies blacke Fate, on mo dales doth depend, Cap. Wi. He is a kinfman to the Mountague,
This but begins,the wo others muft end. Affeclion makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true :

Enter Tybalt. Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ftrife,
Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybalt backe againe. And all thofe twenty could but kill one life.
'^om. He gon in triumph, and Mercutio flaine? I beg for luftice, which thou Prince muft giue:

Away to heauen refpecliue Lenitie, Borneo flew Tybalt,Romeo muft not liue.
And fire and Fury, be my conduct now. Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio,
Now Tybalt take the Villaine backeagaine Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe.
That late thou gau'ft me, for Mercutios foule Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutios Friend,
Is but a little way aboue our heads, His fault concludes, but what the law fhould end,
Staying for thine to keepe him companie : The lift of Tybalt.
Either thou or I, or both, muft goe withlhim. Trin. And for that offence,

Tib. Thou wretched Boy that didft confort him here, Immediately we doe exile him hence :
Shalt with him hence. I haue an intereft inlyour hearts proceeding:

R^om. This Hull determine that. My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding.
Theyfght. Tybalt falL-s. But He Amerce you with fo ftrong a fine,

Ben. Romeo, away be gone : That you fhall all repent the loffe of mine.
The Citizens are vp,and Tybalt flaine, It will be deafe to pleading and excufes,
Stand not amaz'd, the Prince will Doome thee death Nor teares, nor prayers (hall purchafe our abufes.
If thou art taken:hence, be gone, away. Therefore vfe none, let Romeo hence in haft,

Rom. O! lam Fortunes foole. Elfe when he is found, that houre is his laft.
Ben. Why doft thou ftay ? Beare hence this body,and attend our will:

Exit Romeo. Mercy not Murders, pardoning thofe that kill.
Enter Citizens. Exeunt-

Citi. Which way ran he that kild <^Mercutio ? Er.ter luliet alone.
Tibalt that Murtherer, which way ran he ? lul. Gallop apace,you fiery footed fteedes,

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. Towards Phabui lodging, fuch a Wagoner
Citi. Vp fir go with me : As Phaeton would whip you to the weft,

I charge thee in the Princes names obey. And bring in Cloudie night immediately.
Enter Prince, old Montague, Capulet, their Spred thy clofe Curtaine Loue-performing night,

11 iues and all. That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo
Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray f Leape to theft- armes, vntalkt of and vnfeene,
Ben. O Noble Prince, I can difcouer all Louers can fee to doe their Amorous rights,

The vnluckie Mannage of this fatall brail: And by their owne Beauties: or if Loue be blind,
There lies the man flaine by young Romeo, It beft agrees with night:come ciuill night,
That flew thy kinfman braue Mercutio. Thou fober futed Matron all in blacke,

Cap. Wi. Tybalt,my Cozin ?O my Brothers Child, And learne me how to loofe a winning match,
O Prince, O Cozin, Husband,O the blood is fpild Plaid for a paire of ftainleffe Maidenhoods,
Of my deare kinfman. Prince as thou art true, Hood my vnman'd blood bayting in my Cheekes,
For bloud of ours, flied bloud of Mountague. With thy Blacke mantle, till ftrange Loue grow bold,
O Cozin,Cozin. Thinke true Loue acted fimple modeftie :

Prin. 'Beruolh, who began this Fray ? Come night,come Romeo,come thou day in night,'
'Ben. Tybalt here flaine, whom Romeo's hand did flay, For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night

Romeo that fpoke him faire, bid him bethinke Whiter then new Snow vpon a Rauens backe :
How nice the Quarrell was, and vrg'd withall Come gentle night, come louing blackebrow'd night.
Your high difpleafure:all this vttered, Giue me my Romeo,and when I fhall die,
With gentle breath,calme looke,knees humbly bow'd Take him and cut him out in little ftarres,
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene And he will make the Face of heauen fo fine,
Of Tybalts deafe to peace, but that he Tilts That all the world will be in Loue with night,
With Peircing fteele at bold Mercutio's breaft, And pay no worfhip to the Garifli Sun.
Who all as hot,turnes deadly point to point, O I haue bought the Manfion of a Loue,
And with a Martiall fcorne, with one hand beates Butnot pofTeft it, and though I am fold,
Cold death afide.and with the other fends Not yet enioy'd, fo tedious is this day,
It back to Tybalt, whofe dexterity As is the night before fomeFeftiuall,

ff T

663



66 The ¥ rage die of'tymeo and Juliet.
TO an impatient child that hath new robes Ah where's my man ? giue me fome Aqua-vitae ?
And may not weare them,O here comes my Nurfe :^ Thefe griefes, thefe woes,thefe forrowes make me old :

Enter Nurfe with cords. Shame come to Romeo.
And fhe brings newes and euery tongue that fpeaks lul. Blifter'd be thy tongue
But Romeos, name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence!: For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to fhame :
Now Nurfe, what newes'what haft thou there ? Vpon his brow fhame is afham'd to fit;
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? For'tis a throane where Honour may be Crown'd

Nur. 1,1, the Cords. Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth:
lull. Ay me, what newes ? O what a beaft was I to chide him f

Why doft thou wring thy hands. Nur. Will you fpeake well of him,
Nur. A welady,hee's dead, hee's dead, That kil'd your Cozen ?

We are vndone Lady, we are vndone. lul. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband ?
Alacke the day, hee's gone,hee's kil'd, he's dead. Ah poore my Lord, what tongue ihall fmooth thy name,

lul. Can heauen be fo enuious ? When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it.
Nur. Romeo can, But wherefore Villaine did'ft thou kill my Cozin ?

Though heauen cannot.O Rotneo, Romeo, That ViJIaine Cozin would haue kil'd my husband :
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. Backe foolifh teares, backe to your natiue fpring,

lull. What diuell art thou, Your tributarie drops belong to woe,
That doft torment me thus f Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy :
This torture fhould be roar'd in difmall hell, My husband Hues that Tibalt would haue flaine,
Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe ? fay thou but I, And Tibalt dead that would haue flaine my husband :
And that bare vowell 1 ihall poyfon more All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then ?
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death
I am not I, if there be fuch an I. That murdered me,I would forget it feine,
Or thofe eyes (hot,that makes thee anfwere I : But oh, it prefles to my memory,
If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no. Like damned guilty dcedes to finners minds,
Briefe, founds,determine of my weale or wo. Tybalt is dead and Romeo banifhed :

Nur. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, That banifhed,that one word banifhed,
God faue the marke, here on his manly breft, Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts: Tibalts death
A pitteous Coarfe,a bloody piteous Coarfe : Was woe inough if it had ended there:
Pale,pale as afhes,all bedawb'd in blood, Or if fower woe delights in fellowship,
All in gore blood, I founded at the fight- And needly will be rankt with other griefes,

lul. O breake my heart, Why followed not when fhefaid Tibalts dead,
Poore Banckrout breake at once, Thy Father or thy Mother,nay or both,
To prifon eyes, nere looke on libertie. Which moderne lamentation might haue mou'd.
Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, But which a rere-ward following Tybalts death
And thou and Romeo preffe on heauie beere. Borneo is banifhed to fpeake that word,

Nur. O Tybalt,Tybalt,\he. beft Friend I had: Is Father, Mother, Tybalt, Romeo, luliet,
O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, All flaine,all dead: Romeo is banifhed,
That euer I mould liue to fee thee dead. There is no end, no limit, meafure,bound,

lul. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contrarie ? In that words death, no words can that woe found.
Is "^meo flaughtred ? and is Tybalt dead ? Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe "?
My deareft Cozen,and my dearer Lord: Nur. Weeping and wailing ouer Tybalts Coarfe,
Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generall doome, Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither.
For who is liuing,if thofe two are gone ̂ lu. Wafh they his wounds with tears:mine fhal be fpent

Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banifhed, When theirs are drie for Romeo" ibanifhment.
Romeo that kil'd him, he is banifhed. Take vp thofe Cordes,poore ropes you are beguil'd,

lul. O God ! Both you and I for Romeo is exild:
Did T^oinos hand fried Tybalts blood He made you for a'high-way to my bed,
It did,it did,alas the day,it did. But I a Maid,die Maiden widowed.

Nur. O Serpent heart,hid with a flowring face. Come Cord, come Nurfe, He to my wedding bed,
lul. Did euer Dragon keepe fo faire a Caue ? And death not Romeo, take my Maiden head.

Beautifull Tyrant,fiend Angelicall : Nur. Hie to your Chamber,lie find 'rE(omeo
Rauenous Doue-feather'd Rauen, To comfort you, I wot well where he is:
Woluifh-rauening Lambe, Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night,
Difpifed fubftance of Diuineft fhow : lie to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell.
luft oppofite to what thou iuftly feem'ft, lul. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight,
A dimne Saint,an Honourable Villaine : And bid him come, to take hislaft farewell.
O Nature ! what had'ft thou to doe in hell, Exit.
When thou did'ft bower the fpirit of a fiend Enter Frier and Romeo.
In mortall paradife of fuch fweet fleih ?
Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter Fri. Romeo come forth,
So fairely bound ? O that deceit ftiould dwell Come forth thou fearfull man,
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. Affliction is enamor'd of thy parts:

Nur. There's no truft,no faith,no honeftie in men, And thou art wedded to calamitie.
All periur'd, all forfworne,all naught,all diflemblers, Rom. Father what newes?

What
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'The Tr age die of^E^omeo and luliet.
What is the Princes Doome ? Then mighteft thou fpeake,
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand, Then mighteft thou teare thy hayre,
That I yet know not? And fall vpon the ground as I doe now,

Fri. Too familiar Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue.
Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre Company : Enter Nurfe,and tyioclys.
I bring thee tydings of the Princes Doome. Frier. Arife one knockes,

Rom. What leffe then Doomefday, Good Romeo hide thy felfe.
Is the Princes Doome ? Rom. Not I,

Fri. A gentler iudgementvanifht from his lips, VnlefTe the breath of Hartficke groanes
Not bodies death,but bodies banifhment. Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes.

Rom. Ha,banifhment?be mercifull,fay death : Knockf
For exile hath more terror in his looke, Fri. Harke how they knocke :
Much more then death: do not fay banifhment. (Who's there ) Romeo arife,

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed : Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while,ftand vp :
Be patient,for the world is broad and wide. Knocke.

Rom. There is no world without Tirana walles, Run to my ftudy:by and by .Gods will
But Purgatorie.Torture , hell it felfe : What fimpleneffe is this: I come, I come.
Hence banifhed,is banifht from the world, Knoclje.
And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed, Who knocks fo hard ?
Is death,miftearm'd,calling death banifhed, Whence come you ? what's your will ?
Thou cut'ft my head off with a golden Axe, Enter Nurfe.
And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. Nur. Let me come in,

Fri. O deadly fin,O rude vnthankefulnefle ! And you fhall know my errand :
Thy fait our Law calles death, but the kind Prince I come from Lady luliet.
Taking thy part,hath rufht afide the Law, Fri. Welcome then.
And turn'd that blackeword death,to banifhment. Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier,
This is deare mercy,and thou feeft it not. Where's my Ladies Lord?where's Romeo <?

Rom. 'Tis Torture and not mercy,heauen is here Fri. There on the ground,
Where luliet Hues,and euery Cat and Dog, With his owne teares made drunke.
And little Moufe,euevy vnworthy thing Nur. O he is euen in my MiftrefTe cafe,
Liue herein Heauen and may looke on her, luft in her cafe.O wofull fimpathy :
But Romeo may not.More Validitie, Pittious predicament,euen fo lies fhe,
More Honourable ftate, more Courtfhip liues Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring,
In carrion Flies, then ̂ o;?zec:they may feaze Stand vp,ftand vp,ftand and you be a man,
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand, For luliets fake,for her fake rife and ftand :
And fieale immortall bleffing from her lips, Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O.
Who euen in pure and veftall modeftie Rom. Nurfe.
Still blufh,as thinking their owne kiffes fin. Nur. Ah fir,ah fir,deaths the end of all.
This may Flies doe,when I from this muft flic, Rom. Speak'ft thou of /K/zV<?how is it with her?
And faift thou yet,that exile is not death ? Doth not fhe thinke me an old Murtherer,
But f^cmeo may not,hee is banifhed. Now I haue ftain'd the Childhood of our ioy,
Had'ft thou no poyfon mixt,no fharpe ground knife, With blood remoued,but little from her owne ?
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane, Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and whar fayes
But banifhed to kill me? Banifhed ? My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Loue ?
O Frier,the damned vfe that word in hell: Nur. Oh fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps,
Howlings attends it,how haft thou the hart And now fals on her bed,and then ftarts vp,
Being a Diuine, a Ghoftly ConfefTor, And Tybalt calls,and then on Romeo cries,
A Sin-Abfoluer,and my Friend profeft : And then downe falls againe.
To mangle me with that word,banifhed ? .Ro.As if that name fhot from the dead leuell of a Gun,

Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare mefpeake. Did murder her,as that names curfed hand
°Z(o7?z. O thou wiltfpeake againe of banifhment. Murdred her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier,tell me,
Fri. Ilegiue thee Armour to keepe off that word, In what vile part of this Anatomic

Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofophie, Doth my name lodge.? Tell me,that I mayfacke
To comfort thee,though thou art banifhed. The hatefull Manfion.

Rom. Yet banifhedfhang vp Philofophie: Fri. Hold thy defperate hand :
VnlefTe Philofohpie can make a luliet, Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art :
Difplant a Towne,reuerfe a Princes Doome, Thy teares are womanifh.thy wild afts denote
It helpes not,it preuailes not,talke no more. The vnreafonable Furie of a beaft.

Fri. O then I fee, that Mad men haue no eares. Vnfeemely woman,in a feeming man,
Rom. How fhould they, And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both,

When wifemen haue no eyes ? Thou haft amaz'd me.By my holy order,
Fri. Let me difpaire with thee of thy eftate, I thought thy difpofition better temper'd.
Rom. Thou can'ft not fpeake of that y doft not feele, Haft thou flaine Tybalt ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ?

Wert thou as young as luliet my Loue: And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lies,
An houre but married, Tybalt murdered, By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe?
Doting like me, and like me banifhed, Why rayl'ft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth ?

Si nee
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Since birth,and heauen and earth,all three do meete I would haue bin a bed an houreago.
In thee at once, which thou at once would'ft loofe. Par. Thefe times of wo, affbord no times to wooe:
Fie,fie,thou fham'ft thy fhape,thy loue,thy wit, Madam goodnight,commend me to your Daughter.
Which like a Vfurer abound'ftin all : Lady. I will, and know her mind early to morrow,
And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, To night,fhe is mewed vp to her heauinefle.
Which fhould bedecke thy fhape,thy loue, thy wit: Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a defperate tender
Thy Noble fhape,is but a forme of waxe, Of my Childes loue : I thinke fhe will be rul'd
Digreffing from the Valour of a man, In all refpe&s by me : nay more,I doubt it not.
Thy deare Loue fworne but hallow periurie, Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed,
Killing that Loue which thou haft vow'd to cherifh. Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Tarts Loue,
Thy wit, that Ornament, to fhape and Loue, And bid her,marke you me,on Wendfday next,
Mifhapen in the conduct of them both : But foft, what day is this ?
Like powder in a skilleffe Souldiers flaske, Par. Monday my Lord.
Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, Cap. Monday,ha ha: well Wendfday is too foone,
And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. A Thurfday let it be:a Thurfday tell her,
What,ro\vfe thee man, thy lullet is aliue, She fhall be married to this Noble Earle :
For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. Will you be ready ? do you like this haft/
There art thou happy.'Tybalt would kill thee, Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two,
But thou flew'ft Tybalt, there art thou happie. For harke you, Tybalt being /laine fo late,
The law that threatned death became thy Friend, It may be thought we held him carelefly,
And turn'd it to exile, there art thou happy. Being our kinfman,if we reuell much :
A packe or bleiTmg light vpon thy backe, Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen Friends,
Happineffe Courts thee in her beft array, And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfday /
But like a mifhaped and fullen wench, Para. My Lord,
Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Loue: I would that Thurfday were to morrow.
Take heed, take heed,for fuch die miferable. Cap. Well,get you gone, a Thurfday,be it then :
Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, Go you to luliet ere you go to bed,
Afcend her Chamber,hence and comfort her : Prepare her wife, againft this wedding day.
But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, Farewell my Lord,light to my Chamber hoa,
For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, Afore me,it is fo late, that we may call ir early by and by,
Where thou fhalt liue till we can finde a time Goodnight. Exeunt.
To blaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends,
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee backe, Enter Romeo and luliet aloft.
With twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy
Then thou went'ft forth in lamentation. lul. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet neere day t
Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, It was the Nightingale,and not the Larke,
And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, Thatpier'ft the fearefull hollow of thine eare,
Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto. Nightly fhe lings on yond Pomgranet tree,
Romeo is comming. Beleeue me Loue, it was the Nightingale.

Nur. O Lord,I could haue ftaid here all night, Rom. It was the Larke the Herauld of the Morne:
To heare good counfelhoh what learning is! No Nightingale:looke Loue what enuious ftreakes
My Lord He tell my Lady you will come. Do lace the feuering Cloudes in yonder Eaft :

Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweete prepare to chide. Nights Candles are burnt out, and locond day
Nur. Heere fir, a Ring fhe bid me giue you fir : Stands tipto on the miftie Mountaines tops,

Hie you, make haft, for it growes very late. I muft be gone and liue,or ftay and die.
Rom. How well my comfort is reuiu'd by this. lul. Yond light is not daylight,! know it I :
Fri. Go hence, It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales,

Goodnight,and here ftands all your ftate : To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer,
Either be gone before the watch be let, And light thee on thy way to Mantua.
Or by the breake of day difguis'd from hence, Therefore ftay yet,thou need'ft not to be gone,
Soiourne in Mantua,lie find outyour man, Rom. Let me be tane, let me be put to death,
And he fliall fignifiefrom time to time, I am content,fo thou wilt haue it fo.
Euery good hap to you,that chaunces heere : lie fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,'
Giue me thy hand, 'tis late,farewell,goodnight. 'Tis but the pale reflexe of Cintbias brow.

Rom. But that a ioy paft ioy,calls out on me, Nor that is not Larke whofe noates do beate
It were a griefe,fb briefe to part with thee : The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads,
Farewell, Exeunt. I haue more care to ftay,then will to go :

Come death and welcome,luliet wills it fo.
Enter old Capulet ,ha Wife and Paris. How ift my foule,lets talke,it is not day.

lull. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away :
Cap. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily, It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune,

That we haue had no time to moue our Daughter: Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes.
Looke you, fhe Lou'd her kinfman Tybalt dearely, Some fay the Larke makes fweete Diuifionj
And fo did I. Well, we were borne to die. This doth not fo:for fhe diuideth vs.
'Tis very late, fhe'l not come downe to night : Some fay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes,
I promife you, but for your company, O now I would they had chang'd voyces too :

Since
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Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, lul. Indeed I neuer flull be fatisfied
Hunting thee hence, with Hunt f-vpto the day, With Ifymeo, till I behold him. Dead
O now be gone,more light and itli ght growes. Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext:

Rom. More light & light, more darke & darke our woes. Madam if you could find out but a man
Enter Madam and Nurfe. To beare a poyfon, I would temper it;

Nur. Madam. That Romeo fhould vpon receit thereof,
lul. Nurfe. Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors
-ZVar.Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, To heare him nam'd,and cannpt come to him,

The day is broke, be wary,looke about. To wreake the Loue I bore my Cozin,
lul. Then window let day in, and let life out. Vpon his body that hath flaughter'd him.
Rom. Farewell,farewell, one kifie and He defcend. Mo. Find thou the meanes, and He find fuch a man.
lul. Art thou gone fo? Loue, Lord, ay Husband,Friend, But now He tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrle.

I muft heare from thee euery day in the houre, lul. And ioy comes well, in fuch a needy time,
For in a minute there are many dayes, What are they, befeech your Ladyfhip ?
O by this count I fhall be much in yeares, cMo. Well,well, thou haft a carefull Father Child?
Ere I againe behold my Romeo. One who to put thee from thy heauineffe,

Ram. Farewell : Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy,
I will omit no oportunitie, That thou expects not,nor I lookt not for.
That may conuey my greetings Loue, to thee. lul. Madam in happy time,what day is this?

lul. O thinkeft thou we {hall euer meet againe? Mo. Marry my Child,early next Thurfday morne,
Rom. I doubt it not,and all thefe woes fhall ferue The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman,

For fweet difcourfes in our time to come. The Countie Parti at Saint Peters Church,
luiht. O God ! I haue an ill Diuining foule, Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride.

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe, lul. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too,
As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, He (hall not make me there a ioyfull Bride.
Either my eye-fight failes, or thou look'ft pale. I wonder at this haft,that I muft wed

Rom. And truft me Loue, in my eye fo do you : Ere he that Ihould be Husband comes to woe:
Drie forrow drinkes our blood. Adue, adue. Exit. I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam,

lul. O Fortune,Fortune,all men call thee fickle, I will not marrie yet, and when I doe, I fweare
If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him It fhallbe Romeo, whom you know I hate
That is renown'd for faith? be fickle Fortune: Rather then Paris. Thefe are newes indeed.

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, Mo. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your felfe,
But fend him backe. And fee how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Mother.

Lad. Ho Daughter,are you vp ? Enter Cafulet and Nurje.
lul: Who ift that calls ? Is it my Lady Mother.

Is fhe not downe fo late, or vp fo early ? Cap. When the Sun fets,the earth doth drizzle daew
What vnaccuftom'd caufe procures her hither? But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne,

Lad. Why how now lulietf It raines downright.
lul. Madam I am not well. How now/A Conduit Gyrle, what ftill in teares?
Lad. Euermore weeping for your Cozins death ? Euermorefhowring in one little body?

What wilt thou warn him from his graue with teares 9 Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind :
And if thou could'ft, thou could'ft not make him Hue : For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea,
Therefore haue done,fome griefe fhewes much of Loue, Do ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is
But much of griefe,fhewes ftill fome want of wit. Sayling in this fait floud.the windes thy fighes,

lul. Yet let me weepe,for fuch a feeling loffe. Who raging with the teares and they with them,
Lad. So mall you feele the loffe, but not the Friend Without a fudden calme will ouer fet

Which you weepe for. Thy temp eft toffed body.How now wife?
lul. Feeling fo the loffe, Haue you deliuered to her our decree ?

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the Friend. Lady. I fir ;
La. Well Girle, thou weep'ft not fo much for his death, But fhe will none,ihe giues you thankes,

As that the Villaine Hues which flaughter'd him. I would the foole were married to her graue.
lul. What Villaine, Madam ? Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you wife,
Lad. That fame Villaine Romeo. How, will fhe none?doth fhe not giue vs thanks?
lul. Villaine and he, be many Miles affunder : Is fhe not proud? doth fhe not count her bleft,

God pardon,I doe with all my heart: Vnworthy as fhe is,that we haue wrought
And yet no man like he,doth grieue my heart. So worthy a Gentleman,to be her Bridegroome

Lad. That is becaufe the Traitor Hues. lul. Not proud you haue,
lul. I Madam from the reach of thefe my hands : But thankfull that you haue :

Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. Proud can I neuer be of what I haue,
Lad. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. But thankfull euen for hate, that is meant Loue.

Then weepe no more,He fend to one in Mantua, Cap. How now ?
Where that fame banifht Run-agate doth liue, How now f Chopt Logicke ? what is this ?
Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftom'd dram, Proud, and I thanke you: and I thanke you not.
That he fhall foone keepe Tybalt company : Thanke me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds,
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. But fettle your fine Joints'gainft Thurfday next,

To
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To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church : Nur. Faith here it is,
Or I will drag thee,on a Hurdle thither. Romeo is banifhed,and all the world to nothing,
Out you greene fickneffe carrion,out you baggage, That he dares nere come backe to challenge you :
You tallow face. Or if he do,it needs muft be by ftealth.

Lady. Fie,fie,what are you mad ? Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth,
ltd. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees I thinke it beft you married with the Countie,

Heare me with patience,but to fpeake a word. O hee's a Louely Gentleman :
Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, Romeos a difli-dout to him : an Eagle Madam

I tell thee what,get thee to Church a Thurfday, Hath not fo|greene,fo quicke, fo faire an eye
Or neuer after looke me in the face. As Paris hath, be/hrow my very heart,
Speakemot,reply not, do not anfwere me. I thinke you are happy in this fecond match,
My fingers itch,wife : we fcarce thought vs bleft, For it excels your firfbor if it did not,
That God had lent vs but this onely Child, Your firft is dead,or'twere as good he were,
But now I fee this one is one too much, As liuing here and you no vfe of him.
And that we haue a curfe in hauing her: lul. Speakeft thou from thy heart /
Out on her Hilding. Nur. And from my foule too,

Nur. God in heauen bleffe her, Or elfe befhrew them both.
You are too blame my Lord to rate herfo. lul. Amen.

Fa. And why my Lady wifedomePhold your tongue, Nur. What?
Good Prudence,/matter with your go/Tip, go. lul. Well, thou haft comforted me marue'lous much,

Nur. I fpeake no treafon, Go,in,and tell my Lady I am gone,
Father, O Godigoden, Hauing difpleaf'd my Father, to Lawrence Cell,
May not one fpeake ? To make confeffion,and to be abfolu'd.

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done,
Vtter your grauitie ore a Go/fips bowles lul. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend "'
For here we need it not. It is more fin to wifh me thus forfworne,

La. You are too hot. Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: Which ihe hath praif'd him with aboue compare,

Day, night, houre, ride, time, worke, play, So many thoufand times? Go Counfellor,
Alone in companie,ftill my care hath bin Thou and my bofome henchforth /hall be twaine :
To haue her matcht,and hauing now prouided lie to the Frier to know his remedie,
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, If all elfe faile, my felfe haue power to die. Exeunt.
Of faire Demeanes, Youthfull, and Nobly Allied,
Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts, Enter Frier and Countie Paris.
Prop ortion'd as ones thought would wi/h a man,
And then to haue a wretched puling foole, Fri. On Thurfday firPthe time is very fhort.
A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, Par. My Father Cafulet will haue it fo,
To anfwer, lie not wed, I cannot Loue : And I am nothing flow to flack his haft.
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind ?
But, and you will not wed, He pardon you. Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not.
Graze where you will, you /hall not houfe with me : Pa. Immoderately ihe weepes for Tybalts death,
Looke too'r, thinke on't, I do not vfe to left. And therfore haue I little talke of Loue,
Thurfday is neere,lay hand on heart,aduife, For Vemu fmiles not in a houfe of tea res.
And you be mine, lie giue you to my Friend : Now fir,her Father counts it dangerous
And you be not,hang, beg, ftraue,die in the ftreets, That (he doth giue her forrow fo much fway :
For by my foule, He nere acknowledge thee, And in his wifedome, hafts our marriage,
Nor what is mine /hall neuer do thee good : To ftop the inundation of her teares,
Truft too't,bethinke you, He not be forfworne Exit, Which'too much minded by her felfe alone,

lull. Is there no pittie fitting in the Cloudes, May be put from her by focietie.
That fees into the bottome of my griefe ? Now doe you know the reafon of this haft?
O fweet my Mother caft me not away, Fri. I would I knew not why it ihould be flow'd.
Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, Looke fir,here comes the Lady towards my Cell.
Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed Enter luliet.
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. Par. Happily met, my Lady and my wife.

Mo. Talke not to me,for lie not fpeake a word, lul. That may be fir, when I may be a wife.
Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. Exit. Par. That may be, muft be Loue, on Thurfday next.

lul. O God ! lul. What muft be fliall be.
O Nurfe,how fhall this be preuented ? Fri. That's a certaine text.
My Husband is on earth, my faith in heauen, far. Come you to make confeffion to this Father ?
How /hall that faith returne againe to earth, lul. To anfwere that,I ihould confeffe to you.
VnlefTe that Husband fend it me from heauen, Par. Do not denieto him, that you Loue me.
By leauing earth PComfortme, counfaile me : lul. I will confeffe to you that I Loue him.
Hlacke,alacke, that heauen ihould praclife ftratagems Par. So will ye, I am fure that you Loue me.
Vpon fo foft a fubieft as my felfe. lul. If I do fo, it will be of more price,
What faift thou?haft thou not a word of ioy ? Benig fpoke behind your backe, then to your face.
Some comfort Nurfe. Par. Poore foule,thy face is much abuf'd with teares.

Mi. The
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lul. The teares haue got fmall viftorie by that: A cold and drowfie humour : for no pulfe

For it was bad inough before their fpight. Shall keepe his natiue progrefTe, but furceafe:
Pa. Thou wrong'ft it more then teares with that report. No warmth,no breath fhall teftirie thou liueft,
lul. That is no flounder fir, which is a truth, The Rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall fade

And what I fpake, I fpake it to thy face. To many afhes,the eyes windowes fall
Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flaundred it, Like death when he fhut vp the day of life :
lul. It may be fo,for it is not mine owne. Each part depriu'd of fupple gouernment,

Are you at leifure,Holy Father now, Shall ftiffe and ftarke,and cold appeare like death,
'Or fhall I come to you at euening Mafic ? And in this borrowed likeneffe of fhrunke death

Fri. My leifure ferues me penfiue daughter now. Thou fhalt continue two and forty houres,
My Lord you muft intreat the time alone. And then awake,as from a pleafant ileepe.

Par. Godfheild : I fhould difturbe Deuotion, Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes,
Iu/iet,on Thurfday early will I rowfe yee, To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead :
Till then adue,and keepe this holy kifTe. Exit Paris. Then as the manner of our country is,

lul. O fhut the doore, and when thou haft done Co, In thy beft Robes vncouer'd on the Beere,
Come weepe with me, paft hope, paft care, paft helpe. Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue :

Fri. O luliet, I alreadie know thy griere, Thou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault,
It ftreames me paft the compaffe of my wits : Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie,
I heare thou muft and nothing may prorogue it, In the meane time againft thou fhalt awake,
On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift,

lul. Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, And hither fhall he come,and that very night
VnleiTe thou tell meihow I may preuent it : Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua.
If in thy wifedome, thou canft giue no helpe, And this fhall free thee from this prefent fhame,
Do thou but call my refolution wife, If no inconftant toy nor womanifh feare,
And with' his knife. He helpe it prefently. Abate thy valour in the acYmg it.
God ioyn'd my heart,and RcKieos,thou our hands, lul. Giue me, giue me,O tell not me of care.
And ere this hand by thee to Romeo feal'd : Fri. Hold get you gone, be ftrong and profperous:
Shall be the Labell to another Deede, In this refolue, lie fend a Frier with fpeed
Or my true heart with trecherous reuolt, To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord.
Tutne to another,this fhall flay them both : lu. Loue giue me ftrength,
Therefore out of thy long expetien'ft time, And ftrength fhill helpe afford :
Giue me fome prefent counfell, or behold Farewell deare father. Exit
Twixt'my extreames and me, this bloody knife
Shall play the vmpeere,arbitrating that, Bnter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, and
Which the commiilion of thy yeares and art, Seruing men, ttto or three.
Could to no iffue of true honour bring :
Be not fo long to fpeak, I long to die, Cap. So many guefts inuite as here are writ,
If what thou fpeak'ft, fpeake not of remedy. Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes.

Fri. Hold Daughter, I doe fpie a kind of hope, Ser. You flnll haue none ill fir, for He trie if they can
Which craues as defperate an execution, licke their fingers.
As that is defperate which we would preuent. Cap. How canft thou trie them fo ?
If,rather then to marrie Countie Paris Ser. Marrie fir, 'tis an illCooke that cannot licke his
Thou haft the ftrength of will to ftay thy felfe, owne fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake goes not with me.
A thinglike death to chide away this fhame, Cap. Go be gone, we fhall be much vnfurnifht for this
That coap'ft with death himfelre,to fcape fro it : time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ?
And if thou dar'ft, lie giue thee remedie. Nur. I forfooth.

lul. Oh bid meileape,rather then marrie Paris, Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her,
From of the Battlements of any Tower, A peeuifh felfe-wild harlotry it is.
Or walke in theeuifh waies,or bid me lurke Enter luliet.
Where Serpents are : chaine me with roaring Beares Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houfe, With merrie looke.
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, Cap. How now my headftrong,
With reckie fhankes and yellow chappels fculls : Where haue you bin gadding?
Or bid me go into a new made graue, lul. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin
And hide me with a dead man in his graue , Of difobedient oppofition ;
Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble, To you and your behefts, and am enioyn'd
And I will doe it without feare or doubt, By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here,
To liue an vnftained wife to my fweet Loue. To beg your pardon:pardon I befeech you,

Fri. Hold then: goe home,be merrie,,giue confent, Henceforward I am euer rul'd by you.
To marrie Paris : wenfday is to morrow, Cap. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this,
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, He haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning.
Let not thy Nurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber : lul. I met the youthfull Lord at Lawreice Cell,
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, And gaue him what becomed Loue I might,
And this diftilling liquor drinke thou off, Not ftepping ore the bounds of modeftie.
When prefently through all thy veines fhall run, Cap. Why I am glad on't, this is well, ftand vp, This
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This is as't (hould be,let me fee the County : Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones
I marrie go I fay, and fetch him hither. Of all my buried Aunceftors are packt,
Now afore God, this reueren'd holy Frier, Where bloody Tybalt,yet but greene in earth,
All our whole Cittie is much bound to him. Lies feftring in his (hrow'd, where as they fay,

lul. Nurfe will you goe with me into my Clofet, At fome houres in the night, Spirits refort:
To helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments, Alacke,alacke,is it not like that 1
As you thinke fit to furnifti me to morrow ? So early waking, what with loath fome fmels,

Mo. No not till Thurfday,there's time inough. And (hrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the earth,
Fa, Go Nurfe, go with her, That liuing mortalls hearing them, run mad.

Weele to Church to morrow. O if I walke, (hall I not be diftraught,
Exeunt luliet and Nurfe. Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares,

Mo. We (hall be ihort in our prouifion, And madly play with my forefathers ioynts ?
'Tis now neere night. And plucke the mangled Tybalt from his (hrow'd ?

Fa. Tufh, I will ftirre about, And in this rage, with fome great kinfmans bone,
And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife : As (with a club)da(h out my defperate braines.
Go thou to luliet)helpe to deckevp her, O looke,me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft,
He not to bed to night,let me alone : Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body
He play the hufwife for this once. What ho? Vpon my Rapiers point : (lay Tybalt, (lay;
They are all forth, well I will walke my felfe Romeo,Romeo, 'Borneo, here's drinke : I drinke to thee.
To Countie Paris, to prepare him vp
Againft to morrow,my heart is wondrous light, Enter Lady of the houfe,and Nurfe.
Since this fame way-ward Gyrle is fo reclaim'd.

Exeunt Father and Mother' Lady. Hold,
Take thefe keies.and fetch more fpices Nurfe.

Enter luliet and Nurfe. Nur. They call for Dates and Qrnnces in the Paftrie.
lul. I thofe attires are be(l, but gentle Nurfe Enter old Capulet.

I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night : Cap. Come,(lir,ftir,ftir,
For I haue need of many Oryfons, The fecond Cocke hath Crow'd,
To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my ftate, The Curphew Bell hath rung, 'tis three a clocke :
Which well thou know'ft, is erode and full of fin. Looke to the bakte meates, good ̂ Angelica^

Enter cWotber. Spare not for coft.
Mo. What are you bufie ho?need you my help ? Nur. Go you Cot-queane, go,
lul. No Madam, we haue cul'd fuch neceffaries Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow

As are behoouefull for our ftate to morrow: For this nights watching.
So pleafe you, let me now be left alone; I Cap. No not a whit-.what ? I haue watcht ere now
And let the Nurfe this night (it vp with you, All night for leffe caufe, and nere beene ficke.
For I am fure,you haue your hands full all, La. I you haue bin a Moufe-hunt in your time,
In this fo fudden bufineffe. But I will watch you from fuch watching now.

Mo. Goodnight. Exit Lady and Nurfe.
Get thee to bed and reft,for thou haft need. Exeunt. Cap. A iealous hood, a iealous hood,

lul. Farewell : Now fellow,what there?
God knowes when we (hall meete againe. Enter three or four e with jfiits, and logs, and baskets.
I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, Fel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what.
That almoft freezes vp the heate of fire : Cap. Make haft, make haft, firrah, fetch drier Logs.
He call them backe againe to comfort me. Call Peter, he will (hew thee where they are.
Nurfe, what (hould (he do here ? Fel. I haue a head fir, that will find out logs,
My difmall Sceane, I needs muft aft alone : And neuer trouble Piter for the matter.
Come Viall,what if this mixture do not worke at all ? Cap. MaiTe and well faid,a merrie horfon,ha,
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? Thou (halt be loggerhead; good Father,'tis day»
No, no, this (hall forbid it. Lie thou there, Play tflfuftcJfe
What if it be a poyfon which the Frier The Countie will be here with Muficke (Iraight,
Subtilly hath miniftred to haue me dead, For fo he faid he would,! heare him neere,
Leaft in this marriage he (hould be diflionour'd, Nurfe, wife, what ho?what Nurfe I fay ?
Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? Enter Nurfe.
I feare it is, and yet me thinkes it (hould not, Go waken luliet,go and trim her vp,
For he hath (till beene tried a holy man. lie go and chat with Para: hie,make haft,
How, if when I am laid into the Tombe, Make haft, the Bridegroome,he is come already:
I wake before the time that Romeo Make haft I fay.
Come to redeeme me? There's a fearefull point: Nur. Miftris, what Miftris? lulietPFaft I warrant her (he.
Shall I not then be (lifted in the Vault ? Why Lambe,why Lady;fie you fluggabed,
To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in, Why Loue J fay.f Madam, fweet heart: why Bride?
And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. What not a word ? You take your peniworths now.
Or if I liue,is it not very like, Sleepe for a weeke,for the next night I warrant
The horrible conceit of death and night, TheCountie Paris hath fet vp his reft,
Together with the terror of the place, That you (hall reft but little, God forgiue me :
As in a Vaulte,an ancient receptacle, Marrie and Amen : how found is (he a fleepe ?
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I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, But heauen keepes his part in eternall life :
I, let the Countie take you in your bed, The moft you fought was her promotion,
Heele fright you vp yfaith. Will it not be ? For'twas your heauen, fhe /houldft be aduan'ft,
What dreft,and in your clothes,and downe againe ? And weepe ye now, feeing (he is aduan'ft
I muft needs wake you : Lady, Lady,Lady f Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen it felfe?
Alas,alas, helpe,helpe,my Ladyes dead, O in this loue,you loue your Child fo ill,
Oh weladay, that euer I was borne, That you run mad,feeing that fhe is well :
Some Aqua-vitae ho, my Lord, my Lady £ Shee's not well married, that liues married long,

Mo. What noife is heere ? Enter Mother. But fhee's beft married, that dies married yong.
Nur. O lamentable day. Drie vp your teares, and fticke your Rofemarie
c/J-fo. What is the matter ? On this faire Coarfe,and as the cuftome is,
Nur. Looke,looke, oh heauie day. And in her beft array beare her to Church :
Mo. O me,O me,my Child.my onely life: For though fome Nature bids all vs lament,

Reuiue,looke vp, or I will die with thee : Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment.
Helpe, helpe, call helpe. Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall,

Enter Father. Turne from their office to blacke Funerall:

Fa. For ihame bring Juliet forth,her Lord is come. Our inftruments to melancholy Bells,
Nur. Shee's dead: deceaft,fhee's dead:alacke the day. Our wedding cheare, to a fad buriall Feaft :
.M.Alacke the day,fhee's dead,ihee's dead,fhee's dead. Our fo\emne Hymnes,to fullen Dyrges change :
Fa. Ha ? Let me fee henout alas fhee's cold, Our Bri dall flowers ferue for a buried Coarfe :

Her blood is fetled and her ioynts are ftiffe : And all things change them to the contrane.
Life and thefe lips haue long bene fep crated : Fri. Sir go you in ; and Madam,go" with him,
Death lies on her like an vntimely froft And go fir Parw,euery one prepare
Vpon the fwetert flower of all the field. To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue :

Nur. O Lamentable day ! The heauens do lowre vpon you, for fome ill :
Mo. O wofull time. Moue them no more, by croffing their high will. Exeunt
Fa. Death that hath tane her hence to make me waile, Mu. Faith we may put vp our Pipes and be gone.

Ties vp my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. Nur. Honeft goodfellowes :|Ah put vp,put vp,
Enter Frier and the Countie. For well you know, this is a pitiful! cafe.

Fri. Come,is the Bride ready to go to Church? Mu. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended.
Fa. Ready to go, but neuer to returne. Enter Peter.

O Sonne, the night before thy wedding day, Pet. Mufitions, oh Mufitions,
Hath death laine with thy wife : there fhe lies, Hearts eafe, hearts eafe,
Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him. O,and you will haue me liue,play hearts eafe.
Death is my Sonne in law, death is my Heire, Mu. Why hearts eafe ;
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, Pet. O Mufitions,
And leaue him all life liuing,all is deaths. Becaufe my heart it felfe plaies,my heart is full.

Pa. Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face, Mu. Not a dump we, 'tis no time to play now.
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? Pet. You will not then ?

Ma. Accur'ft,vnhappie,wretched hatefull day, Mu. No.
Moft miferable houre, that ere time faw Pet. I will then giue it you foundly.
In lafting labour of his Pilgrimage. Mu. What will you giue vs ?
But one,poore one, one poore and louing Child, Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke.
But one thing to reioyce and folace in, I will giue you the Minftrell.
And cruell death hath catcht it from my fight. Mu. Then'will I giue you the Seruing creature.

Nur. O wo,O wofull, wofull, wofull day, Peter. Then will I lay the feruing Creatures Dagger
Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day, on your pate. I will carie no Crochets, lie Re you, lie Fa
That euer, euer,I did yet behold. you, do you note me ?
O day,O day,O day,O hatefull day, Mu. And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vs.
Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this: 2.M. Pray you put vp your Dagger,
O wofull day, O wofull day. And put out your wit.

Pa. Begui]d,diuorced, wronged, fpighted, flaine, Then haue at you with my wit.
Moft deteftable death,by thee beguil'd, Peter. I will drie-beate you with an yron wit,
By cruell,cruell thee,quite ouerthrowne: And put vp my yron Dagger.
O loue, O lifejnot life,but loue in death. Anfwere me like men :

Fat. Defpis'd,diftrefTed,hated, martir'd, kil'd, When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then Mu-
Vncomfortable time,why cam'ft thou now fickewith her filuer found.
To murther, murther our folemnitie? Why filuer found ? why Muficke with her filuer foundf
O Child,O Childjmy foule,and not my Child, what fay you Simon Catling ?
Dead art thou,alacke my Child is dead, Mu. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found.
And with my Child,my ioyes are buried. Pet. Prateft, what fay you Hugh Rebictg ?

Fri. Peace ho for fhame,confufions : Carejiues not 2.M.I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for fil-
In thefe confufions,heauen and your felfe Pet. Prateft to, what fay you lames Sound-Pofl ? (uer
Had part in this faire Maid, now heauen hath all, 3.£/Wa. Faith 1 know not what to fay.
And all the better is it for the Maid : Pet.Q I cry you mercy, you are the Singer.
Your part in her,you could not keepe from death, I will fay for you ; it is Muficke with her filuer found,e e Be-
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Becaufe Mufitions haue no gold for founding: As I remember, this fhould be the houfe,
Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe Being holy day,the beggers fhop is {hut.
doth lend redreffe. Exit. What ho? Appothecarie ?

Mu. What a peftilent knaue is this fame? Enter Appotbecarle.
M.2. Hang him lacke, come week in here, tarrie for App. Who call's fo low'd ?

the Mourners,and ftay dinner. Exit. Rom. Come hither man, I fee that thou art poore,
Enter Romeo. Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue

Rom. If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe, A dram of poyfon,fuch foone fpeeding geare,
My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand : As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines,
My bofomes L.fits lightly in his throne : That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead,
And all thisan duy an vccuftom'd fpirit, And that the Trunke may be difcharg'd of breath,
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. As violently,as haftie powder fier'd
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe.
(Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke,) App. Such mortall drugs I haue, but Mantuas law
And breath'd fuch life with kifTes in my lips, Is death to any he, that vtters them.
That I reuiu'd and was an Emperour. Rom. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe,
Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe poffeft, And fear'ft to die? Famine is in thy cheekes,
When but loues fliadowes are fo rich in ioy. Need and oprefilon ftarueth in thy eyes,

Enter Romeo's man. Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe 5
Newes from Verona,how now 'Bahhazer ? The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law:
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? The world affords no law to make thee rich.
How doth my Lady? Is my Father well? Then be not poore,but breake it,and take this.
How doth my Lady Juliet? that I aske againe, App. My pouerty, but not my will confents.
For nothing can be ill, if fte be well. Rom. \ pray thy pouerty, and not thy will.

Man. Then fhe is well,and nothing can be ill. App. Put this in any liquid thing you will
Her body fleepes in Capeh Monument, And drinke it off,and if you had the ftrength
And her immortall part with Angels liue, Of twenty men,it would difpatch you ftraight.
I faw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, Rom. There's thy Gold,
And prefently tooke Pofte to tell it you : Worfe poyfon to mens foules,
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, Doing more murther in this loathfome world,
Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. Then thefe poore compounds that thou maieft not fell.

Rom. Is it euen fo ? I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none,
Then I denie you Starres. Farewell, buy food, and get thy felfe in flefh.
Thou knoweft my lodging,get me inke and paper, Come Cordiall,and not poyfon, go with me
And hire Poft-Horfes,I will hence to night. To Juliets graue, for there muft 1 vfe thee.

Man. I do befeech you fir,haue patience : Exeunt.
Your lookes are pale and wild, and do import Enter Frier lobn to Frier Lawrence.
Some mifaduenture. John. Holy Francifcan Frier, Brother, ho ?

Rom. Tufti.thou art deceiu'd, Enter Frier Lawrence.
Leaue me,and do the thing 1 bid thee do. Law. This fame fhould be the voice of Frier John.
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? Welcome from zJlfantua, what fayes Romeo ?

Man. No my good Lord. Or if his mind be writ.giue me his Letter.
Exit Man. John. Going to find a bare-toote Brother out,

Rom. Mo matter: Get thee gone. One of our order to affociate me,
And hyre thofe Horfes, lie be w;th thee ftraight. Here in this Citie vifiting the lick,
Well luliet, I will lie with thee to night : And finding him, the Searchers of the Towne
Lets fee for meanes: O mifchiefe thou art fwift, Sufpecting that we both were in a houfe
To enter in the thoughts of deiperate men : Where the infectious peftilence did raigne,
I do remember an Appothecarie, Seal'd vp the doores, and would not let vs forth,
And here abouts dwells, which late I noted So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid.
In tattred weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ?
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, lohn. I could not fend it, here it is againe,
Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones: Nor get a meffenger to bring it thee,
And in his needie {hop a Tortoyrs hung, So fearefull were they of infection.
An Allegater ftuft.and other skins Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood
Of ill Jhap'd filhes,and about his Jhelues, The Letter was not nice, but full of charge,
A beggerly account of emptie boxes, Of deare import,and the neglecting it
Greene earthen pots, Bladders,and muftie feedes," May do much danger : Frier John go hence,
Remnants of packthred,and old cakes of Rofes Get me an Iron Crow,and bring it ftraight
Were thinly fcattered,to make vp a fliew. Vnto my Cell.
Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, lobn. Brother He go and bring it thee. Exit.
An if a man did need a poyfon now, Law. Now muft I to the Monument alone,
Whofe fale is perfent death in Mantua, Within this three houres will faire luliet wake,
Here Hues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. Shee will befhrew me much that Romeo
O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, Hath had no notice of thefe accidents:
And this fame needie man muft fell in me. But I will write againe to Mantua,

And
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And keepe her at my Cell till Borneo come, Rom. I muft indeed,and therfore came I hither:
Poore liuing Coarfe,clos'd in a dead mans Tombe, Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate man,

Exit. File hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thofe gone,
Enter Paris and bit Pze. Let them affright thee. I befeech thee Youth,

Put not an other fin vpon my head,
Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy,hence and ftand aloft, By vrging me to furie. O be gone,

Yet put it out,for I would not be feene : By heauen I loue thee better then my felfe,
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all along, For I come hither arm'd againft my felfe :
Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground, Stay not,be gone,Hue,and hereafter fay,
So mall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, A mad mans mercy bid thee run away.
Being loofe, vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, Par. I do defie thy commifTeration,
But thou malt heare it: whiftle then to me, And apprehend thee for a Fellon here.
As fignall that thou heareft fome thing approach, Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me t Then haue at thee Boy.
Giue me thofe flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. Pet. O Lord they fight, I will go call the Watch.

Page. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone Pa. O I am flaine,if thon be mercifull,
Here in the Churchyard,yet I will aduenture. Open the Tombe, lay me with luliet.

Pa.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrew. Rom. In faith I will, let me perufe this face:
O woe, thy Canopie is duft and ftones, Mercutius kinfman, Noble Countie Paris,
Which with fweet water nightly I will dewe, What laid my man, when my betofled foule
Or wanting that, with teares deftil'd by mones; Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke

The obfequies that I for thee will keepe, He told me Paris fhould haue married luliet.
Nightly mall be, to ftrew thy graue, and weepe. Said he not fo ? Or did I dreame it fo ?

Whijlle Boy. Or am I mad, hearing him talke of lul'ut,
The Boy glues warning,fomething doth approach, To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand,
What curfed foot wanders this wayes to night, One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke.
To croffe my obfequies, and true loues right? lie burie thee in a triumphant graue.
What with a Torch ? Muffle me night a while. A Graue ; O no,a Lanthorne ; (laughtred Youth :

For here lies luliet,and her beautie m.ikes
Enter Romeo,and Peter. This Vault a feafting prefence full of light.

Death lie thou there,by a dead man inter'd.
Ram. Giue me that Mattocke, & the wrenching Iron, How oft when men are at the point of death,

Hold take this Letter,early in the morning Haue they beene merrie ? Which their Keepers call
See thou deliuerit to my Lord and Father, A lightning before death ? Oh how may 1
Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee, Call this a lightning? O my Loue,my Wife,
What ere thou hear1 ft or feeft, ftand all aloofe, Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath,
And do not interrupt me in my courfe. Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beautie :
Why I defcend into this bed of death, Thou are not conquer'd : Beauties enligne yet
Is partly to behold my Ladies face : Is Crymfon in thy lips,and in thy cheekes,
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, And Deaths pale flagis not aduanced there.
A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vie, Tj^a/f,ly'ft thou there in thy bloudy meet?
In deare employment,therefore hence be gone: O what more fauour can 1 do to thee,
But if thou iealous doft returne to prie Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine,
In what I further mall intend to do, To funder his that was thy enemie ?
By heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt, Forgiue me Cozen. Ah deare luliet:
And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs: Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeue.
The time, and my intents are fauage wilde: Shall I beleeue,that vnfubftantiall death is amorous ?
More fierce and more inexorable farre, And that the leane abhorred Monfter keepes
Then emptie Tygers,or the roaring Sea. Thee here in darke to be his Paramour?

Pet. I will be gone fir,and not troubl e you For feare of that, 1 ftill will ftay with thee,
Ro. So flialt thou fhew me friendship: take thou that, And neuer from this Pallace of dym night

Liue and be profperous,and farewell good fellow. Depart againe:come lie thou in my armes,
Pet. For all this fame,He hide me here about, Heere's to thy health, where ere thou tumbleftin.

His lookes I feare,and his intents 1 doubt. O true Appothecarie !
Rom. Thou deteftable mawe, thou wombe of death, Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiffe I die.

Gorg'd with the deareft morfell of the earth : Depart againe; here,here will I remaine,
Thus I enforce thy rotten lawes to open, With Wormes that are thy Chambemnaides -. O here
And in defpight, He cram thee with more food. Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft :

Par. This is that baniflit haughtie Mbuatague, And make the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres
That murdred my Loues Cozin ; with which griefe, From this world-wearied flefti : Eyes looke your laft :
It is fuppofed the faire Creature died, Armes take your laft embrace : And lips,O you .
And here is come to do fome villanous mame The doores of breath,feale with a righteous kilfe
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. A datelefle bargaine to ingrofling death :
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle,vile Mountague : Come bitter conduft, come vnfauoury guide,
Can vengeance be purfued further then death ? Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on
Condemned vallaine, I do apprehend thee. The darning Rocks, thy Sea-ficke wearie Barke :
Obey and go with me, for thou muft die, Heere's to my Loue. O true Appothecary :

g g 2 Th7
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Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. Who here hath laine thefe two dayes buried.

Enter Frier nith Lanthorne, Crow ,and Spade. Go tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets,
Fri. St. Francis be myfpeed,how oft to night Raife vp the Mouf>tagues,fome others fearch,

Haue my old feet {tumbled at graues?Who's there? We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye,
Man.Here's one,a Friend,& one that knowes you well. But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes,
Fri. Blifle be vpon you. Tell me good my Friend We cannot without circumftance defcry.

What Torch is yond that vainely lends his light Enter Romeo'ftnan.
To grubs,and eyelefle Sculles ? As I difcerne, Watch. Here's Romeo* r man,
It bumef.h in the Cafeh Monument. We found him in the Churchyard.

Man, It doth fo holy fir, Con. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither.
And there's my Mafter, one that you loue. Enter Frier,and another Watchman.

Fri. Who is it? 3. Wat. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes,and weepe s
Man. Borneo. We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him,
Fri. How long hath he bin there ? As he was comming from this Church-yard fide.
<&fan. Full halfe an houre. Con. A great fufpition,ftay the Frier too.
Fri. Go with me to the Vault. Enter the Prince.

Man. I dare not Sir. Prin. What mifaduenture is fo earely vp,
My Mafter knowes not but I am gone hence, That calls our perfon from our mornings reft ?
And fearefully did menace me with death,
If I did ftay to looke on his entents. Enter Capulet and his Wife.

Fri. Stay,then He go alone, feares comes vpon me. Cap. What /hould it be that they fo mrike abroad ?
O much I feare fome ill vnluckie thing. Wife. O the people in the ftreete crie Romeo.

Man. As I did fieepe vnder this young tree here, Some luliet,and fome Paris,and all runne
I dreamt my maifter and another fought, With open outcry toward out Monument.
And that my Maifter flew him. Pri. What feare is this which ftartles in your eares ?

Fri. Romeo. Wat. Soueraigne,here lies the Countie Paris flaine,
Alacke,alacke, what blood is this which flames And Romeo dead, and luliet dead before,
The ftony entrance of this Sepulcher? Warme and new kil'd.
Whatmeane thefe Mafterlefle, and goarie Swords frin. Search,
To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace ? Seeke,and know how,this foule murder comes.
Romeo, oh pale : who elfe?what Paris too? Wat. Here is a Frier, and Slaughter'd Romeos man,
And fteept in blood ? Ah what an vn knd houre With Inftruments vpon them fit to open
Is guiltie of this lamentable chance ? Thefe dead mensTombes.
The Lady ftirs. Cap. O heauen !

lul. O comfortable Frier, where's my Lord? O wire looke how our Daughter bleedes !
I do remember well where I Aould be : This Dagger hath miftaine, for loe his houfe
And there I am, where is my Romeo ? Is empty on the backe of Mountague,

Fri. I heare fome noyfe Lady,come from that neft And is mifheathed in my Daughters bofome.
Of death,contagion,and vnnaturall fleepe, Wife. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell
A greater power then we can contradict That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher.
Hath thwarted our entents, come,come away, Enter Mountapue.O

Thy husband in thy bofome there lies dead: Pri. Come Mountague^for thou art early vp
And Paris too: come He difpofe of thee, To fee thy Sonne and Heire, now early downe.
Among a Sifterhood of holy Nunnes : Maun. Alas my liege,my wife is dead to night,
Stay not to queftion,for the watch is comming. Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ftopt her breath:
Come,go good lu/iet,] dare no longer ftay. Exit. What further woe confpires againft my age?

lul. Go get thee hence, for I will noruaway, Prin. Looke: and thou malt fee.
What's here ? A cup clos'd in my true lo : es hand? Maun. O thou vntaught, what manners in is this,
Poyfon I fee hath bin his timelefTe end To prefTe before thy Father to a graue?
O chur!e,drinke all? and left no friendly drop, Prin. Scale vp the mouth of outra ge for a while,
To helpe me after, 1 will kifie thy lips, Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities,
Happlie fome poyfon yet doth hang on them, And know their fpring, their head, their true defcent,
To make me die wth a reftoratiue. And then will I be generall of your woes,
Thy lips are warme. And lead you euen to death?meane time forbeare,

Enter Boy and Watch. And let mifchance be flaue to patience,
J\ atcb. Lead Boy, which way t Bring forth the parties of fufpition.
lul. Yea noife? Fri. I am the greateft,able to doe leaft,

Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. Yet moft fufpected as the time and place
"Tis in thy fheath,there ruft and let me die Kils berjelfe. Doth make againft me of this direful! murther :

'Boy. This is the place, And heere I ftand both to impeach and purge
There where the Torch doth burne My felfe condemned,and my felfe excus'd.

Watch. The ground is bloody, Prin. Then fay at once, what tthou doft know in this1
Search about the Churchyard. Fri. I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. Is not fo long as is a tedious tale.
Pittifull fight, here lies the Countie flaine, Romeo there dead,was husband to that luliet,
And luliett bleeding, warme and newly dead And me there dead,that's Romeos faithfull wife:

I
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I married them; and their ftolne marriage day And then in pofte he came from Mantua
Was Tybalt s Doomefday : whofe vntimely death To this fame place, to this fame Monument.
BaninYd the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie: This Letter he early bid me giue his Father,
For whom (and not for Tybalt] luliet pinde. And threatned me with death, going in the Vault,
You, to remoue that fiege of Greefe from her, It I departed not, and left him there.
Betroth'd,and would haue married her perforce Prin. Giue me the Letter, I will look on it.
To Countie Parts. Then comes (he to me, Where is the Counties Page that rais'd the Watch ?
And (with wilde lookes) bid me deuife fome meanes Sirra, what made your Mafter in this place ?
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, Page.He came with flowres to ftrew his Ladies graue,
Or in my Cell there would /he kill her felfe. And bid me ftand aloofe, and fo I did :
Then gaue I her (fo Tutor'd by my Art) Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe,
A fleeping Potion, which fo tooke effedl And by and by my Maifter drew on him,
As I intended, for it wrought on her And then I ran away to call the Watch.
The forme of death. Meane time, I writ to ^meo, Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words,
That he fhould hither come, as this dyre night, Their courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death :
To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, And heere he writes, that he did buy a poyfon
Being the time the Potions force ihould ceafe. Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall
But he which bore my Letter, Frier John, Came to this Vault to dye, and lye with luliet.
Was ftay'd by accident ; and yefternight Where be thefe Enemies ? Capulet, Mountague,
Return'd my Letter backe. Then all alone, See what a fcourge is laide vpon your hate,
At the prefixed houre of her waking, That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue ;
Came I to take her from her Kindreds vault, And I, for winking at your difcords too,
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, Haue loft a brace of Kinfmen : All are punifh'd.
Till I conueniently could fend to Romeo. Cap. O Brother Mountague, giue me thy hand,
But when I came (fome Minute ere the time This is my Daughters ioynture, for no more
Of her awaking) heere vntimely lay Can I demand.
The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. Moun. But I can giue thee more :
Shee wakes, and I intreated her come foorth, For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold,
And beare this worke of Heauen, with patience ; That whiles Verona by that name is knowne,
But then, a noyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe, There /hall no figure at that Rate be fet,
And /he (too defperate) would not go with me, As that of True and Faithfull luliet.
But (as it feemes) did violence on her felfe. Cap. As rich fhall Romeo by his Lady ly,
All this I know,and to the Marriage her Nurfe is priuy : Poore facrifices of our enmity.
And if ought in this mifcarried by my fault, Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings,
Let my old life be facrific'd,fbme houre before the time, The Sunne for forrow will not fhew his head ;
Vnto the rigour of feuereft Law. Go hence, to haue more talke of thefe fad things,

Prin. We ftill haue knowne thee for a Holy man. Some /hall be pardon'd, and fome puni/hed.
Where's 'Romeo's man ? What can he fay to this ? For neuer was a Storie of more Wo,

'Boy. I brought my Matter newes of Juliets death, Then this of luliet, and her Romeo. Exeunt omnes

FINIS.
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LIFE OF TYM
F ATHENS.

Primus. Sccena

Snter Poet, Painter, leveller, Merchant, and Mercer, One might interpret.
at Jeuerall doores. Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life :

Heere is a touch : Is't good?
Poet. Poet. I will fay of it,

Ood day Sir. It Tutors Nature, Artificiall ftrife
Pain. I am glad y'are well. Liues in thefe toutches, liuelier then life.
Poet. 1 haue not feene you long, how goes

"the World? Enter certaine Senators.

Pain. It weares fir, as it growes. Pain. How this Lord is followed.
foet. \ that's well knowne : Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men.

But what particular Rarity? What ftrange, Pain. Looke moe.
Which manifold record not matches : fee Po.You fee this confluence,this great flood of vifitors,
Magicke of Bounty, all thefe fpirits thy power I haue in this rough worke, fliap'd out a man
Hath coniur'd to attend. Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge
I know the Merchant. With ampleft entertainment : My free drift

fain. I know them both : th'others a Jeweller. Halts not particularly, but moues it felfe
eyVLer. O 'tis a worthy Lord. In a wide Sea of wax, no leuell'd malice
lety. Nay that's moft fixt. Infefts one comma in the courfe I hold,
Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath'd as it were, But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on,

To an vntyreable and continuate goodnefTe : Leauing no Tract behinde.
He paffes. Pain. How fhall I vnderftand you ?

lew. I haue a Jewell heere. Poet. I will vnboult to you.
Mer. O pray let's fee't. For the Lord Timon ,fir ? You fee how all Conditions, how all Mindes,
Iftvel, If be will touch the eftimate. But for that 

Poet. When we for recompence haue prais'd the vild, 
As well of glib and flipp'ry Creatures, as
Of Graue and auftere qualitie, tender downe

It ftaines the glory in that happy Verfe, Their feruices to Lord Timon : his large Fortune,
Which aptly fings the good. Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging,

<&fer. "Pis a good forme. Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance
level. And rich : heere is a Water lookeye. All forts of hearts; yea, from the glaiTe-fac'd Flatterer
Pain. You are rapt fir, in fome worke, fome Dedica- To j4pemantui, that few things loues better

tion to the great Lord. Then to abhorre himfelfe ; euen hee drops downe
Poet. A thing dipt idlely from me. The knee before him, and returnes in peace

Our Poefie is as a Gowne, which vfes Moft rich in Timons nod.
From whence 'tis nourifht: the fire i'th'FIint Pain. I faw them fpeake together.
Shewes not, till it be ftrooke : our gentle flame Poet. Sir, I haue vpon a high and pleafant hill
Prouokes it felfe, and like the currant flyes Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd.
Each bound it chafes. What haue you there? TheBafeo'th'Mount

Pain. A Piclure fir : when comes your Booke forth ? Is rank'd with all deferts, all kinde of Natures
Poet. Vpon the heeles of my prefentment fir. That labour on the bofome of this Sphere,

Let's fee your peece. To propagate their ftates ; among'ft them all,
Pain. 'Tis a good Peece. Whofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixt,
Toet. So 'tis, this comes off well, and excellent. One do I perfonate of Lord Timons frame,
Pain. Indifferent. Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her,
Poet. Admirable : How this grace Whofe prefent grace, to prefent flaues and feruants

Speakes his owne ftanding : what a mentall power Tranflat.es his Riuals.
This eye fhootes forth? How bigge imagination Pain. 'Tis conceyu'd, to fcope
Moues in thisLip, to th'dumbneffe of the gefture, This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinkes

With
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With one man becken'd from the reft below, loyne with me to forbid him herrefort,
Bowing his head againft the fteepy Mount My felfe haue fpoke in vaine.
To climbe his happineffe, would be well expreft Tim. The man is honeft.
In our Condition. Oldm. Therefore he will be Timon,

Poet. Nay Sir, but heare me on : His honefty rewards him in it felfe,
All thofe which were his Fellowe9 but of late, It muft not beare my Daughter.
Some better then his valew ; on the moment Tim. Does fhe loue him ?
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, Oldm. She is yong and apt:
Raine Sacrificiall whifperings in his eare, Our owne precedent paflions do inftrucT: vs
Make Sacred euen his ftyrrop, and through him What leuides in youth.
Drinke the free Ayre. Tim. Loue you the Maid ?

Pain. I marry, what of thefe ? Luc. I my good Lord,and fhe accepts of it.
Poet. When Fortune in her fhift and change of mood Oldm. If in her Marriage my confent be miffing,

Spumes downe her late beloued 5 all his Dependants 1 call the Gods to witnefTe, I will choofe
Which hbour'd after him to the Mountaines top, Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world,
Euen on their knees and hand, let him fit downe, And difpofTefre her all.
Not one accompanying his declining foot. Tim. How fhall fhe be endowed,

Pain. Tis common : If fhe be mated with an equall Husband?
A thoufand morall Paintings I can fhew, Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent ; in future, all.
That fhall demonftrate thefe quicke blowes of Fortunes, Tim. This Gentleman of mine
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, Hath feru'd me long :
To fhew Lord Timon, that meane eyes haue feene To build his Fortune, 1 will ftraine a little,
The foot aboue the head. For 'tis a Bond in men. Giue him thy Daughter,

What you beftow, in him lie counterpoize,
Trumpets found. And make him weigh with her.

Enter Lord Timon, addrejfing bimfelfe curteoujly Oidm. Moft Noble Lord,
toeuery Sutor. Pawne me to this your Honour, fhe is his.

Tim. My hand to thee,
Tim. Imprifon'd is he, fay you ? Mine Honour on my promife.
e/J/V/". I my good Lord, flue Talents is his debt, Luc. Humbly I thanke your Lordfhip, neuer may

His meanes moft fhort, his Creditors moft ftraite: That ftate or Fortune fall into my keeping,
Your Honourable Letter hedefires Which is not owed to you. Exit
To thofe haue fhut him vp, which failing, Poet. Vouchfafe my Labour,
Periods his comfort. And long liue your Lordfhip.

Tim. Noble Ventid'au well: Tim. I thanke you, you fhall heare from me anon :
I am not of that Feather,to fhake off Go not away. What haue you there, my Friend ?
My Friend when he muft neede me. I do know him Pain. A peece of Painting, which I do befeech
A Gentleman, that well deferues a helpe, Your Lordfhip to accept.
Which he fhall haue. lie pay the debt, and free him. Tim. Painting is welcome.

Mef. Your Lord/hip euer bindes him. The Painting is almoft the Naturall man :
Tim. Commend me to him, I will fend his ranfome, For fince Difhonor Traffickes with mans Nature,

And being enfranchized bid him come to me ; He is but out-fide : Thefe Penfil'd Figures are
'Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, Euen fuch as they giue out. I like your worke,
But to fupport him after. Fare you well. And you fhall finde I like it; Waite attendance

Mef. All happineffe to your Honor. Exit. Till you heare further from me.
Pain. The Gods preferue ye.

Enter an old Athenian. Tim. Well fare you Gentleman : giue me your hand.
Oldm. Lord Timon,heare me Ipeake. We muft needs dine together : fir your lewell
Tim. Freely good Father. Hath fuffered vnder praife.
Oldm. Thou haft a Seruant nam'd Lucilitu. lea el. What my Lord, difpraife ?
Tim. I haue fo : What of him ? Tim. A meere faciety of Commendations,
Oldm. Moft Noble Timon, call the man before thee. If I fhould pay you for't as 'tis extold,
Tim. Attends he heere, or no? Lucillius. It would vnclew me quite.
Luc. Heere at your Lordfhips feruice. level. My Lord, 'tis rated
Oldm. This Fellow heere,L.Timon, this thy Creature, As thofe which fell would giue : but you well know,

By night frequents my houfe. I am a man Things of like valew differing in the Owners,
That from my firft haue beene inclin'd to thrift, Are prized by their Mafters. Beleeu't deere Lord,
And my eftate deferues an Heyre more rais'd, You mend the lewell by the wearing it.
Then one which holds a Trencher. Tim. Well mock'd. Enter Apermantiu.

Tim. Well : what further ? Mer. No my good Lord, he fpeakes y common toong
Old. One onely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfe, Which all men fpeake with him.

On whom I may conferre what I haue got: Tim. Looke who comes heere, will you be chid?
The Maid is faire, a'th'youngeft for a Bride, le-cvel. Wee'l beare with your Lordfhip.
And I haue bred her at my deereft coft Mer. Hee'l fpare none.
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine Tim. Good morrow to thee,
Attempts her loue : I prythee (Noble Lord) Gentle ApermantM.
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Afe. Till I be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow. All of Companionship.

When thou art Timons dogge, and thefe Knaues honeft. Tim. Pray entertaine them, giue them guide to vs.
Tim. Why doft rhou call them Knaues, thou know'ft You muft needs dine with me : go not you hence

them not? Till I haue thankt you : when dinners done

Ape. Are they not Athenians ? Shew me this peece, I am ioyfull of your fights.
Tim. Yes. Enter Alcibiades with the reft.
Afe. Then I repent not. Moft welcome Sir.
lew. You know me, Apemantus ? *Ape. So,fo; their Aches contract, and fterue your
Ape. Thou know'ft I do, 1 call'd thee by thy name. fupple ioynts : that there ihould bee fmall loue amongeft
Tim. Thou art proud Afemantiu ? thefe fweet Knaues, and all this Curtefie. The ftraine of
Ape. Of nothing fo much,as that I am not like Timon mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey.
Tim. Whether art going ? Ale. Sir, you haue fau'd my longing,and I feed
Ape. To knocke out an honeft Athenians braines. Moft hungerly on your fight.
Tim. That's a deed thou't dye for. Tim. Right welcome Sir :
tApe. Right,if doing nothing be death by th'Law. Ere we depatt, wee'l fhare a bounteous time
Tim. How lik'ft thou this picture ApemantM ? In different pleafures.
Ape. The beft,for the innocence. Pray you let vs in. Exeunt.
Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it. Snter two Lords.
Ape. He wrought better that made the Painter, and l.Lord What time a day is't Apemantus?

yet he's but a filthy peece of worke. Ape. Time to be honeft.
Pain. Y'are a Dogge. i That time femes ft'ill.
Ape. Thy Mothers of my generation : what's (he,it I Ape. The moft accurfed thou that ftill omitft it.

be a Dogge ? 2 Thou art going to Lord Timons Feaft.
Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantui ? Ape. I, to fee meate fill Knaues, and Wine heat fooles.
Ape. No : I eate not Lords. 2 Farthee well, farthee well.
Tim. And thou fhould'ft,thoud'ft anger Ladies. Ape. Thou art a Foole to bid me farewell twice.
Ape. O they eate Lords; 2 Why Apemantiu ?

So they come by great bellies. Ape. Should'ft haue kept one to thy felfe, for I meane
Tim. That's a lafciuious apprehenfion. to giue thee none.
Ape. So, thou apprehend'ft ir, i Hang thy felfe.

Take it for thy labour. Ape. No I will do nothing at thy bidding:
Tim. How doft thou like this Jewell, Apemantui ? Make thy requefts to thy Friend.
Ape. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which wil not caft 2 Awjy vnpeaceable Dogge,

a man a Doit. Or He fpurne thee hence.
Tim. What doft thou thinke 'tis worth? cApe. I will flye like a dogge, the heeles a'th'Afle.
Ape. Not worth my thinking. I Hee's oppofite to humanity.

How now Poet? Comes mall we in,
Poet. How now Philofopher? And tafte Lord Timons bountie : he out-goes
Ape. Thou lyeft. The verie heart of kindneffe.
Pcet. Art not one ? 2 He powres it out : flutui the God of Gold
Ape. Yes. Is but his Steward : no meede but he repayes
Poet. Then I lye not. Seuen-fold aboue it felfe : No guift to him,
Ape. Art not a Poet ? But breeds the giuer a returne : exceeding
Poet. Yes. All vfe of quittance.
Ape. Then thou lyeft : i The Nobleft minde he carries,

Looke in thy laft worke, where thou haft fegin'd him a That euer gouern'd man.
worthy Fellow. 2 Long may he Hue in Fortunes. Shall we in ?

foet. That's notfeign'd, he is fo. lie keepe you Company. Exeunt.
Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for thy

labour. He that loues to be nattered,is worthy o'th flat- Hoboyes Playing lovd Mujic^e.
terer. Heauens,that I were a Lord.

Tim. What wouldft do then Apemantiu? A great Banquet ferud in : and then, Enter Lord Timon, the
Ape. E'ne as Apemantiu does now,|hate a Lord with States, the Athenian Lords, Ventigius -tthicb Timon re-

my heart. deem'd from prijon. Then comes dropping after all Ape-
Tim. What thy felfe .? mantus discontentedly likf himj'elfe.
Ape. I.
Tim. Wherefore ? Vent'ig. Moft honoured Timon,
Ape. That I had no angry wit to be a Lord. ] It hath pleas'd the Gods to remember my Fathers age,

Art not thou a Merchant ? And call him to long peace :
Mer. I Apemantui. He is gone happy, and has left me rich:
Ape. Traffick confound thee,if the Gods willnot. Then, as in gratefull Vertue I am bound
Mer. If TrafEcke do it, the Gods do it. To your free heart, I do returne thofe Talents
Ape. Traffickes thy God,& thy God confound thee. Doubled with thankes and feruice, from whofe helpe

Trumpet founds. Enter a MeJJenger. I deriu'd libertie.
Tim. What Trumpets that ? Tim. O by no meanes,
MeJ. 'Tis Alcibiades ,s.f\A fome twenty Horfe Honeft Ventigius : You miftake my loue,

Igaue
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I gaue it freely euer, and ther's none Alcibiades, your hearts in the field now.
Can truely fay he giues, if he receiues : Aid. My heart is euer at your feruice, my Lord,
If our betters play at that game, we muft not dare Tim. You had rather be at a breakefaft of Enemies,
To imitate them : faults that are rich arefaire. then a dinner of Friends.

Vint. A No ble fpirit. Ale. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there's no
T;'w.Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but deuis'd at firft meat like 'em, I could wifh my beft friend at fuch a Feaft.

To fet a gloffe on faint deeds,hollow welcomes, Aper. Would all thofe Flatterers were thine Enemies
Recanting goodnefle,forry ere 'tis fhowne : then, that then thou might'ft kill 'em : & bid me to 'em.
But where there istrue friendship, therenee ds none. i. Lord. Might we but haue that happinefTe my Lord,
Pray fit,more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, that you would once vfe our hearts, whereby we might
Then my Fortunes to me. exprefle fome part of our zeales, we mould thinke our

I. Lord. My Lord, we alwaies haue confeft it. felues for euer perfect.
Aper. Ho ho, confeft it/ Handg'd it? Haue you not ? Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friends, but the Gods
Timo. O ApermantuA, you are welcome . themfelues haue prouided that I fhall haue much helpe
Aper, No : You fhall not make me welcome : from you: how had you beene my Friends elfe. Why

I come to haue thee thruft me out of doores. haue you that charitable title from thoufands ? Did not
Tim. Fie, th'art a churle, ye'haue got a humour there you chiefely belong to my heart?! haue told more of

Does not become a man, 'tis much too blame : you to my felfe, then you can with modeftie fpeake in
They fay my Lords,Irafuror breuit eft, your owne behalfe. And thus farre I confirme you. Oh
But yond man is verie angrie. you Gods (thinke I,) what need we haue any Friends; if
Go,let him haue a Table by himfelfe : we mould nere haue need of'em ? They were the moft
For he does neither affect companie, needlefle Creatures liuing; mould we nere haue vfe for
Nor is he fit for't indeed. 'em ? And would moft refemble fweete Initruments

Aper. Let me ftayat thine apperill Timon, hung vp in Cafes,that keepes there founds to them-
I come to obferue, I giue thee warning on't. felues. Why I haue often wifht my felfe poorer, that

Tim. I take no heede of thee : Th'art an Athenian, I might come neerer to you : we are borne to do bene-
therefore welcome : I my felfe would haue no power, fits. And what better or properer can we call our owne,
prythee let my meate make thee filent. then the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious com-

After. I fcorne thy meate, 'twould choake me: for I fort 'tis, to haue fo many like Brothers commanding
mould nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods! What a number one anothers Fortunes. Oh ioyes, e'ne made away er't
of men eats Timon, and he fees 'em not ? It greeues me can be borne .-mine eies cannot hold out waterme thinks,
to fee fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and to forget their Faults. I drinke to you.
all the madneffe is,he cheeres them vp too. tAper. Thou weep'ft to make them drinke, Timon.
I wonder men dare truft themfelues with men. 2 . Lord. loy had the like conception in our eies,
Me thinks they mould enuite them without kniues, And at that inftant, like a babe fprung vp.
Good for there meate, and fafer for their Hues. Afer. Ho, ho ; I laugh to thinke that babe a baftard.
There's much example for't,the fellow that fits nexthim, 3. Lord. I promife you my Lord you mou'd me much.
now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in Aper. Much.
a diuided draught : is the readieft man to kill him. 'Tas
beene proued, if I were ai huge man I fhould feare to Sound Tucket. Enter the Masters of Amazons,with
drinke at meales, leaft they fhould fpie my wind-pipes Lutes in their hands,daunting and playing.
dangerous noates, great men mould drinke with harnelTe
on their throates. Tim. What meanes that Trumpe? How now f

Tim. My Lord in heart : and let the health go round.
2. Lord. Let it flow this way my good Lord. Enter Servant.
Aper. Flow this way? A braue fellow. He keepes his Ser. Pleafe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladies

tides well, thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate Moft defirous of admittance.
looke ill ,Ttmon. Tim. Ladies? what are their wils ?
Heere's that which is too weake to be a finner, Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner my Lord,
Honeft water, which nere left man i'th'mire : which beares that office,to fignifie their pleafures,
This and my food are equals, there's no ods, Tim. I pray let them be admitted.
Feafts are to proud to giue thanks to the Gods.

Enter Cupid with the <iMaske of Ladies.
ApermanttU Cfrace.

Immortall Cfods, I craue no pelfe, Cup. Haile to thee worthy Timon and to all that of
I pray for no man but my Jelfe, his Bounties tafte:the fiue beft Sencesa cknowledge thee
Graunt I may neuer proue Jo fotid, their Patron,and come freely to gratulate thy plentious
To truft man on hu Oath or 'Bond. bofome.
Or a Harlot for her weeping, There taft,touch all,pleas'd from thy Table rife:
Or a Dogge that Jeemes ajleeping, They onely now come but to Feaft thine eies.
Or a Deeper with my freedome, Timo. They'r wecome all, let 'em haue kind admit,
Or my friends if I Jhould need '««. tance.Muficke make their welcome.

Amen. So fall too't: Luc. You fee my Lord, how ample y'are belou'd.
Richmen Jin, and I eat root. Aper. Hoyday,

Much good dich thy good heart,Afermantta What a fweepe of vanitie comes this way.
Tim. Captaine, They daunce ? They are madwomen,

o- p-1 Like
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Like Madnefle is the glory of this life, Enter a third Seruant.
As this pompe fhewes to a little oyle and roote. How now ? What newes ?
We make our felues Fooles, to difport our felues, "^.Ser. Pleafe you my Lord, that honourable Gentle-
And fpend our Flatteries, to drinke thole men, man Lord Luculltu, entreats your companie to morrow,
Vpon whofe Age we voyde it vp agen to hunt with him, and ha's fent your Honour two brace
With poyfonous Spight and Enuy. of Grey-hounds.
Who liues, that's not depraued, or depraues ; Tim. He hunt with him,
Who dyes, that beares not one ipurne to their graues And let them be receiu'd, not without faire Reward.
Of their Friends guift : Fla. What will this come to ?
I fhould feare, thofe that dance before me now, He commands vs to prouide, and giue great guifts, and
Would one day ftampe vpon me : 'Tas bene done, all out of an empty Cofter :
Men fhut their doores againft a fetting Sunne, Nor will he know his Purfe,or yeeld me this,

To fliew him what a Begger his heart is,
The Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and Being of no power to make his wilhes good.

to jkevn their loties, each Jingle out an Amazon, and all His promifes flye fo beyond his ftate,
Dance , men faith women , a loftie Jlraine or two to the That what he fpeaks is all in debt,he ows for eu'ry word:

and ceafe. He is to kinde,that he now payes intereft for't;
His Land's put to their Bookes. Well, would I were

Tim. You haue done our pleafures Gently put out of Office, before I were forc'd out:
Much grace (faire Ladies) Happier is he that has no friend to feede,
Set a faire fafhion on our entertainment, Then fuch that do e'ne Enemies exceede.
Which was not halfe fo beautifull, and kinde : I bleed inwardly for my Lord. Exit
You haue added worth vntoo't, and lufter, Tim. You do your felues much wrong,
And entertain'd me with mine owne deuice. You bate too much of your owne merits.
I am to thanke you for't, Heere my Lord,a trifle of our Loue.

i Lord. My Lord you take vs euen at the beft. i.Lord. With more then common thankes
Aper. Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold I will receyue it.

taking, I doubt me. "$.Lord. O he's the very foule of Bounty.
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you, Tim. And now I remember my Lord, you gaue good

Pleafe you to difpofe your felues. words the other day of a Bay Courfer I rod on. Tis yours
All La. Moft thankfully, my Lord. Exeunt. becaufe you lik'd it.
Tim. Flauius. i.L.Oh, I befeech you pardon mee, my Lord, in that.
Fla. My Lord. Tim. You may take my word my Lord : I know no
Tim. The little Casket bring me hither. man can iuftly praife, but what he does affecl. 1 weighe
Fla. Yes, my Lord. More lewels yet ? my Friends affedtion with mine owne : He tell you true,

There is no eroding him in's humor, lie call to you.
Elfe I ftiould tell him well, y faith I fhould ; All Lor. O none fo welcome.
When all's fpent,hee'ld be croft then, and he could : Tim. I take all, and your feuerall visitations
'TJs pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde, So kinde to heart, 'tis not enough to giue :
That man might ne're be wretched for his minde. Bxit . Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdomes to my Friends,

I Lord. Where be our men ? And nere be wearie. Alcibiades,
Ser. Heere my Lord, in readinefle. Thou art a Soldiour, therefore fildome rich,
2 Lord. Our Horfes. It comes in Charitie to thee : for all thy liuing
Tim. O my Friends: Is mong'ft the dead : and all the Lands thou haft

I haue one word to fay to you ." Looke you, my good L. Lye in a pitcht field.
I muft intreat you honour me fb much, Ale. I, defil'd Land, my Lord.
As to aduance this Iewell,ac.cept it,and weare it, i.Lord. We are fo vertuouily bound.
Kinde my Lord. Tim. And fo am I to you.

i Lord. I am fo farre already in your guifts. "i.Lord. So infinitely endeer'd.
All. So are we all. Tim. All to you. Lights, more Lights.

Snter a Seruant . i.Lord. The beft of Happines,Honor, and Fortunes
Ser. My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate K.eepe with you Lord Timon.

newly alighted, and come to vifit you. Tim. Ready for his Friends. Sxeunt Lords
Tim. They are fairely welcome. Aper. What a coiles heere, feruing of beckes,and iut-

Enter Flauiui. ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Leeges be
Fla. I befeech your Honor, vouchfafe me a word, it worth the fummes that are giuen for 'em.

does concerne you neere. Friendfhips full of dregges,
Tim. Neere ? why then another time lie heare thee. Me thinkes falfe hearts, fhould neuer haue found legges.

I prythee let's be prouided to fhew them entertainment. Thus honeft Fooles lay out their wealth on Curtfies.
Fla. I fcarfe know how. Tim. Now Apermantut(\f thou wert not fullen)

Snter another Seruant. I would be good to thee.
Ser. May it pleafe your Honor,Lord Luciu(\ Aper. No, He nothing; for if I mould be brib'd too,

(Out of his free loue) hath prefented to you there would be none left to raile vponthee,and then thou
Foure Milke-white Horfes, trapt in Siluer. wouldft finne the fafter. Thou giu'ft fo long Timon (I

Tim. I /hall accept them fairely : let the Prefents feare me) thou wilt giue away thy felfe in paper ihortly.
Be worthily entertain'd. What needs thefe Feafts,pompes, and Vaine-glories?

Tim.
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Tim. Nay, and you begin to raile on Societie once, I Cap. Would we were all difcharg'd.
am fworne not to giue regard to you. Farewell,& come Var. I feare it,
with better Muficke. Exit Cap. Heere comes the Lord.

Aper. So : Thou wilt not heare mee now, thou flialt
not then. He locke thy heauen from thee :i Enter Timon, and his Traine,
Oh that mens eares ihould be Tim. So foone as dinners done,wee'l forth againe
To Counfell deafe, but not to Flatterie. Exit My Alc'ibiades, With me,what is your will?

Cap. My Lord,heere is a note of certaine dues.
Enter a Senator. Tim. Dues? whence are you ?

Sen. And late fiue thoufand : to Varro and to IJidure Cap. Of Athens heere,my Lord.
He owes nine thoufand, bendes my former fumme, Tim. Go to my Steward.
Which makes it fiue and twenty. Still in motion Cap. Pleafe it your Lordfhip, he hath put me off
Of raging wafte? It cannot hold, it will not. To the fucceffion of new dayes this moneth :
It I want Gold, fteale but a beggers Pogge, My Matter is awak'd by great Occafion,
And giue it Timon, why the Dogge coines Gold. To call vpon his owne, and humbly prayes you,
If I would fell my Horfe,and buy twenty moe That with your other Noble parts,you'l fuite,
Better then he ; why giue my Hovfe to Timon. In giuing him his right.
Aske nothing, giue it him, it Foles me ftraight Tim. Mine honeft Friend,
And able Horfes : No Porter at his gate, I prythee but repaire to me next morning.
But rather one that fmiles,and ftill inuites Cap. Nay, good my Lord.
All that pafTe by. It cannot hold, no rejfon Tim. Containe thy fdfe,good Friend.
Can found his ftate in fafety. Cafhis hoa, Var. One Varroes feruant, my good Lord.
Qapbu I fay. JJid. From IJidore, he humbly prayes your fpeedy pay-

Enter Caphit. ment.
Ca. Heere (ir,what is your pieafure. Cap. If you did know my Lord, my Mafters wants.
Sen. Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Timon, Var. 'Twas due on forfeyture my Lord, fixe weekes,

Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft and pjft.
With flight deniall ; nor then filenc'd, when IJi. Your Steward puts me off my Lord,and I
Commend me to your Mafter,and the Cap Am fent exprefTely to your Lord/hip.
Playes in the right hand, thus : but tell him, Tim. Giue me breath :
My VTes cry to me j I muft ferue my turne I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on,
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are paft, lie waite vpon you inftantly. Come hither : pray you
And my reliances on his fra&ed dates How goes the world, that I am thus encountred
Haue fmic my credit. I loue, and honour him, With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds,
But muft not breake my backe, to heale his finger. And the detention of long fince due debts
Immediate are my needs, and my releefe Againft my Honor?
Muft not be toft and turn'd to me in words, Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen,
But finde fupply immediate. Get you gone, The time is vnagreeable to this bufinefle :
Put on a moft importunate afpecl, Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinner.
A vifage of demand : for I do feare That I may make his Lordfliip vnderftand]
When euery Feather ftickes in his owne wing, Wherefore you are not paid.
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,i Tim. Do fo my Friends,fee them well entertain'd.
Which flames now a Phcenix, get you gone. Stew. Pray draw neere. Exit.

Ca. I go fir.
Sen. I go fir ? Enter Apemantui and Focle.

Take the Bonds along with you, Caph. Stay, ftay, here comes the Foole with Afcman-
And haue the dates in. Come. tui, let's ha fome fport with 'em.

Ca. I will Sir. Var. Hang him,hee'l abufe vs.
Sen. Go. Exeunt Ijid. A plague vpon him dogge.

Var. How doft Foole ?

Enter Steward, with many billes In bis band. Ape. Doft Dialogue with thy (hadow ?
Stem. No care, no ftop, fo fenfeleffe of expence, Var. I fpeake not to thee.

That he will neither know how to maintaine it, Ape. No 'tis to thy felfe. Come away.
Nor ceafe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt IJI. There's the Foole hangs on your backe already.
How things go from him, nor refume no care Ape. No thou ftand'tt fingle, th'art not on him yet.
Of what is to continue: neuer minde, Cap- Where's the Foole now ?
Was to be fo vnwife, to be fo kinde. Afe. He laft ask'd the queftion. Poore Rogues, and
What fhall be done, he will not heare, till feele : Vfurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want.
I muft be round with him,now he comes from hunting. Al. What are we Apemanttu ?
Fye, fie, fie, fie. Ape. Afles.

All. Why?
Enter Capbu, Ifidore, and Varro. iApe, That you ask me what you are, & do not know

Cap. Good euen Varro : what, you come for money? your ielues. Speake to 'em Foole.
far, Js't not your bufineffe too f Foole. How do you Gentlemen?
Cap. It is,and yours too, Ifidore? All. Gramercies good Foole :
I/id. Jt is fo. How does your Miftris?

Foole.
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Foole. She's e'ne fetting on water to fcal'd fuch Chic- At many leyfures I propofe.

kens as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. Tim. Go too :
Ape. Good, Gramercy. Perchance fome fingle vantages you tooke,

When my indifpofition put you backe,
Enter Page. And that vnaptne/Te made your minifter

Foole. Looke you, heere comes my Matters Page. Thus to excufe your felt'e.
Page. Why how now Captaine? what do you in this Stew. O my good Lord,

wife Company. At many times I brought in my accompts,
How doft thou Apermantui! Laid them before you, you would throw them off,

Ape. Would I had a Rod in my mouth, that I might And fay you found them in mine huneftie,
anfwer thee profitably. When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid me

'Boy. Prythee Apemantus reade me the fuperfcripti- Returne fo much, I haue fliookemy head,and wept:
on of thefe Letters, I know not which is which. Yea 'gainft th'Authoritie of manners,pray'd you

Ape. Canft not read ? To hold your hand more clofe : I did indure
Page. No. Not fildome, nor no/light checkes, when I haue
Ape. There will litle Learning dye then that day thou Prompted you in the ebbe of your eftate,

art hang'd. This is to Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades.Go And your great flow of debts ; my lou'd Lord,
thou was't borne a Baftard, and thou't dye a Bawd. Though you heare now (too late) yet nowes a time,

Page. Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou flialt The greateft of your hauing, lickes a halfe,
famiih a Dogges death. To pay your prefent debts.
Anfwer not, I am gone. Exit Tim. Let all my Land be fold.

Ape. E'ne fo thou out-runft Grace, Stem. 'Tis all engag'd, fome forfeyted and gone,
Foole I will go with you to Lord Timons. And what remaines will hardly flop the mouth

Foole. Will you leaue me there ? Of prefent dues; the future comes apace :
Ape. If Timon ftay at home. What fhall defend the interim,and at length

You three ferue three Vlurers? How goes our reck'ning?
All. I would theyferu'd vs. Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend.
Ape. So would I : Stew. O my good Lord, the world is but a word,

As good a tricke as euer Hangman feru'd Theefe. Were it all yours, to giue it in a breath,
Foole. Are you three Vfurers men ? How quickely were it gone.
All. I Foole. Tim. You tell me true.

Foole. I thinke no Vfurer, but ha's a Foole to his Ser- Stew. If you fufpecl my Husbandry or Fal/hood,
uant. My Miftris is one, and I am her Foole : when men Call me before th'exacleft Auditors,
come to borrow of your Matters, they approach fadly, And fet me on the proofe. So the Gods blefie me,
and go away merry : but they enter my Mailers houfe When all our Offices haue beene oppreft
merrily,and go away fadly. The reafon of this? With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults haue wept

Var. I could render one. With drunken fpilth of Wine ; when euery roome
Af>. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- Hath blaz'd with Lights, and braid with Minftrellie,

mafter, and a Knaue, which not with/landing thou /halt I haue retyr'd me to a waftefull cocke,
be no lefle efteemed. And fet mine eyes at flow.

Varro. What is a Whoremafter Foole? Tim. Prythee no more.
Foole. A Foole in good cloathes, and fomething like Stew. Heauens, haue I faid, the bounty of this Lord :

thee. 'Tis a fpirit, fometime t'appeares like a Lord,fom- How many prodigall bits haue Slaues and Pezants
time like a Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with This night englutted : who is not Timons,
two ftones moe then's artificiall one. Hee is verie often What heart,head,fword,force,meanes,but is L. Timons:
like a Knight ; and generally,in all fliapes that man goes Great Timon, Noble, Worthy, Royall Timon :
vp and downe in, from fourefcore to thirteen, this fpirit Ah, when the meanes are gone, that buy this praife,
walkes in. The breath is gone, whereof this praife is made:

Var. Thou art not altogether a Foole. Feaft won, faft loft ; one cloud of Winter /howres,
Foole. Nor thou altogether a Wife man, Thefe flyes are coucht.

As much foolerie as Ihaue,fo much wit thou lack'ft." Tim. Come fermon me no further.
Ape. That anfwer might haue become Apemantui. No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart;
Ad. A(ide,afide, heere comes Lord Timon. Vnwifely, not ignobly haue I giueri.

Why doft thou weepe, canft thou the confcience lacke,
Enter Timon and Steward. To thinke I /hall lacke friends : lecure thy heart,

If I would broach the veffels of my loue,
Ape. Come with me(Foole)come. And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing,
Foole. I do not alwayes follow Louer, lehier Brother, Men,and mens fortunes could I frankely vfe

aad Woman, fometime the Philofopher. As I can bid thee fpeake.
Stem. Pray you walkeneere, Ste. AlTurance bleffe your thoughts.

He fpeake with you anon. Exeunt. Tim. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown'd,
Tim. You make me meruell wherefore ere this time That I account them bleffings. For by thefe

Had you not fully laide my ftate before me, Shall I trie Friends. You mall perceiue
That I might fo haue rated my expence How you miftake my Fortunes :
As I had leaue of meanes. I am wealthie in my Friends.

Stew. You would not heare me : Within there, FlauiM, Seruilitu?
Enter
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Timon of Athens,
Enter three Seruants. man of Athens, thy very bouutifull good Lord and May-

Ser. My Lord, my Lord. fter?
Tim. I will difpatch you feuerally. Flam. His health is well fir.

You to Lord LUCIM, to Lord Lucullus you, I hunted Luc. I am right glad that his health is well fir : and
with his Honor to day; you to Sempronius; commend me what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake,pretty Flamimuf?
to their loues ; and I am proud fay, that my occasions Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in
haue found time to vfe 'em toward a fupply of mony : let my Lords behalfe, I come to intreat your Honor to fup-
the requeft be fifty Talents. ply ; who hauing great and inftant occafion to vfe fiftie

Flam. As you haue laid, my Lord. Talents, hath fent to your Lordlhip to furnifh him : no-
Stew. Lord Lucius and Luculliu ? Humh. thing doubting your prefent alliftance therein.
Tim. Go you fir to the Senators ; Luc. La, la,la, la : Nothing doubting fayeshee? Alas

Of whom, euen to the States beft health ; I haue good Lord,a Noble Gentleman 'tis,if he would not keep
Deferu'd this Hearing : bid 'em lend o'th'inftant fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha din'd with
A thoufand Talents to me. him, and told him on't, and come againe to fupper to him

Ste, I haue beene bold of purpofe, to haue him fpend leffe, and yet he wold em-
(For that I knew it the moft generall way) brace no counfell,take no warning by my comming,eue-
To them, to vfe your Signet,and your Name, ry man has his fault, and honefty is his.I ha told him on't,
But they do lhake their heads, and I am heere but 1 could nere get him from't.
No richer in returne. Enter Seruant with W]ne.

Tim. Is't true? Can't be ? Ser. Pleafe your Lordftiip,heere is the Wine.
Stew. They anfwer in a ioyntand corporate voice, Luc. FlaminJM, I haue noted tbee alwayes wife.

That now they are at fall, want Treature cannot Heere's to thee.
Do what they would, are forrie : you are Honourable, Flam. Your Lordfhip fpeakes your pleafure.
But yet they could haue wi/ht, they know not, Luc. I haue obferued thee alwayes for a towardlie
Something hath beene amide ; a Noble Nature prompt fpirit, giue thee thy due, and one that knowes
May catch a wrench ; would all were well ; tis pitty, what belongs to reafon; and canft vfe the time wel, if the
And fo intending other ferious matters, time vfe thee well. Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir-
After diftaftefull lookes ; and tbefe hard Fractions rah. Draw neerer honeft Flaminiut. Thy Lords a boun-
With certaine halfe-caps,and cold mouing nods, tifull Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou know'ft
They froze me into Silence. well enough (although thou com'ft to me) that this is no

Tim. You Gods reward them : time to lend money, efpecially vpon bare friendftYippe
Prytheeman looke cheerely. Thefe old Fellowes without fecuritie. Here's three Solidares for thee, good
Haue their ingratitude in them Hereditary : Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw'ft mee not. Fare thee
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it fildome flowes, well.
'Tis lacke of kindely warmth, they are not kinde ; Flam. Is't poffible the world ihould fo much differ,
And Nature, as it growes againe toward earth, And we aliue that liued ? Fly damned bafenefle
Is fafhion'd for the iourney,dull and heauy. To him that worftiips thee.
Go to Ventiddiiu (prythee be not fad, Luc. Ha ? Now I fee thou art a Foole, and fit for thy
Thou art true,and honeft ; Ingenioufly I fpeake, Mafter. Exit L.
No blame belongs to tbee :) P''entidaiiu lately Flam May thefe adde to the number j may fcald thee:
Buried his Father, by whofe death hee's ftepp'd Let moulten Coine be thy damnation,
Into a great eftate : When he was poore, Thou difeafe of a friend,and not himfelfe :
Imprifon'd, and in fcarfitie of Friends, Has friendship fuch a faint and milkie heart,
I cleer'd him with flue Talents : Greet him from me, It turnes in lefTe then two nights/ O you Gods!
Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceffity I feele my Mafters palTion. This Slaue vnto his Honor,
Touches his Friend, which craues to be remembred Has my Lords meate in him :
With thofe flue Talents ; that had, giue't tbefe Fellowes Why fhould it thriue, and turne to Nutriment,
To whom 'tis inftant due. Neu'r fpeake, or thinke, When he is turn'd to poyfon ?
That Timons fortunes 'mong his Friends can fmke. O may Difeafes onely worke vpon't:

Stew. I would I could not thinke it: And when he's ficke to death,let not that part of Nature
That thought is Bounties Foe ; Which my Lord payd for, be of any power
Being free it felfe, it thinkes all others fo. Exeunt To expell ficknefle, but prolong his hower. Exit.

Flaminlw waiting to Jpeal^e with a Lord from his <3ttajler, Enter Lucius,with three ftrangers.
enters a Jeruant to him. Luc.Who the Lord Timon? He is my very good friend

and an Honourable Gentleman.

Ser.l haue told my Lord of you, he is comming down i We know him for no leffe, thogh we are but ftran-
to you. gers to him. But I can tell you one thing my Lord, and

Flam. I thanke you Sir. which I heare from common rumours , now Lord Timons
Enter Luculliu. happie howres are done and paft, and his eftate flirinkes

Ser. Heere's my Lord. from him.
Luc. One of Lord Timons men ? A Guift I warrant. Lucitu. Fye no, doe not beleeue it : hee cannot want

Why this hits right : I dreampt of a Siluer Bafon & Ewre for money.
to night. F/aminiuJ, honeft Flaminiia, you are verie re- 1 But beleeue you this my Lord, that not long agoe,
fpediuely welcome fir. Fill me fome Wine. And how one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to borrow fo
does that Honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted Gentle- many Talents, nay vrg'd extreamly for't, and Ihewed

what
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what neceffity belong'd too't,and yet was deny'de. What charitable men aftbord to Beggers.
Lud. How ? 3 Religion grones at it.
2 I tell you, deny'de my Lord. I For mine owne part, I neuer tafted Timon in my life
Luci. What a flrange cafe was that? Now before the Nor came any of his bounties ouerme,

Gods I am aiham'd on'r. Denied that honourable mjii ? To marke me for his Friend. Yet I proteft,
There was verie little Honour fhew'd in't. For my owne For his right Noble minde, illuftrious Vertue,
part, I muft needes confeffe, I haue receyued fome fmall And Honourable Carriage,
kindnefTes from him, as Money,Plate, Jewels, and fuch Had his neceffity made vfe of me,
like Trifles ; nothing comparing to his : yet had hee mi- I would haue put my wealth into Donation,
ftooke him,and fent to me,I fhould ne're haue denied his And the beft halfe fhould haue return'd to him.
Occafion fo many Talents. So much I loue his heart : But I perceiue,

Men muftlearne now with pitty to difpence,
Enter SeruUlm. For Policy fits aboue Conference. Exeunt.

Seruil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I haue
fwet to fee his Honor. My Honor'd Lord. Enter a third jeruant with Stnpronius,another

Lucil. SeruHiMt You are kindely met fir. Farthewell, of Timons Friends.
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve-
ry exquifite Friend. Semp. Muft he needs'trouble me in't ? Hum.

Seruil, May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 'Boue all others ?
fent 

Lud. Ha? what ha's he fent ? I am fo much endeered 
He might haue tried Lord Lucius,or Lucul/us,
And now Pentidgius is wealthy too,

to that Lord 5 hee's euer fending : how fhall I thank him Whom he redeem'd from prifon. All thefe
think'ft thou ? And what has he fent now? Owes their eftates vnto him.

Seruil. Has onely fent his prefent Occafion now my Ser. My Lord,
Lord : requesting your Lordfhip to fupply his inftant vfe They hiue all bin touch'd, and found Bafe-Mettle,
with fo many Talents. For they haue all denied him.

Lucil. I know his Lordfhip is but merry with me, Semp. How? Haue they deny'de him ?
He cannot want fifty flue hundred Talents. Has Ventidgius and Lucullus deny'de him,

Seruil. But in the mean time he wants leffe my Lord. And does he fend to me ? Three ? Humh?
If his occafion were not vertuous, It ihewes but little loue, or Judgement in him.
I fhould not vrge it halfe fo faithfully. Muft I be his laft Refuge ? His Friends (like Phyfirians)

Luc. Doft thou fpeake ferioufly Serullim? Thriue, giue him ouer : Muft I take th'Cure vpon me ?
Seruil. Vpon my foule 'tis tri;e Sir. Has much difgrac'd me in't, I'me angry at him,
Luci. What a wicked Beaft was I to disfurnifh my That might haue knowne my place. I fee no fenfe for't,

felf againft fuch a good time, when I might ha fhewn my But his Occafions might haue wooed me firft :
felfe Honourable? How vnluckily it hapned,that I fhold For in my confcience, I was the firft man
Purchafe the day before for a little part, and vndo a great That ere receiued guift from him.
deale of Honour ? Scruilitu. now before the Gods I am And does he thinke fo backwarJIy of me now,
not able to do (the more beaft I fay) I was fending to vfe That He requite it laft? No :
Lord Timon my felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witnefle ; but So it may proue an Argument of Laughter
I would not for the wealth of Athens I had done't now. To th'reft, and 'mong'ft Lords be thought a Foole:
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and I I'de rather then the worth of thrice the fumme,
hope his Honor will conceiue the faired of mee, becaufe Had fent to me firft, but for my mindes fake :
I haue no power to be kinde. And tell him this from me, I'de fuch a courage to do him good. But now returne,
I count it one of my greateft afflictions fay,that I cannot And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioyne ;
pleafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruili- Who bates mine Honor,fhall not know my Coyne. Exit
iu, will you befriend mee fo farre, as to vfe mine owne Ser. Excellent : Your Lordfhips a goodly Villain: the
words to him ? diuell knew not what he did, when hee made man Poli-

Ser. Yes fir, I fhall. Exit Seruil. ticke ; he crofTed himfelfe by't : and I cannot thinke, but
Lucil. He looke you out a good turne Seruilius. in the end, the Villanies of man will fet him cleere. How

True as you faid, Timon is fhrunke indeede, fairely this Lord ftriues to appeare foule ? Takes Vertu-
And he that's once deny'de, will hardly fpeede. Exit. ous Copies to be wicked : like thofe, that vnder hotte ar-

i Do you obferue this Hofli/ius? dent zeale, would fet whole Realmes on fire, of fuch a na-
z I, to well. ture is his politike loue.
I Why this is the worlds foule, This was my Lords beft hope, now all are fled

And iuft of the fame peece Saue onely the Gods. Now his Friends are dead,
Is euery Flatterers fport : who can call him his Friend Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards
That dips in the fame difti ? For in my knowing Many a bounteous yeere, muft be imploy'd
Timon has bin this Lords Father, Now to guard fure their Mafter :
And kept his credit with his purfe : And this is all a liberall courfe allowes,
Supported his eftate, nay Timons money Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his houCe.Sxie.
Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes,
But Timons Siluer treads vpon his Lip, Enter Varros man, meeting others. All Timons Creditors to
And yet, oh fee the monftroufnefTe of man, TV ait for hu camming out. Then enter Lucius
When he lookesout in an vngratefull Jhape j and Hortenfius.
He does deny him (in refpect of his) Var. man. Well met, goodmorrow Titus & Hortenfius

Titus
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Tit. The like to you kinde Varro. Stew. If't 'twill not ferue, 'tis not fo bafe as you,
Hurt. Lr/a'w,what do we meet together? For you ferue Knaues.
Luci. I,and I think one bufineffe do's command vs. all. I.Varro. How? What does his cafheer'd Worfhip

For mine is money. mutter ?
Ttt. So is theirs, and ours. i.Varro. No matter what, jhee's poore, and that's re-

Enter fbilotui. uenge enough. Who can fpeake broader, then hee that
Luci. And fir Philottu too. has no houfe to put his head in ? Such may rayle againft
Phil. Good day at once. great buildings.
Luci. Welcome good Brother. . Enter Seruilius.

What do you thinke the houre ? Tit. Oh heere's Seruiliui : now wee fhall know fome
Phil. Labouring for Nine. anfwere.
Luci. So much ? Seru. If I might befeech you Gentlemen, to repayre
fbil. Is not my Lord feene yet ? fome other houre, I fhould deriue much from't. For tak't
Luci. Not yet. of my foule, my Lord leanes wondroufly to difcontent :
Phil. I wonder on't,he was wont to fliine at feauen. His comfortable temper has forfooke him, he's much out
Luci. I, but the dayes are waxt fhorter with. him : of health, and keepes his Chamber.

You muft confider, that a Prodigall courfe Luci. Many do keepe their Chambers,are not ficke :
Is like the Sunnes, but not like his recouerable, I feare : And if it be fo farre beyond his health,
"Pis deepeft Winter in Lord Timons purfe, that is : One Me thinkes he fhould the fooner pay his debts,
may reach deepe enough, and yet finde little. And make a cleere way to the Gods.

Phil. I am of your feare, for that. Seruil. Good Gods.
Tit. lie fhew you how t'obferue a ftrange euent : Titus. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir.

Your Lord fends now for Money ? Flaminius within. Seruiliui helpe, my Lord, my Lord.
Hart. Moft true, he doe's.
Tit. And he weares lewels now of Timons guift, Enter Timon in a rage.

For which I waite for money. Tim.What, are my dores oppos'd againft my paffage ?
Hort. It is againft my heart. Haue I bin euer free, and muft my houfe
Luci. Marke how ftrange it ftiowes, Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole ?

Timon in this, fhould pay more then he owes: The place which I haue Feafted, does it now
And e'ne as if your Lord fliould weare rich lewels, (Like all Mankinde) ihew mean Iron heart?
And fend for money for'em. Luci. Put in now Titui.

Hort. 1'me weary of this Charge, Tit. My Lord, heere is my Bill.
The Gods can witnefle : Luci. Here's mine.

I know my Lord hath fpent of Timons wealth, \.Var. And mine,my Lord.
And now Ingratitude, makes it worfe then ftealth. l.Var. And ours,my Lord.

Varro. Yes, mine's three thoufand Crowncs: Pbilo. All our Billes.
What's yours ? Tim. Knocke me downe with 'em, cleaue mee to the

Lud. Fiue thoufand mine. Girdle.

Varro. 'Tis much deepe,and it fliould|feem by th'fum Luc. Alas,my Lord.
Your Mafters confidence was aboue mine, Tim. Cut my heart in fummes.
Elfe furely his had equall'd. Tit. Mine,firty Talents.

Enter F/aminiuS, Tim. Tell out my blood.
Tit. One of Lord Timons men. Luc. Fiue thoufand Crownes, my Lord.
Luc, FIaminius?S\r, a word : Pray is my Lord readie Tim. Fiue thoufand drops payes that.

to come forth 4 What yours? and yours?
Flam. No,indeed he is not. I.Var, My Lord.
Tit. We attend his Lordfliip : pray fignifie fo much. Z.Var. My Lord.
Flam. I need not tell him that, he knowes you are too Tim. Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall vpon you.

Enter Steward in a Cloabe, muffled. (diligent. Exit Timon.
Luci. Ha : is not that his Steward muffled fo ? Hort. Faith I perceiue our Mafters may throwe their

He goes away in a Clowd : Call him, call him. caps at their money,thefe debts may well be calfd delpe-
Tit. Do you heare,fir ? rate ones, for a madman owes 'em. Exeunt.
2.Varro. By your leaue, fir. Enter Timon.
Stew. What do ye aske of me, my Friend. Timon. They haue e'ene put my breath from mee the
Tit. We waite for certaine Money heere, fir. flaues. Creditors? Diuels.
Stew. I, if Money were as certaine as your waiting, Stew. My deere Lord.

'Twere fure enough. Tim. What if it fliould be fo?
Why then preferr'd you not your fummes and Billes Stew, My Lord.
When your falfe Mafters eate of my Lords meat? Tim. He haue it fo. My Steward ?
Then they could fmile, and fawne vpon his debts, Stew. Heere my Lord.
And take downe thTntreft into their glutt'nous Mawes. Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my Friends againe,
You do your felues but wrong, to ftirre me vp, Lucius, Lucullui, and Semproniut. Vllorxa : All,
Let me paffe quietly : He once more teaft the Rafcals.
Beleeue't, my Lord and I haue made an end, Stew. O my Lord.you onely fpeake from your diftra-
I haue no more to reckon, he to fpend. dled foule ; there's not fo much left toj furnifli out a mo-

Luci. I, but this anfwer will not ferue. derate Table-
Timon
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Tim. Be it not in thy care : 2.&». You breath in vaine.
Go I charge thee, inuite them all, let in the tide Aid. In vaine f
Of Knaues once more: my Cooke and He prouide.Exeunt His feruice done at Lacedemon,and Bizantium,

Were a fufricient briber for his life.

Enter three Senators at one doore, Aleibiadcs meeting i What's that ?
with Attendants.. Ale. Why fay my Lords ha's done faire feruice,

l.&n. My Lord, you haue my voyce, too't, And flaine in fight many of your enemies :
The faults Bloody: How full of valour did he beare himfelfe
'Tis neceffary he fhould dye : In the laft Conflict,and made plenteous wounds?
Nothing imboldens fmne fo much,as Mercy. 2 He has made too much plenty with him :

2 Moft true j the Law mall bruife'em. He's a fworne Riotor, he has a finne
Ale. Honor, health,and companion to the Senate. That often drownes him, and takes his valour prifoner.
I Now Captaine. Tf there were no Foes, that were enough
Ale, I am an humble Sutor to your Vertues; To ouercome him. In that Beaftly furie,

Forpitty is the vertue of the Law, He has bin knowne to commit outrages,
And none but Tyrants vfe it cruelly. And cherriih Factions. 'Tis inferr'd to vs,
It pleafes time and Fortune to lye heauie His dayes are foule, and his drinke dangerous.
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood I He dyes.
Hath ftept into the Law : which is paft depth Aid. Hard fate : he might haue dyed in warre.
To thoie that (without heede^ do plundge intoo't. My Lords, if not for any parts in him,
He is a Man (fetting his Fate afide) of comely Vertues, Though his right arme might purchafe his owne time,
Nor did he foyle the fact with Cowardice, And be in debt to none : yet more to moue you,
(And Honour in him,which buyes out his fault) Take my deferts to his, and ioyne'em both.
But with a Noble Fury, and faire fpirit, And for I know, your reuerend Ages loue Security,
Seeing his Reputation touch'd to death, lie pawne my Victories, all my Honour to you
He did oppofe his Foe : Vpon his good returnes.
And with fuch fober and vnnoted paffion If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life,
He did behooue his anger ere'twas Ipent, Why let the Warre receiue't in valiant gore,
As if he had but prou'd an Argument. For Law is ftrict:, and Warre is nothing more.

I Sen. You vndergo too ftrict a Paradox, i We are for Law,he dyes, vrge it no more
Striuing to make an vgly deed looke faire: On height of our difpleafure : Friend, or Brother,^
Your words haue tooke fuch paines, as if they labour'd He forfeits his owne blood, that fpilles another.
To bring Man-flaughter into forme, and fet Quarrelling Ale. Muft it be fo ? It muft not bee :
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indeede My Lords, I do befeech you know mee.
Js Valour mif-begot, and came into the world, 2 How?
When Sects, and Factions were newly borne. Ale. Call me to your remembrances.
Hee's truly Valiant, that can wifely fufter 3 What.
The worft that man can breath, Ale. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me,
And make his Wrongs, his Out-fides, It could not elfe be, I fhould proue fo bace,
To weare them like hisRayment, carelefTely, To fue and be deny'de fuch common Grace.
And ne're preferre his iniuries to his heart, My wounds ake at you.
To bring it into danger. i Do you dare our anger ?
If Wrongs be euilles, and inforce vs kill, 'Tis in few words, but fpacious in effect:
What Folly 'tis, to hazard life for 111. We banifh thee for euer.

tAlct. My Lord. Ale. Banifh me ?
i.Sen. You cannot make groffe finnes looke cleare, Banifh your dotage, banifh vfurie,

To reuenge is no Valour, but to beare. That makes the Senate vgly.
Aid. My Lords, then vnder fauour,pardon me, i If after two dayes fhine, Athens containe thee,

If I fpeake like a Captaine. Attend our waightier ludgement.
Why do fond men expofe themfelues to Battell, And not to fwell our Spirit,
And not endure all threats? Sleepe vpon't, He mall be executed prefently. Exeunt.
And let the Foes quietly cut their Throats Ale. Now the Gods keepe you old enough,
Without repugnancy? If there be That you may Hue
Such Valour in the bearing, what make wee Onely in bone, that none may looke on you.
Abroad ? Why then, Women are more valiant I'm worfe then mad : I haue kept backe their Foes
That flay at home, if Bearing carry it: While they haue told their Money, and let out
And the Affe, more Captaine then the Lyon? Their Coine vpon large intereft. I my felfe,
The fellow loaden with Irons, wifer then the ludge ? Rich onely in large hurts. All thofe,for this?
If Wifedome be in fuffering, Oh my Lords, Is this the Balfome, that the vfuring Senat
As you are great, be pittifully Good, Powres into Captaines wounds? Banifhment.
Who cannot condemne rafhneffe in cold blood ? It comes not ill : I hate not to be baniftit,
To kill, I grant, is finnes extreameft Guft, It is a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie,
But in defence, by Mercy, 'tis moft iuft. That I may ftrike at Athens. lie cheere vp
To be in Anger, is impietie : My difcontented Troopes, and lay for hearts ;
But who is Man, that is not Angrie. ,Tis Honour with moft Lands to be at ods,
Weigh but the Crime with this. Souldiers fhould brooke as little wrongs as Gods. Exit.

Enter



Timon of Athens,
3 I do conceyue.

Enter diuers Friends at Jeuerall doores. Tim. Each man to his ftoole, with that fpurre as hee
would to the lip of his Miftris : your dyet fhall bee in all

i The good time of day to you, fir. places alike. Make not a Citie Feaft of it, to let the meat
2 I alfo wifli it to you : I thinke this Honorable Lord coole, ere we can agree vpon the firft place. Sit,fit.

did but try vs this other day. The Gods require our Thankes.
I Vpon that were my thoughts tyring when wee en- You great cBenefa£iorsiJj>rinl(le our Society with Thanl^e-

countred. I hope it is not io low with him as he made it fulneffe. For your owneguifts, mal(e your felues fraiid: But
feeme in the triall of his feuerall Friends. referue Jlill to give, haft your Deities be dejpifed. Lend to each

2 It fhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Fea- man enough, that one needs not Itnd to another. For mere your
fting. Cfodheads to borrow of men, men would forfafye the Gods. Make

i I fhould thinke fo. He hath fent rnee an earneft in- the Meate be beloued, more then the Man that giues it. Let
uiting,which many my neere occafions did vrge mee to no AJJembly of Twenty, be without afcore ofVillaints. If there
put off : but he hath coniur'd mee beyond them, and I fit twelue JVomen at the Table, let a dozen of them bee O6 they
muft needs appeare. are. The reft of your Fees, 0 Gods, the Senators of Athens,

2 In like manner was I in debt to my importunat bu- together -nub the common legge of People, what it amijje in
finelTe, but he would not heare my excufe. I am forrie, them.you Gods, mal^e futeable for deftruElion. For tbcfe my
when he lent to borrow of mee, that my Prouifion was prejent Friends, ai they are to mee nothing, fo in nothing bhffe
out. them, and. to nothing are they welcome.

i I am ficke of that greefe too,as I vnderftand how all Vncouer Dogges, and lap.
things go. Some Jpeake. What do's his Lordfhip meane ?

2 Euery man heares fo : what would hee haue borro- Some other. I know not.
wed of you ? Timon. May you a better Feaft neuer behold

I A thoufand Peeces. You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water
2 A thoufand Peeces? Is your perfection. This is Timons laft,
i What of you ? Who ftucke and fpangled you with Flatteries,
2 He fent to me fir Heere he comes. Wafhes it off, and fprinkles in your faces

Your reeking villany. Liue loath'd, and long
Enter Timon and ̂ Attendants. Moft fmiling, fmooth, detefted Parafites,

Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both ; and how Curteous Deftroyers, affable Wolues, meeke Beares:
fare you? You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Times Flyes,

I Euer at the bed,hearing well of your Lordfhip. Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Minute lackes.
2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Maladie

then we your Lordfhip. Cruft you quite o're. What do'ft thou go ?
Tim. Nor more willingly leaues Winter, fuch Sum- Soft, take thy Phyficke firft ; thou too,and thou :

mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not le- Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none.
compence this long ftay : Feaft your eares with the Mu- What? All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaft,
ficke awhile : If they will fare fo hardily o'th'Trumpets Whereat a Viilaine's not a welcome Gueft.
found : we fhall too't prefently. Burne houfe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be

I I hope it remaines not vnkindely with your Lord- Of Timon Man, and all Humanity. Exit
fhip, that I returned you an empty Meffenger.

Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you. Enter the Senators,with other Lords.
2 My Noble Lord.
Tim. Ah my good Friend, what cheere ? I How now, my Lords ?

The Banket brought in. 2 Know you rhe quality of Lord Timons fury ?
2 My moft Honorable Lord, I am e'ne fick of fhame, 3 Pufti, did you fee my Cap ?

that when your Lordfhip this other day fent to me, 1 was 4 I haue loft my Gowne.
fo vnfortunate a Beggar. I He's but a mad Lord,& nought but humors fwaies

Tim. Thinke not on't, fir. him. Hegaue me a lewell th'other day, and now hee has
2 If you had fent but two houres before. beate it out of my hat.
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. Did you fee my lewell ?

Come bring in all together. 2 Did you fee my Cap.
2 All couer'd Difhes. 3 Heere 'tis.
I Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 4 Heere lyes my Gowne.
3 Doubt not that, if money and the feafon can yeild it i Let's make no ftay.
i How do you? What's the newes ? 2 Lord Timons mad.
3 Alcibiades is baniih'd : heare you of it? 3 I feel't vpon my bones.
"Both, Stlcibiades banifh'd? 4 One day he giues vs Diamonds, next day ftones.
3 'Tisfo, be fure of it. Exeunt the Senators.
i How ? Howe1

2 I pray you vpon what ? Enter Timon.
Tim. My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ?
3 lie tell you more anon.Here's a Noble feaft toward Tim. Let me looke backe vpon thee. O thou Wall
2 This is the old man ftill. That girdles in thofe Wolues, diue in the earth,
3 Wilt hold? Wilt hold ? And fence not Athens. Matrons, turne incontinent,
2 It do's : but time will, and fo. Obedience fayle in Children : Shues and Fooles

h h Plucke
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9° T'imonof
Plucke the graue wrinkled Senate from the Bench, The lateft of my wealth He ihaie among'ft you.
And minifter in their fteeds, to generall Filthes. Where euer we ihall meete, for Timons lake,
Conuert o'th'Inftant greene Virginity, Let's yet be Fellowes. Let's /hake our heads,and lay
Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts,hold faft As 'twere a Knell vnto our Matters Fortunes,
Rather then render backe j out with your Kniues, We haue feene better dayes. Let each take fome :
And cut your Trufters throates. Bound Seruants, fteale, Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more,
Large-handed Robbers your graue Matters are, Thus part we rich in forrow,parting poore.
And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Matters bed, Embrace andpart Jeuerallnayes.
Thy Miftris is o'th'Brothell. Some of fixteen, Oh the fierce wretchedneffe that Glory brings vs!
Plucke the lyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, Who would not witti to be from wealth exempt,,
With it, beate out his Braines. Piety,and Feare, Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ?
Religion to the Gods, Peace, luftice, Truth, Who would be fo mock'd with Glory, or to liue
Domefticke awe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, But in a Dreame of Friendlhip,
Inftruction, Manners, Myfteries,and Trades, To haue his pompe, and all what ttate compounds,
Degrees, Obferuances, Cuftomes, and Lawes, But onely painted like his varniflit Friends :
Decline to your confounding contraries. Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart,
And yet Confufion liue : Plagues incident to men, VnJone by Goodnefle : Strange vnvfuall blood,
Your potent and infectious Feauors, heape When mans worft iinne is, He do's too much Good.
On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Sciatica, Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen?
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may halt For Bounty that makes Gods, do ftill mane Men.
As lamely as their Manners. Luft,and Libertie My dcereft Lord, bleft to be moft atcurft,
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, Rich onely to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes
That 'gainft die ftreame of Vertue they may ftriue, Are made thy cheefe Afflictions. Alas (kinde Lord)
And drowne themfelues in Riot. Itches, Blaines, Hee's flung in Rage from this ingratefull Seate
Sowe all th'Athenian bofomes, and their crop Of monftrous Fiiends :
Be generall Leprofie : Breath,infect breath, Nor ha's he with him to fupply his life,
That their Society (as their Friendship) may Or that which can command it :
Be meerely poylbn. Nothing lie beare from thee lie follow and enquire him out.
But nakedneffe, thou deteftable Towne, He euer ferue his minde, with my beft will,
Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes : Whilft I haue Gold, He be his Steward ftill. Exit.
Timon will to the Woods, where he ihall finde
Th'vnkindeft Beaft, more kinder then Mankinde. Enter Timon in the woods.
The Gods confound (heare me you good Gods all)
Th'Athenians both within and out that Wall: Tim. O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth
And graunt as Timon growes,his hate may grow Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Grbe
To the whole race of Mankinde, high and low. Infect the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe,
Amen. Exit. Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth,

Scarfe is diuidant; touch them with feuerall fortunes,
Enter Steward with two or three Seruants. The greater fcornes theleffer. Not Nature

(To whom all fores lay liege) can beare great Fortune
I Heare you M.Steward,where's our Matter? But by contempt of Nature.

Are we vndone, caft off, nothing remaining? Raife me this Begger, and deny't that Lord,
Stive. Alack my Fellowes, what ihould I fay to you? The Senators Ihall beare contempt Hereditary,

Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, The Begger Natiue Honor.
I am as poore as you. It is the Paftour Lards, t-he Brothers fides,

i Such a Houfe broke? The want that makes him leaue: who dares? who dares
So Noble a Matter falne, all gone, and not In puritie of Manhood ftand vpright
One Friend to take his Fortune by the arme, And fay, this mans a Flatterer. If one be,
And go along with him. So are they all : for euerie grize of Fortune

2 As we do turne our backes Is fmooth'd by that below. The Learned pate
From our Companion, throwne into his graue, Duckes to the Golden Foole. All's obliquie :
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes There 'snothing leuell in our curfed Natures
Slinke all away, leaue their falfe vowes with him But direct villanie. Therefore be abhorr'd,
Like empty purfes pickt; and his poore felfe All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men.
A dedicated Beggar to the Ayre, His femblable, yea himfelfe Timon difdaines,
With hisdifeafe,of all ftiunn'd pouerty, Deftruction phang mankinde ; Earth yeeld me Rootes,
Walkes like contempt alone. More of our Fellowes. Who feekes for better of thee, fa wee his pallate

Snter other Seruants . With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is heere ?
Stern. All broken Implements of a ruin'd houfe. Gold? Yellow, glittering,precious Gold ?
3 Yet do our hearts weare Timons Liuery, No Gods, I am no idle Votarift,

That fee I by our Faces . we are Fellowes ft! 11, "Roots you cleere Heauens. Thus much of this will make
Seruing alike in forrow : Leak'd is our Barke, Blacke, white ; fowle, faire ; wrong, right;
And we poore Mates,ftand on the dying Decke, Bafe, Noble ; Old, young ; Coward, valiant.
Hearing the Surges threat : we muft all part Ha you Gods ! why this? what this, you Gods ? why this
Into this Sea of Ayre. Will lugge your Priefts and Seruants from your fides:

Stero. Good Fellowes all, Plucke ftout mens pillowes from below their heads.
This
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Timon of ̂ Athens, 91
This yellow Slaue, I haue but little Gold of late, braue Timon,
Will knit and breake Religions, blefTe th'accurft, The want whereof, doth dayly make reuolt
Make the hoare Leprofie ador'd, place Theeues, In my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu'd
And glue them Title, knee,and approbation How curfed Athens, mindelefie of thy worth,
With Senators on the Bench : This is it Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ftates
That makes the wappen'd Widdow wed againe ; But tor thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them.
Shee, whom the Spittle-houfe, and vlcerous foves, Tim. I pryth.ee beate thy Drum,and get thee gone.
Would caft the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices Ale. I am thy Friend, and pitty thee deere Timon.
To'th'Aprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth, Tim. How doeft thou pitty him whom j doft treble,
Thou common whore of Mankinde, that puttes oddes I had rather be alone.
Among the rout ofNations, I will make thee iAlc. Why fare thee well:
Do thy right Nature. March afar re off. Heere is fome Gold for thee.
Ha? A Drumme? Th'art quicke, Tim. Keepe it, I cannot eate it.
But yet He bury thee : Thou't go (ftrong Theefe) Ale. When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape.
When Gowty keepers of thee cannot ftand : Tim, Warr'ft thou 'gainft Athens.
Nay ftay thou out for earneft. Ale. I 7lfmoff,and haue caufe.

Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conquer},
Enter Alc'lbiades frith Drumme and Fife in -warlike manner, And thee after, when thou haft Conquer'd.

and Phrynia andTimandra. Ale. Why me, Timon ?
Tim. That by killing of Villaines

Ale. What art thou there ? fpeake. Thou was't borne to conquer my Country.
Tim. A Bead as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart Put vp thy Gold. Go on,heeres Gold, go on;

For {hewing me againe the eyes of Man. Be as a Plannetary plague, when loue
Ale. What is thy name? Is man fo hatefull to thee, Will o're fome high-Vic'd City, hang his poyfon

That art thy felfe a Man * In the iicke ayre : let not thy Iword skip one:
Tim. I am eflfifantropos, and hate Mankinde. Pitty not honoured Age for his white Beard,

For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a dogge, He is an Vfurer. Strike me the counterfet Matron,
That I might loue thee fomething. It is her habite onely, that is honeft,

Ale. I know thee well: Her felfe's a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheeke
But in thy Fortunes am vnlearn'd,. and ftrange. Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milke pappes

Tim.l know thee too, and more then that 1 know thee That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes,
I not defire to know. Follow thy Drumme, Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ,
With mans blood paint the ground Gules,Gales: But fet them down horrible Traitors.Spare not the Babe
Religious Cannons, ciuill Lawes are cruell, Whofe dimpled fmiles from Fooles exhauft their mercy;
Then what ihould warre be? This fell whore of thine, Thinke it a Baftard, whom the Oracle
Hath in her more deftrudtion then thy Sword, Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fhall cut,
For all her Cherubin looke. And mince it fans remorfe. Sweare againft Obiefts,

Pbrin. Thy lips rot off. Put Armour on thine eares,and on thine eyes,
Tim. I will not kiffe thee, then the rot returnes Whofe proofe, nor yels of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes,

To thine owne lippes ag.tine. Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding,
Ale. How came the Noble Timcn to this change ? Shall pierce a iot. There's Gold to pay thy Souldiers,
Tim. As the Moone do's, by wanting light to giue : Make large confufion : and thy fury (pent,

But then renew I could not like the Moone, Confounded be thy felfe. Speake not, be gone.
There were no Sunnes to borrow of. Ale. Haft thou Gold yet, He take the Gold thou gl-

Ale. Noble Timon, what friendfhip may I do thee ? ueft me, not all thy Counfell.
Tim. None,but to maintaine my opinion. Tim. Doft thou or doft thou not, Heauens curfe vpon
Ale. What is it Timon? thee.

Tim. Promife me Friendfhip,but performs none. Both. Giue vs fome Gold good Timon,haft y more?
If thou wilt not promife,the Gods plague thee, for thou Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfweare her Trade,
art a man : if thou do'ft performe, confound thee, for And to make Whores,a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts
thou art a man. Your Aprons mountant; you are not Othable,

Ale. I haue heard in fome fort of thy Miferies. Although I know you'l fweare, terribly fweare
Tim. Thou faw'ft them when I had profperitie. Into ftrong fhudders, and to heauenly Agues
Ale. I fee them now, then was a bleffed time. Th'immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes :
Tim. As thine is now,held with a brace of Harlots. He truft to your Conditions, be whores ftill.
Timan. Is this th'Athenian Minion, whom the world And he whofe pious breath feekes to conuert you ,

Voic'd fo regardfully ? Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp,
Tim. Art thou Timandra* Timan. Yes. Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke,
Tim. Be a whore ftill, they loue thee not that vfe thee, And be no turne'coats : yet may your paines fix months

giue them difeafes, leauing with thee their Luft. Make Be quite contrary, And Thatch
vfe of thy falt houres, feafon the flaues for Tubbes and Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead,
Bathes, bring downe Rofe-cheekt youth to the Fubfaft, (Some that were hang'd) no matter :
and the Diet. Weare them, betray with them ; Whore ftill,

Timan. Hang thee Monfter. Paint till a horfe may myre vpon your face :
Ale. Pardon him fweet Timandra,hr his wits A pox of wrinkles.

Are drown'd and loft in his Calamities. 'Both. Well,more Gold, what then ?
h h z Beleeue't
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92 Timon of ̂ Athens.
Beleeue't that wee'l do any thing for Gold. By that which ha's vndone thee ; hindge thy knee,

Tim. Confumptions fowe And let his very breath whom thou'lt obferue
In hollow bones of man, ftrike their fharpe fliinnes, Blow off thy Cap : praife his moft vicious ftraine,
And marre mens fpurring. Cracke the Lawyers voyce, And call it excellent : thou waft told thus :
That he may neuer more falfe Title pleade, Thou gau'ft thine eares (like Tapfters, that bad wekom)
Nor found his Quillets flirilly : Hoare the Flamen, To Knaues,and all approachers : 'Tis moft iuft
That fcold'ft againft the quality of flefli, That thou turne Rafcall, had'ft thou wealth againe,
And not beleeues himfelfe. Downe with the Nofe, Rafcals fhould haue't. Do not aflame my likenelTe.
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away Tim. Were I like thee, I'de throw away my felfe.
Of him, that his particular to forefee (bald tApe. Thou hjft caft away thy felfe,being like thy felf
Smels from the generall weale. Make curld'pate Ruffians A Madman fo long, now a Foole : what think'ft
And let the vnfcarr'd Braggerts of the Warre That the bleake ayre, thy boyfterous Chamberlaine
Deriue fome paine from you. Plague all, Will put thy fhirt on warme ? Will thefe moyft Trees,
That your Aftiuity may defeate and quell That haue out-liu'd the Eagle, page thy heeles
The fourfe of'all Eredlion. There's more Gold. And skip when thou point'ft out ? Will the cold brooke
Do you damne others, and let this damne you, Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte
And ditches graue you all. To cure thy o're-nighcs furfet ? Call the Creatures,

'Both. More counfell with more Money, bounteous Whofe naked Natures Hue in all the fpight
Timon. Of wrekefull Heauen, whofe bare vnhoufed TrunkeSj

'Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefe firft, I haue gi- To the confli<5ting Elements expos'd
uen you earneft. Anfwer meere Nature : bid them flatter thee.

Ale. Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell O thou {halt finde.
Timon : if I thriue well, lie vifit thee againe. Tim. A Foole of thee : depart.

Tim. Jf I hope well. He neuer fee thee more. Ape. I loue thee better now, then ere I did.
Ale. I neuer did thee harme. Tim. I hate thee worfe.

Tim. Yes, thou fpok'ft well of me. Ape. Why?
Ale. Call'ft thou that harme ? Tim. Thou fiatter'ft mifery.
Tim. Men dayly finde it. Get thee away, Ape. I flatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiffe.

And take thy Beagles with thee. Tim. Why do'ft thou feeke me out ?
Ale. We but offend him, ftrike. Exeunt. Ape. To vex thee.
Tim. That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindneffe Tim. Alwayes a Villaines Office, or a Fooles.

Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou Doft pleafe thy felfe in't ?
Whofe wombe vnmeafureable, and infinite breft Ape. I.
Teemes and feeds all: whofe ielfefame Mettle Tim. What, a Knaue too ?
Whereof thy proud Childe ("arrogant man) is puft, Ape. If thou did'ft put this fowre cold habit on
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew, To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou
The gilded Newt, and eyelefTe venom'd Worme, Doft it enforcedly : Thou'dft Courtier be againe
With all th'abhorred Births below Crifpe Heauen, Wert thou not Beggar : willing milery
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth fhine : Out-liues: incertaine pompe, is crown'd before :
Yeeld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate, The one is filling ftill, neuer compleat:
From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore roote : The other, at high wifli : beft ftate Contentleffe,
Enfeare thy Fertile and Conceptious wombe, Hath a diftrafted and moft wretched being,
Let it no more bring out ingratefull man. Worfe then the worft, Content.
Goe great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, Thou fhould'ft defire to dye, being miferable.
Tee me with new Monfters, whom thy vpward face Tim. Not by his breath,that is more miferable.
Hath to the Marbled Manfion all aboue Thou art a Slaue,whom Fortunes tender arme
Neuer prefented. O, a Root, deare thankes : With fauour neuer clafpt : but bred a Dogge.
Dry vp thy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough-tome Leas, Had'ft thou like vs from ourfirft fwath proceeded,
Whereof ingratefull man with Licouri/h draughts The fweet degrees that this breefe world affords,
And Morfels Vnftious, greafes his pure minde, To fuch as may the pafliue drugges of it
That from it all Confideration flippes 

Enter Apemantw. 
Freely commarid'ft : thou would ft haue plung'd thy felf
In generall Riot, melted downe thy youth

More man ? Plague, plague. In different beds of Luft, and neuer learn'd
tApe. I was diredted hither. Men report, The I cie precepts of refpecl, but followed

Thou doft affedl my Manners, and doft vie them. The Sugred game before thee. But my felfe,
Tim. 'Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keepe a dogge Who had the world as my Confedtionarie,

Whom I would imitate. Confumption catch thee. The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes,and hearts of men,
Ape. This is in thee a Nature but infedted, At duty more then I could frame employment $

A poore vnmanly Melancholly fprung That numberleffe vpon me ftucke, as leaues
From change of future. Why this Spade? this place ? Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters bru/h
This Slaue-like Habit, and thefe lookes of Care ? Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare,
Thy Flatterers yet weare Silke, drinke Wine,lye foft, For euery ftorme that blowes, I to beare this,
Hugge their difeas'd Perfumes, and haue forgot That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen :
That euer Timon was. Shame not thefe Woods, Thy Nature, did commence in fufferance, Time
By putting on the cunning of a Carper. Hath made thee hard in't. Why fhould'ft y hate Men ?
Be thou a Flatterer now, and feeke to thriue They neuer flatter'd thee. What haft thou giuen ?

If
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If thou wilt curfe ; thy Father (that poore ragge) & oft thou fhould'ft hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert
Muft be thy fubleft ; who in fpight put ftuffe thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would Confound
To fome {hee-Begger, and compounded thee thee, and make thine owne fetfe the conqueft of thy fury,
Poore Rogue, hereditary. Hence, be gone, Wert thou a Beare, thou would'ft be kill'd by the Horfe:
If thou hadft not bene borne the worft of men, wert thou a Horfe, thou would'ft be feaz'd by the Leo-
Thou hadft bene a Knaue and Flatterer. pard : wert thou a Leopard, thou wert Germane to the

Ape. Art thou proud yet.? Lion, and the fpottes of thy Kindred, were lurors on thy
Tim. I, that I am not thee. life. All thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence ab-
Ape. I, that I was no Prodigall. fence. What Beaft could'ft thou bee, that were not fub-
Tim. I, that I am one now. iecT; to a Beaft : and what a Beaft art thou already, that

Were all the wealth I haue fhut vp in thee, feeft not thy loiTe in transformation.
I'ld giue thee leaue to hang it. Get thee gone : Ape. If thou could'ft pleafe me
That the whole life of Athens were in this, With fpeaking to me,thou might'ft
Thus would 1 eate it. Haue hit vpon it heere.

Ape. Heere, I will mend thy Feaft. The Commonwealth of Athens,is become
Tim. Firft mend thy company, take away thy felfe. A Forreft of Beafts.
Ape. So I (hall mend mine owne, by'th'lacke of thine Tim. How ha's the Affe broke the wall, that thou art
Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht; out of the Citie.

If not, I would it were. Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter :
Ape. What would'ft thou haue to Athens? The plague of Company light vpon thee :
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlewind : if thou wilt, I will feare to catch it, and giue way.

Tell them there I haue Gold ,looke,fo I haue. When I know not what elfe to do,
Ape. Heere is no vfe for Gold. lie fee thee againe.
Tim. The beft, and trueft : Tim. When there is nothing liuing but thee,

For heere it fleepes, and do's no hyred harme. Thou fhalt be welcome.
Ape. Where lyeft a nights Timon? I had rather be a Beggers Dogge,
Tim. Vnder that's aboue me. Then Apemantut.

Where feed'ft thou a-dayes tApemantiu f Ape. Thou art the Cap
Ape. Where my ftomacke findes meate, or rather Of all the Fooles aliue.

where I eate it. Tim. Would thou wert cleane enough
Tim, Would poyfon were obedient,& knew my mind To fpit vpon.
Ape. Where would'ft thou fend it ? Ape. A plague on thee,
Tim. To fawce thy diihes. Thou art too bad to curfe.
Ape. The middle of Humanity thou neuer kneweft, Tim. All Villaines

but the extremitie of both ends. When thou waft in rhy That do ftand by thee, are pure.
Gilt, and thy Perfume, they mockt thee for too much Ape. There is no Leprofie,
Curiofitie : in thy Ragges thou know'ft none,but art de- But what thou fpeak'ft.
fpis'd for the contrary. There's a medler for thee, eate it. Tim. If I name thee, He beate thee;

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. But I fhould infeft my hands.
Ape. Do'ft hate a Medler? Ape. I would my tongue
Tim. J> though it looke like thee. Could rot them off.
Ape. And th'hadft hated Medlers fooner, y fhould'ft Tim. Away thou iffue of a mangle dogge,

haue loued thy felfe better now. What man didd'ft thou Choller does kill me,
euer know vnthrift, that was beloued after his meanest That thou art aliue, I fwoond to fee thee.

Tim. Who without thofe meanes thou talk'ft of,didft Ape. Would thou would'ft burft.
thou euer know belou'd ? Tim. Away thou tedious Rogue, I am forry I fhall

Ape. My felfe. lofe a ftone by thee.
Tim. I vnderftand thee : thou had'ft fome meanes to Ape. Beaft.

keepe a Dogge. Tim. Slaue.
Apem. What things in the world canft thou neereft Ape. Toad.

compare to thy Flatterers? Tim. Rogue,Rogue,Rogue.
Tim. Women neereft, but men : men are the things I am ficke ofthisfalfe world,and will hue nought

themfelues. What would'ft thou do with the world A- But euen the meeve neceflities vpon't:

pemantiu, if it lay in thy power ? Then Timon prefently prepare thy graue :
Ape. Giue it the Beafts, to be rid of the men. Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate
Tim. Would'ft thou haue thy felfe fall in the confu- Thy graue ftone dayly,make thine Epitaph,

fion of men, and remaine a Beaft with the Beafts. That death in me, at others Hues may laugh.
Ape. I Timon. O thou fweete King-killer, and deare diuorce
Tim. A beaftly Ambition, which the Goddes graunt Twixt naturall Sunne and fire : thou bright defiler

thee t'attaine to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would of Himens pureft bed, thou valiant Mars,
beguile thee : if thou wert the Lambe, the Foxe would Thou euer, yong,frefh, loued,and delicate wooer,
eate thee: if thou wert the Fox, the Lion would fufpecl Whofe blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow
thee, when peraduenture thou wert accus'd by the Affe : That lyes on Dians lap,
If thou wert the Affe, thy dulneffe would torment thee ; Thou vifible God,
and ftill thou liu'dft but as a Breakefaft to the Wolfe. If That fouldreft clofe Impoffibilities,
thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedinefle would afflicl thee, And mak'ft them kiffe: that fpeak'ft with euerie Tongue
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o euerie purpofe : O thou touch of hearts, Ha's vncheck'd Theft. Loue not your felues, away,
Thinke thy flaue-man rebels, and by thy vertue Rob one another, there's more Gold, cut throates,
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beafts All that you meete are Theeues : to Athens go,
May haue the world in Empire. Breake open /hoppes, nothing can you fteale

Ape. Would 'twere fo, But Theeues do loofe it : fteale leffe, for this I giue you,
But not till I am dead, lie fay th'haft Gold : And Gold confound you howfoere : Amen.
Thou wilt be throng'd too fhortly. 3 Has almoft charm'd me from my Profefiion,by per-

Tim. Throng'd too ? fwading me to it.
Ape. I. i 'Tis in the malice of mankinde, that he thus aduifes
Tim. Thy backe I pryth.ee. vs not to haue vs thriue in our myftery.
Ape. Line, and loue thy mifery. 2 lie beleeue him as an Enemy,
Tim. Long Hue fo,and fo dye. I am quit. And giue ouer my Trade.
Ape. Mo things like men, i Let vs firft fee peace in Athens, there is no time lo

Eate Timon, and abhorre then. Exit Apeman. miferable, but a man may be true. Exit Tkeeues.

Enter the ̂andettt, Enter the Steward to Timon.

I Where ftiould he haue this Gold ? It is fome poore Stew. Oh you Gods !
Fragment, ibme flender Ort of his remainder : the meere Isyon'd defpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ?
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, droue Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument
him into this Melaneholly. And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow'd !

2. It is nois'd What an alteration of Honor has defp'rate want made ?
He hath a made of Treafure. What vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends,

3 Let vs make the aiTay vpon him,if he care not for't, Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to baleft ends.
he will ftipply vs eafily : if he couetoufly referue it, how How rarely does it meete with this times guile,
frail's get it ? When man was wiftu to loue his Enemies :

2 True : for he beares it not about him: Grant I may euer loue, and rather woo
'Tis hid. Thofe that would mifcheefe me, then thole that doo.

I Is not this hee ? Has caught me in his eye, I will prefent my honeft griefe
All. Where? vnto him ; and as my Lord, ftill ferue him with my life.
a 'Tis his defcription. My deereft Mafter.
3 He? I know him. Tim. Away : what art thou ?
All. Saue thee Timon. Stetv. Haue you forgot me, Sir ?
Tim. Now Theeues. Tim. Why doft aske that ? I haue forgot all men.
All. Soldiers,not Theeues. Then, if thou grunt'ft, th'art a man.
Tim. Both too,and womens Sonnes. I haue forgot thee.
sAll. We are not Theeues, but men Sttn>. An honeft poore feruant of yours.

That much do want. Tim. Then I know thee not:

Tim. Your greateft want is,you want much of meat : I neuer had honeft man about me, I all
Why fliould you want? Behold,the Earth hath Rootes: I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meate to Villaines.
Whbin this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: Stcir. The Gods are witneiTe,
The Oakes beare Maft, the Briars Scarlet Heps, Neu'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each bufli, For his vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you.
Layes her full McfTe before you. Want ? why Want ? Tim. What, doft thou weepe ?

I We cannot Hue on GraiTe, on Berries, Water, Come neerer, then I loue thee
As Beafts,and Birds, and Fi/hes. Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'ft

77. Nor on the Beafts themfelues, the Birds & Fifties, Flinty mankinde : whofe eyes do neuer giue,
You muft eatemen. Yet thankes I muft you con, But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie's fleeping :
That you are Theeues profeft : that you worke not Strange times y weepe with laughing,not with weeping.
In holier ftiapes : For there is boundleffe Thefc Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord,
In limited Profefllons. Rafcall Theeues T'accept my greefe,and whil'ft this poore wealth lafts,
Heere's Gold. Go, fucke the fubtle blood o'th'Grape, To entertaine me as your Steward ftill.
Till the high Feauor feeth your blood to froth, Tim. Had I a Steward
And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phyfitian," So true, fo iuft, and now fo comfortable?
His Antidotes are poyfon, and he Hayes It almoft turnes my dangerous Nature wilde.
Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and liues together, Let me behold thy face : Surely, this man
Do Villaine do, fince you proteft to doo't. Was borne of woman.
Like Workemen, He example you with Theeuery : Forgiue my generall, and exceptleffe raihnefTe
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attraction You perpetual! fober Gods. I do proclaime
Robbes the vafte Sea. The Moones an arrant Theefe, One honeft man : Miftake me not, but one :
And her pale fire, (he fnatches from the Sunne. No more I pray, and hee's a Steward.
The Seas a Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues How faine would I haue hated all mankinde,
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth's a Theefe, And thou redeem'ft thy felfe. But all faue thee,
That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolne I fell with Curfes.
From gen'rall excrement: each thing's a Theefe. Me thinkes thou art more honeft now, then wife :
The Lawes, your curbe and whip , in their rough power For, by oppreffing and betraying mee,

Thou
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Thou might'ft haue fooner got another Seruice : Painter. Good as the beft.
For many fo arriue at fecond Matters, Promifing, is the verie Ayre o'th'Time ;
Vpon their firft Lords necke. But tell me true, It opens the eyes of Expectation.
(For I mult euer doubt, though ne're fo fure) Performance, is euer the duller for his a£te,
Is not thy kindneffe fubtle, couetous, And but in the plainer and fimpler kinde of people,
If not a Vfuring kindnefle,and as rich men deale Guifts, The deede of Saying is quite out of vfe.
Expedting in returne twenty for one? To Promife, is moft Courtly and faihionable ;

Stew. No my molt worthy Matter, in whofe breft Performance, is a kinde of Will or Teftament
Doubt, and fufpect (alas) are plac'd too late: Which argues a great licknefle in his Judgement
You mould baue fear'd falfe times, when you did Feaft. That makes it.
Sulpect ftill comes, where an eftate is leaft.
That which I mew, Heauen knowes, is meerely Loue, Enter Timon from his Caue.
Dutie, and Zeale, to your vnmatched minde ; "
Care of your Food and Liuing, and beleeue it, Timon. Excellent Workeman,
My moft Honour'd Lord, Thoucanft not paint a man fo badde
For any benefit that points to mee, As is thy felfe.
Either in hope, or prefent, I'de exchange Pc;t. I am thinking
For this one vvifli, that you had power and wealth What I mall fay I haue prouided for him :
To requite me, by making rich your felfe. It muft be. a perfonating of himfelte :

Tim. Looke thee, 'tis io : thou lingly honelt man, A Satyre againft the foftnefle of Prolperity,
Heere take : the Gods out of my miferie With a Diicouerie of the infinite Flatteries
Ha's fent thee Treafure. Go, liue rich and happy, That follow youth and opulencie.
But thus condition'd :Thou fhalt build from men: Timon. Mutt thou needes

Hate all, curfe all, (hew Charity to none, Stand for a Villaine in thine owne Worke ?
But let the famimt flefh flide from the Bone, Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men?
Ere thou releeue the Begger. Giue to dogges Do fo, I haue Gold for thee.
What thou denyeft to men. Let Prifons fwallow 'em, Poet. Nay let's feeke him.
Debts wither 'em to nothing, be men like blafted woods Then do we finne againft our owne eftate,
And may Difeafes licke vp their falfe bloods, When we may profit meete, and come too late.
And fo farewell,and thriue. Painter. True :

Stew. O let me ftay,and comfort you, my Mafter. When the day ferues before blacke-corner'd night ;
Tim. If thou hat'ft Curies Finde what thou want'ft, by free and offer'd light.

Stay not : flye, whil'tt thou art bleft and free : Come.
Ne're fee thou man, and let me ne're fee thee. Exit Tim. He meete you at the turne :

What a Gods Gold, that he is worfliipt
Enter Poet, and Painter. In a bafer Temple, then where Swine feede ?

Pain. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 'Tis thou that rigg'ft the Barke, and plow'ft the Fome,
where he abides. Setleft admired reuerence in a Slaue,

Poet. What's to be thought of him ?> To thee be worfliipt, and thy Saints for aye :
Does the Rumor hold for true, Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay.
That hee's fo full of Gold ? Fit I meet them.

Painter. Certaine. Poet. Haile worthy Timon.
Aldbiades reports it: Pbrinica and Timandylo Pain. Our late Noble Mafter.
Had Gold of him. He likewife enrich'd Timon. Haue I once liu'd
Poore ftragling Souldiers, with great quantity. To fee two boneft men ?
'Tis faide, he gaue vnto his Steward Tset. Sir :
A mighty fumme. Hauing often of your open Bounty tatted.

Poet. Then this breaking of his, Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends talne oft,
Ha's beene but a Try for his Friends? Whofe thankelefle Natures (O abhorred Spirits)

Painter. Nothing elfe : Not all the Whippes of Heauen, are large enough^
You mail fee him a Palme in Athens againe, What, to you,
And flourifh with the higheft: Whofe Starre-like Noblenefle gaue life and influence
Therefore,'tis not amifle, we tender our loues To their whole being ? I am rapt, and cannot couer
To him, in this fuppos'd diftreffe of his: Theimonftrous bulke of this Ingratitude
It will mew honeftly in vs, With any fize of words.
And is very likely, to loade our purpofes Timon. Let it go,
With what they trauaile for, Naked men may fee't the better :
If it be a iuftand true report, that goes You that are honeft, by being what you are,
Of his hauing. Make them beft feene,and knowne.

Poet. What haue you now Pain. He,and my felfe
To prefent vnto him ? Haue trauail'd in the great fliowre of your guifts,

Painter. Nothing at this time And fweetly felt it.
But my Vifitation : onely I will promife him Timon. I, you are honeft man.
An excellent Peece. Painter. We are hither come

Poet. I mutt ferue him fo too; To offer you our feruice.
Tell him of an intent that's commine toward him. Timon. Moft honeft men :

Why
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Why how fhall I requite you? That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand,
Can you eate Roots, and drinke cold water, no? Offering the Fortunes of his former dayes,

Both. What we can do, The former man may make him: bring vs to him
Wee'l do to do you feruice. And chanc'd it as it may.

Tim. Y'are honeft men, Slew. Heere is his Caue :
Y'haue heard that J haue Gold, Peace and content be heere. Lord Timon, Timon,
I am Jure you haue, fpeake truth, y'are honeft men. Looke out, and fpeake to Friends : Th'Athenians

Pain. So it is faid my Noble Lord, but therefore By two of their moft reuerend Senate greet thee :
Came not my Friend, nor I. Speake to them Noble Timon.

Timon. Good honeft men : Thou draw'ft a counterfet

Beft in all Athens, th'art indeed the beft, Enter Timon out of his Caue.
Thou counterfet'ft moft liuely.

Pain. So,fo, my Lord. Tim. Thou Sunne that comforts burne,!
Tim. E'ne fo fir as I fay. And for thy fiction, Speake and be hang'd :

Why thy Verfe fwels with ftuffe fo fine and fmooth, For each true word, a blifter, and each falfe
That thou art euen Naturall in thine Art. Be as a Cantherizing to the root o'th'Tongue,
But for all this (my honeft Natur'd friends) Confirming it with fpeaking,
I muft needs fay you haue a little fault, I Worthy Timon.
Marry 'tis not monftrous in you, neither wiih I Tim. Of none but fuch as you,
You take much paines to mend. And you of Timon.

'Both. Befeech your Honour i The Senators of Athens, greet thee Timon.
To make it knowne to vs. Tim. I thanke them,

Tim, You'l take it ill. And would fend them backe the plague,
'Both. Moft thankefully.my Lord. Could I but catch it for them.
Timon. Will you indeed ? i O forget
Both. Doubt it not worthy Lord. What we are forry for our felues in thee :
Tim. There's neuer a one of you but trufts a Knaue, The Senators, with one confent of loue,

That mightily deceiues you. Intreate thee backe to Athens, who haue thought
'Both. Do we,my Lord? On fpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye
Tim. I,and you heare him cogge, For thy beft vfe and wearing.

See him diffemble, a They confefTe
Know his grofTe patchery, loue him, feede him, Toward thee, forgetfulnefTe too generall grofie ;
Keepe in your bofome, yet remaine afTur'd Which now the publike Body,which doth lildome
That he's a made-vp-Villaine. Play the re-canter, feeling in it felfe

Pain. I know none fuch,my Lord. A lacke of Timons ayde, hath fince withall
Poet. Nor I. Of it owne fall, reftraining ayde to Timon,
Timon. Looke you, And fend forth vs, to make their forrowed render,

I loue you well, He giue you Gold Together, with a recompence more fruitfull
Rid me thefe Villaines from your companies ; Then their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme,
Hang them, or ftab them, drowne them in a draught, I euen fuch heapes and fummesof Loue and Wealth,
Confound them by fome courfe,and come to me, As fhall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs,
lie giue you Gold enough. And write in thee the figures of their loue,
"<fr'Bof&. Name them my Lord, let's know them. Euer to read them thine.

Tim. You that way, and you this : Tim. You witch me in it;
But two in Company : Surprize me to the very brinke of teares j
Each man a part, all fingle,and alone, Lend me a Fooles heart, and a womans eyes,
Yet an arch Villaine keepes him company : And lie beweepe thefe comforts, worthy Senators.
If where thou art, two Villaines mall not be, i Therefore fo pleafe thee to returne with vs,
Come not neere him. If thou would'ft not recide And of our Athens, thine and ours to take
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. The Captainship, thou fhalt be met with thankes,
Hence, packe, there's Gold,you came for Gold ye flaues: Allowed with abfolute power, and thy good name
You haue worke for me ; there's payment,'hence, Liue with Authoritie : lo foone we fhall driue backe
You are an Alcumift, make Gold of that: Of Akibiades th'approaches wild,
Out Rafcall dogges. Exeunt Who like a Bore too fauage, doth root vp

His Countries peace.
Enter Steward, and two Senators. 2 And /hakes his threatning Sword

Againft the walles of Athens.
Stew. It is vaine that you would fpeake with Timon ; I Therefore Timon.

For he is fet fo onely to himfelfe, Tim. Well fir, I will : therefore I will fir thus-;
That nothing but himfelfe, which lookes like man, If Akibiades kill my Countrymen,
Is friendly with him. Let Akibiades know this of Timon,

l.Sen. Bring vs to his Caue. That Timon cares not. But if he facke faire Athens,
It is our part and promife to th'Athenians And take our goodly aged men by'th'Beards,
To fpeake with Timon. Giuingour holy Virgins to the ftaine

i.Sen. At all times alike Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain'd warre :
Men are not ftill the fame : 'twas Time and Greefes Then let him know, and tell him Timon fpeakes it,

In
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In pitty of our aged, and our youth, I haue fpoke the leaft.
I cannot choofe but tell him that I care not, Betides his expedition promifes prefent approach.
And let him tak't at worft : For their Kniues care not, 2 We ftand much hazard,if they bring not Timon.
While you haue throats to anfwer. For my felfe, Mef. I met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend,
There's not a whittle, in th'vnruly Campe, Whom though in general! part we were oppos'd,
But I do prize it at my loue,before Yet our old loue made a particular force,
The reuerends Throat in Athens. So I leaue you And made vs fpeake like Friends. This man was riding
To the protection of the profperous Gods, From Alcibiades to Timons Caue,
As Theeues to Keepers. With Letters of intreaty, which imported

Stew. Stay not,ail's in vaine. His Fellowfhip i'th'caufe againft your City,
Tim. Why I was writing of my Epitaph, In part for his fake mou'd.

It will be feene to morrow. My long fickneffe
Of Health, and Liuing, now begins to mend, Enter the other Senators.
And nothing brings me all things. Go, liue ftill, I Heere come our Brothers.
Be Akibiades your plague ; you his, 3 No talke of Timon, nothing of him expect,
And laft fo long enough. The Enemies Drumme is heard,and fearefull fcouring

i We fpeake in vaine. Doth choake the ayre with duft : In, and prepare,
Tim. But yet I loue my Country,and am not Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt

One that reioyces in the common wracke,
As common bruite doth put it. Enter a Souldier in the Woods ,jeeT^tng Timon.

i That's well fpoke. Sol. By all defcription this fhould be the place.
Tim, Commend me to my louing Countreymen. Whofe heere ? Speake hoa. No anfwer ? What is this ?
I Thefe words become your lippes as they pafle tho- Tymon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his fpan,

row them. Some Beaft reade this; There do's not liue a Man.
2. And enter in our eares, like great Triumphers Dead fure, and this his Graue, what's on this Tomb,

In their applauding gates. I cannot read : the Charracter He take with wax,
Tim. Commend me to them, Our Captaine hath in euery Figure skill;

And tell them, that to eafe them of their greefes, An ag'd Interpreter, though yong in dayes :
Their fearcs of Hoftile ftrokes, their Aches lofTes, Before proud Athens hee's fet downe by this,
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes Whofe fall the marke of his Ambition is. Exit.
That Natures fragile Veffell doth fuftaine
In lifes vncertaine voyage, I will fome kindnes do them, Trumpets found. EJ. tcr Alcibiades with hit Powers
He teach them to preuent wilde Alcibiades wrath. before Athens.

I I like this well, he will returne againe.
Tim. I haue a Tree which growes heere in my Clofe, Ale. Sound to this Coward,and lafciuious Towne,

That mine owne vfe inuites me to cut downe, Our terrible approach.
And fliortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends, Sounds a Parly.
Tell Athens, in the fequence of degree, The Senators appeare -upon the wals.
From high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe Till now you haue gone on, and fill'd the time
To flop Affliction, let him take his hafte ; With all Licentious meafure, making your willes
Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, The fcope of luftice. Till now,my felfe and fuch
And hang himfelfe. I pray you do my greeting. As flept within the fhadow of your power

Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ftill fhall Haue wander'd with our trauerft Armes,and breath'dj
Finde him. Our fufferance vainly : Now the time is flufh,

Tim. Come not to me againe, but fay to Athens, When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong
Timon hath made his euerlafting Manfion Cries (of it felfe)no more : Now breathleffe wrong,
Vpon the Beached Verge of the fait Flood, Shall (it and pant in your great Chairesof eafe,
Who once a day with his emboffed Froth1 And purfie Infolence fhall breake his winde
The turbulent Surge fhall couer ; thither come, With feare and horrid flight.
And let my graue-ftone be your Oracle : i. Sen, Noble,and young;
Lippes, let foure words go by,and Language end: When thy firft greefes were but a meere conceit,
What is amifTe, Plague and Infection mend. Ere thou had'ft power, or we had caufe of feare,
Graues onely be mens workes, and Death their gaine ; We fent to thee, to giue thy rages Balme,
Sunne, hide thy Beames, Timon hath done his Raigne. To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loues

Exit Timon. Aboue their quantitie.
I His difcontents are vnremoueably coupled to Na- 2 So did we wooe

ture. Transformed Timon, to our Citties loue
2 Our hope in him is dead : let vs returne, By humble Meffage, and by promift meanes :

And ftraine what other meanes is left vnto vs We were not all vnkinde, nor all deferue
In our deere perill. The common ftroke of warre.

I It requires fwift foot. Exeunt. I Thefe walles of ours,
Were not erected by rheir hands, from whom

Enter two other Senator; , with a Meffenger. You haue receyu'd your greefe : Nor are they fuch,
That thefe great Towres, Trophees, & Schools fhold fall

i Thou haft painfully difcouer'd : are his Files For priuate faults in them.
As full as thy report? 2 Nor are they liuing

Who
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Timon of Athens.
Who were the motiues that you firft went out, Thofe Enemies of Timcns, and mine owne
(Shame that they wanted, cunning in exceiTe) Whom you your felues fhall fet out for reproofe,
Hath broke their hearts. March, Noble Lord, Fall and no more ; and to attone your feares
Into our City with thy Banners fpred, With my more Noble meaning, not a man
By decimation and a tythed death 5 Shall paile his quarter, or offend the ftreame
If thy Reuenges hunger for that Food Of Regular luftice in your Citties bounds,
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deftin'd tenth, But ihall be remedied to your publique Lawes
And by the hazard of the fpotted dye, At heauieft anfwer.
Let dye the fpotted. 'Both. 'Tis molt Nobly fpoken.

i All haue not offended : Ale. Defcend, and keepe your words.
For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take Enter a Meffenger.
On thofe that are, Reuenge : Crimes, like Lands Mef. My Noble Generall, Timon is dead,
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, Entomb'd vpon the very hemme o'th'Sea,
Bring in thy rankes, but leaue without thy rage, And on hisGraueftonf, this Infculpture which
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin With wax I brought away : whole loft Impreffion
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall Interprets for my poore ignorance.
With thofe that haue offended, like a Shepheard,
Approach the Fold, and cull th'infecled forth, Alcibiades reades the Epitaph.
But kill not altogether. Heere lies a wretched Qoarfe, of wretched Siule bereft,

2, What thou wilt, &f £ not my name: A Plague consume you, wicked Caitifs left:
Thou rather irult inforce it with thy fmile, Heere lye I Timon ,rrho aliue. all limnp men did hate,
Then hew too't, with thy Sword. PaJ/e i>y,and curfe thy fill, but faj/'e andjiay not here thy gate.

I Set but thy foot Thele well expreffe in thee thy latter fpirits:
Againft our rampyr'd gates, and they fliall ope : Though thou abhorrd'ft in vs our humane griefes,
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, Scornd'ft our Braines flow, and thofe our droplets, which
To fay thou't enter Friendly. From niggard Nature fall ; yet Rich Conceit

^ Throw thy Gloue, Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weepe for aye
Or any Token of thine Honour elfe, On thy low Graue, on faults forgiuen. Dead
That thou wilt vfe the warres as thy redreffe, Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memorie
And notasourConfufion : All thy Powers Heereafter more. Bring me into your Citie,
Shall maketheirharbourin ourTowne, till wee And I will vfe the Oliue, with my Sword :
Haue feal'd thy full defire. Make war breed peace ; make peace ftint war,make each

Ale. Then there's my Gloue, Prefcribe to other, as each others Leach.
Defend and open your vncharged Ports, Let our Drummej ftrike. Exeunt.

FINIS.
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TMOK of Athens. Flamtmus, one qf'Tymons Servants.
Lucius, And Seruilius, another.
Lucullus, two Flatter ingLords. fopbis.
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Sempronius another flattering Lord. Thilo.
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Toet. Lucius.
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Merchant. Cupid.
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Qertaine Masters. With diners other Seruants,
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109

THE TRAGEDIE OF
IVLIVS CAESAR.

^Primus. Sccena ^Prima.

Enter Flauius^ Murelliu , and certaine Commoners To fee great Pompey pafle the ftreets of Rome :
ouer the Stage. And when you favv his Chariot but appeare,

Haue you not made an Vniuerfall fhout,
Flauiuf. That Tyber trembled vnderneath her bankes

HEnce : home you idle Creatures, get you home: To heare the replication of your founds,Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not Made in her Concaue Shores ?
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walke And do you now put on your beft attyre ?
Vpon a labouring day, without the figne And do you now cull out a. Holyday ?

Of your Profeffion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way,
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. That comes in Triumph ouer Pompeyes blood ?
Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? Be gone,

What doft thou with thy beft Apparrell on ? Runne to your houfes, fall vpon your knees,
You fir, what Trade are you ? Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague

Cob!. Truely Sir, in refpeft of a fine Workman, I am That needs muft light on this Ingratitude.
but as you would fay, a Cobler. Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault

Mur. But what Trade art thou ? Anfwer me directly. Aflemble all the poore men of your fort;
Cob. A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vfe, with a fafe Draw them to Tyber bankes,and weepe your teares

Confcience, which is indeed Sir,a Mender of bad foules. Into the Channel!, till the loweft ftreame
Fla. What Trade thou knaue ? Thou naughty knaue, Do kifTe the moft exalted Shores of all.

what Trade ? Exeunt all the Commoners.

Coil. Nay I befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet See where their bafeft mettle be not mou'd, i
if you be out Sir, I can mend you. They vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltinefle :

Mur. What mean ft thou by that ? Mend mee, thou Go you downe that way towards the Capitoll,
fawcy Fellow ? This way will I : Difrobe the Images,

Cob. Why fir, Cobble you. if you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies.
Fla. Thou art a Cobler,art thou ? c/War. May we do fo ?
Cob. Truly fir, all that I liue by, is with the Aule : I You know it is the Feaft of Lupercall.

meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor womens mat- Fla. It is no matter, let no Images
ters; but withal I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old fhooes: Be hung with Ccefars Trophees : He about,
when they are in great danger, I recouer them. As pro- And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreets;
per men as euer trod vpon Neats Leather, haue gone vp- So do you too, where you perceiue them thicke.
on my handy-worke. Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Ctefars wing,

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? Will make him flye an ordinary pitch,
Why do'ft thou leade thefe men about the ftreets? Who elfe would foare aboue the view of men,

Cob. Truly fir, to weare out their fhooes, to get my And keepe vs all in feruile fearefulnefle. Exeunt
felfe into more worke. But indeede fir, we make Holy-
day to fee Cajar, and to reioyce in his Triumph. Enter C<efar, Antony for the Courfe, Qalphurnia, Portia, De-

Mur. Wherefore reioyce ? ciui, Cicero,Brutus, CaJJiiu, Cas^a,a Soothjayer:af-
What Conqueft brings he home? ter them Murelliu and FlauitU.
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, . Ctef. Calphurnla.
To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles ? CM\. Peace ho, Cafar fpeakes.
You Blockes,you ftones,you worfe then fenflefTe things: Ciff. Calpburnia.
O you hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, Calf. Heere my Lord.
Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft? Cfff. Stand you direclly in Antonio's way,
Haue you climb'd vp to Walles and Battlements, When he doth run his courfe. Antonio.
To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, Ant. Ccfjar,my Lord.
Your Infants in your Armes, and there haue fate Ceef. Forget not in your fpeed Antonio,
The Hue-long day, with patient expectation, To touch Qa/phurnia : for our Elders fay,
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I 10 I'Jbe Tragedie of Julius C<%far-
The Barren touched in this holy chace, And fince you know, you cannot fee your felfe
Shake off their fterrile curfe. So well as by Reflection; I your GlafTe,

Ant. I mall remember, Will modeftly difcouer to your felfe
When Caesar fayes,Do this; it is perform'd. That of your felfe, which you yet know not of.

CieJ'. Set on,and leaue no Ceremony out. And be not Jealous on me,gentle Brutui :
Sooth, dffar. Were I a common Laughter, or did vfe
C<zf. Ha? Who calles f To ftale with ordinary Oathes my loue
Ca6\. Bid euery noyfe be ftill : peace yet againe. To euery new Protefter : if you know,
CeeJ. Who is it in the prefle, that calles on me? That I do fawne on men, and hugge them hard,

I heare a Tongue fhriller then all the Muficke And after fcandall them : Or if you know,
Cry, dzfar : Speake, C<efar 's turn'd to heare. That I profeffe my felfe in Banquetting

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous.
Caf. What man is that ?
Sf.A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of March Flourijb, and Shout.
Ctff. Set him before me, let me fee his face.
C^.Fellow, come from the throng, look vpon Ctej'ar. Bru. What meanes this Showting?
Gcef. What fayft thou to me now? Speak once againe. I do feare, the People choofe Ctejar
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. For their King.
Ci?j. He is a Dreamer, let vs leaue him : Paffe. Caffi. I, do you feare it?

Sennet. Exeunt. Manet 'Brut. & Caff. Then muft I thinke you would not haue it fo.
Caffi. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ? Bru. I would not Cajfiui, yet I loue him well:
'Brut. Not I. But wherefore do you hold me heere fo long ?
Caffi. I pray you do. What is it, that you would impart to me ?
Brut. I am not Gamefom: I do lacke fome part If it be ought toward the generall good,

Of that quicke Spirit that isin Antony : Set Honor in one eye, and Death i'th other,
Let me not hinder Cajjlui your defires; And I will looke on both indifferently :
lie leaue you. For let the Gods fo fpeed mee, as I loue

Cajji. Brutui, I do obferue you now of late : The name of Honor, more then I feare death.
I haue not from your eyes, that gentlenefie Cajji. I know that vertue to be in you Brutui,
And fhew ofLoue,as I was wont to haue :| As well as I do know your outward fauour.
You beare too ftubborne,and too ftrange a hand Well, Honor is the fubiecT: of my Story :
Ouer your Friend, that loues you. I cannot tell, what you and other men

Bru. Cajfiut, Thinke of this life : But for my fingle felfe,
Be not deceiu'd : If I haue veyl'd my looke, I had as liefe not be, as liue to be(
I turne the trouble of my Countenance In awe of fuch a Thing, as I my felfe.
Meerely vpon my felfe. Vexed I am I was borne free as Cafar, fo were you,
Of late, with paflions of fome difference, We both haue fed as well, and we can both
Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, Endure the Winters cold, as well as hee.
Which giue fome foyle (perhaps) to my Behauiours : For once, vpon a Rawe and Guftie day,
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu'd The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores,
(Among which number Caffiui be you one) Ctefar faide to me, Dar'ft thou CaffluJ now
Nor conftrue any further my negled, Leape in with me into this angry Flood,
Then that poore Brutui with himfelfe at warre, And fwim to yonder Point? Vpon the word,
Forgets the ftiewes of Loue to other men. Accoutred as I was, I plunged in,

Caffi. Then ^Brutus, I haue much miftook your paffion, And bad him follow : fo indeed he did.
By meanes whereof, this Breft of mine h.ith buried The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. With lufty Sinewes, throwing it afide,
Tell me good ̂Brutus, Can you fee your face ? And ftemming it with hearts of Controuerfie.

Brutus. No Cajjlui : But ere we could arriue the Point propos'd,
For the eye fees not it felfe but by reflection, Ctefar cride, Helpe me CaJJius^or I finke.
By fome other things. I f as asEneas, our great Anceftor,

Ca/tw. 'Tisiuft, Did from the Flames of Troy, vpon his moulder
And it is very much lamented Brutui, The old tAncbyjes beare) fo, from the waues of Tyber
That you haue no fuch Mirrors, as will turne Did I the tyred £<efar : And this Man,
Your hidden worthineffe into your eye, Is now become a God, and CaJJiui is
That you might fee your fhadow : A wretched Creature, and muft bend his body,
I haue heard, If Cufjar carelefly but nod on him.
Where many of the beft refpect in Rome, He had a Feauer when he was in Spaine,
(Except immortall Ctffar] fpeaking of Brutui' And when the Fit was on him, I did marke
And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake, How he did make : Tis true, this God did /hake,
Haue wifh'd, that Noble Brutui had his eyes. His Coward lippes did from their colour flye,

Bru. Into what dangers, would you And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the World,
Leade me Caffius, ? Did loofe his Luftie : I did heare him grone :
That you would haue me feeke into my felfe , I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans
For that which is not in me? Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookes,

Caf. Therefore good Brutus., be prepar'd to heare : Alas, it cried, Giue me fome drinke Titinius,\
As
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The Tragedie of Julius fafar. in
As a ficke Girle : Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators.
A man of fuch a feeble temper Should CaJJl. Cas\a will tell vs what the matter is.
So get the ftart of the Maiefticke world, Ccff. Antonio.
And beare the Palme alone. Ant. Ctefar.

Shout. Flourijh. Ctef. Let me haue men about me, that are fat,
Bru. Another generall Shout ? Sleeke-headed men, and fuch as fleepe a-nights :

I do beleeue, that thefe applaufes are Yond Cajfius has a leane and hungry looke,
For fome new Honors, that are heap'd on CaJ'ar. He thinkes too much : fuch men are dangerous.

Cajji. Why man, he doth beftride the narrow world Ant. Feare him not Cafar, he's not dangerous,
Like a Coloffus,and we petty men He is a Noble Roman, and well giuen.
Walke vnder his huge legges,and peepe about C<ef. Would he were fatter ; But I feare him not :
To finde our felues dishonourable Graues. Yet if my name were lyable to feare,
Men atfometime, are Matters of their Fates. I do not know the man I Should auoyd
The fault (deere^rutujjls not in our Starres, So foone as that fpare CaJJius. He reades much,
But in ourSelues, that we are vnderlings. He is a great Obferuer, and he lookes
Brutus and defar: What Should be in that Ctefar ? Qmte through the Deeds of men. He loues no Playes,
Why Should that name be founded more then yours ? As thou doft Antony : he heares no Muficke ;
Write them together : Yours,is as faire a Name : Seldome he fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort
Sound them, it doth become the mouth afwell: As if he mock'd himfelfe, and fcorn'd his fpirit
Weigh them, it is as heauy : Coniure with 'em, That could be mou'd to fmile at any thing.
Brutus will ftart a Spirit as foone as CteJ'ar, Such men as he, be neuer at hearts eafe,
Now in the names of all the Gods at once, Whiles they behold a greater then themfelues,
Vpon what meate doth this our C<efar feede, And therefore are they very dangerous.
That he is growne fo great ? Age, thou art Sham'd. I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of Noble Bloods. Then what I feare : for alwayes I am Ctefar.
When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, Come on my right hand, for this eare is deafe,
But it was fam'd with more then with one man ? And tell me truely, what thou think'ft of him. Sennit.
When could they fay (till novv)that talked of Rome, Exeunt Cafar and bu Traine.
That her wide Walkes incompaft but one man ?
Now is'it Rome indeed, and Roome enough Casl^. You puFd me by the cloake, would you fpeake
When there is in it but one onely man. with me ?
OJ you and I, haue heard our Fathers fay, Bru. I Caika, tell vs what hath chanc'd to day
There was a ̂ Brutm once, that would haue brook'd That CaJ'ar lookes fo fad.
Th'eternall Diuell to keepe his State in Rome, C^ks Why you were with him, were you not ?
AseafilyasaKing. 'Bru. I fhould not then aske Q^kf2 wnat nad chanc'd.

Bru. That you do loue me, lam nothing iealous: Cas{. Why there was a Crowne ofter'd him; & being
What you would worke me too, I haue fome ayme : ofFer'd him, he put it by with the backe of his hand thus,
How I haue thought of this,and of thefe times and then the people fell a Shouting.
I Shall recount heereafter. For this prelent, Bru. What was the fecond noyfe for ?
I would not fo (with loue I might intreat you) Casl^. Why for that too.
Be any further moou'd : What you haue faid, Cajji. They Shouted thrice: what was the laft cry for?
I will confider: what you haue to fay Cail. Why for that too.
I will with patience heare, and finde a time Br Was the Crowne offer' d him thrice ?
Both meete to heare,and anfwerfuch high things. . I marry was't, and hee put it by thrice, euerie
Till then, my Noble Friend, chewvpon this : time gentler then other; and at euery putting by, mine
Brutus had rather be a Villager, honeft Neighbors Showted.
Then to repute himfelfe a Sonne ofRome Cajji. Who offer'd him the Crowne ?
Vnder thefe hard Conditions,as this time Ca6t(. Why Antony.
Is like to lay vpon vs. ^ru. Tell vs the manner of it, gen tie Cas\a.

CaJJl. I am glad that my weake words Catty. I can as well bee hang'd as tell the manner of
Haue ftrucke but thus much fhew of fire from Brutui. it : It was meere Foolerie, I did not marke it. I fawe

c^far^e Antony offer him a Crowne, yet 'twas not a
Enter Cafar and his Trains. Crowne neyther, 'twas one of thefe Coronets : and as I

told you, hee put it by once : but for all that, to my thin-
'"Brn. The Games are done, king, he would faine haue had it. Then hee offered it to

And Ctffar'is returning. him aga'me : then hee put it by againe : but to my think-
CaJJl. As they pafTe by, ing, he was very loath to lay his fingers off it. And then

Plucke Cas^a by the Sleeue, he offered it the third time ; hee put it the third time by,
And he will (after his fowre faShion) tell you and ftill as hee refus'd it, the rabblement howted, and
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. clapp'd their chopt hands, and threw vppe their fweatie

Bru. I will do fo : but looke you CaJJiui, Night-cappes, and vttered fuch a deale of Slinking
The angry fpot doth glow on Co-Jars brow, breath, becaufe Cajar refus'd the Crowne, that it had
And all the reft, looke like a chidden Traine ; falmoft) choaked Ctffar : for hee fwoonded, and fell
Calphurnias Cheeke is pale, and Cicero downe at it : And for mine owne part, I durft not laugh,
Lookeswith fuch Ferret,and fuch fiery eyes ] for feare of opening my Lippes, and receyuing the bad
As we haue feene him in the Capitoll Ayre.

kk 2 Ca/i.
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Cajji. But foft I pray you : what, did Crefar fwound ? If I were'Brutus now, and he were Caffiui,
Cai\. He fell downe in the Market-place,and foam'd He fhould not humor me. I will this Night,

at mouth, and was fpeecblefle. In feuerall Hands,in at his Windowes throw,
Brut. 'Tis very like he hath the Falling fickneffe. As if they came from feuerall Citizens,
Caffi. No,O/ar hath it not: but you, and I, Writings,all tending to the great opinion

And honeft Caika, we haue the Falling ficknefle, That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obfcurely
Cas/(. I know not what you meane by that, but I am Ctffars Ambition flial] be glanced at.

fure Cafar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not And after this,let Ctefar feat him fure,
clap him, and hiffe him, according as he pleas'd, and dif- For wee will fhake him, or worfe dayes endure.
pleas'd them, as they vfe to doe the Players in the Thea- Exit.
tre, I am no true man.

'Brut. What faid he, when hecamevnto himfelfe? Thunder, and Lightning. Enter Casi^a,
Ccul^ Marry, before he fell downe, when he perceiu'd and Cicero.

the common Heard was glad he refus'd the Crowne, he
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offer'd them his Throat Cic. Good euen,CVa£rf: brought you Cttjar home?
to cut : and I had beene a man of any Occupation, if I Why are you breathleffe, and why flare you fo ?
would not haue taken him at a word, I would I might Cas/^. Are not you mou'd.when all the fway of Earth
goe to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. When Shakes, like a thing vnfirme ? O Cicero,
he came to himfelfe againe, hee faid, If hee had done, or I haue feene Tempefts.when the fcolding Winds
faid any thing amiffe,he defir'd their Worfliips to thinke Haue riu'd the knottie Oakes,and I haue feene
it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I Th'ambitious Ocean fwell,and rage, and foame,
ftood, cryed, Alaffe good Soule, and forgaue him with To be exalted with the threatning Clouds:
all their hearts: But there's no heed to be taken of them; But neuer till to Night, neuer till now,
if Cafar had ftab'd their Mothers, they would haue done Did I goe through a Tempeft-dropping-fire.
no Jefle. Eyther there is a Ciuill ftrife in Heauen,

*Brut. And after that, he came thus fad away. Or elfe the World,too fawcie with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftruclion.

Caffi. Did Cicero fay any thing ? Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderfull ?
CM\. I , he fpoke Greeke. CM\. A common flaue, you know him well by fight,
Caffi. To what effect? Held vp his left Hand, which did flame and burne
CM^. Nay, and I tell you that, lie ne're looke you Like twentie Torches ioyn'd; and yet his Hand,

i'th' face againe. But thofe that vnderftood him, fmil'd Not fenfible of fire,remain'd vnfcorch'd.
at one another, and fhooke their heads: but for mine Befides, I ha'not fince put vp my Sword,
owne part, it was Greeke to me. I could tell you more Againft the Capitoll I met a Lyon,
newes too : Murrelliu and Flauius, for pulling Scarffes Who glaz'd vpon me,and went furly by,
off Cafars Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. Without annoying me. And there were drawne
There was more Foolerie yet , if I could remem- Vpon a heape,a hundred gaftly Women,
ber it. Transformed with their feare, who fwore, they faw

Caffi. Will you fuppe with me to Night, Ccufy? Men,all in fire,walke vp and downe the ftreetes.
Ccu\. No, I am promis'd forth. And yefterday,the Bird of Night did fit,
Caffi. Will you Dine with me to morrow? Euen at Noone-day,vpon the Market place,
CM^. I, if I be aliue, and your minde hold, and your Howting,and fhreeking. When thele Prodigies

Dinner worth the eating. Doe fo conioyntly meet, let not men fay,
Caffi. Good, I will expect you. Thefe are their Reafons, they are Natural!:
Cas{. Doe fo : farewell both. Exit. For I beleeue,they are portentous things
'Brut. What a blunt fellow is this growne to be? Vnto the Clymate,that they point vpon.

He was quick Mettle, when he went to Schoole. Cic. Indeed,it is a ftrange-difpofed time :
Caffi. So is he now, in execution But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,

Of any bold, or Noble Enterprize, Cleane from the purpofe of the things themfelues.
How-euer he puts on this tardie forme : Comes Ctefar to the Capitoll to morrow ?
This Rudeneffe is a Sawce to his good Wit, Cast(^ He doth : for he did bid Antonio
Which glues men ftomacke to difgeft his words Send word to you, he would be there to morrow.
With better Appetite. Cic. Good-night then,C^w^z .'

Brut. And fo it is : This disturbed Skie is not to walke in.
For this time I will leaue you : Cai\. Farewell Cicero. Exit Cicero.
To morrow, if you pleafe to fpeake with me,
I will come home to you : or if you will, Enter Caffiui.
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. Caffi. Who's there ?

Caffi. I will doe fo: till then, thinke of the World. Cat>\. A Romane.
Exit'Brutza. Caffi. Cai^a, by your Voyce.

Well Brutus , thou art Noble : yet I fee, Cafl^. Your Eare is good.
Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought what Night is this ?
From that it is difpos'd : therefore it is meet, Caffi. A very pleafing Night to honeft men.
That Noble mindes keepe euer with their likes : Cas\. Who euer knew the Heauens menace fo ?
For who fo firme, that cannot be feduc'd ? Caffi. Thofe that haue knowne the Earth fo full of
Cfffar doth beare me hard, but he loues Brutus. faults.
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'The Tragedie of 'Julius ii 3
For my part, I haue walk'd about the ftreets, What Rubbifh,and what Offall ? when it ferues
Submitting me vnto the perillous Night; For the bafe matter, to illuminate
And thus vnbraced,Gw^7,as you fee, So vile a thing as Ctefar. But oh Griefe,
Haue bar'd my Bofome to the Thunder-ftone : Where haft thou led me ? I (perhaps,) fpeake this
And when the croffe blew Lightning feem'd to open Before a willing Bond-man : then I know
The Breft of Heauen, I did prefent my felfe My anfwere muft be made. But I am arm'd,
Euen in the ayme,and very flafh of it. (uens ? And dangers are to me indifferent.

CM\. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea- Ca6/^. You fpeake to Gz^#,and to fuch a man,
It is the part of men, to feare and tremble, That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand :
When the moft mightie Gods, by tokens fend Be factious for redrefTe of all thefe Griefes,
Such dreadfull Heraulds,to aftonifh vs. And I will fet this foot of mine as farre,

Caffi. You are dull, Ccu\a : As who goes fartheft.
And thofe fparkes of Life, that fliould be in a Roman, Caffi. There's a Bargaine made.
You doe want, or elfe you vfe not. Now know you, Cafka,l haue mou'd already
You looke pale, and gaze, and put on feare, Some certame of the Nobleft minded Romans
And caft your felfe in wonder, To vnder-goe, with me, an Enterprize,
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heauens : Of Honorable dangerous confequence ;
But if you would connder the true caufe, And I doe know by this, they ftay for me
Why all thefe Fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts, In Pompeyes Porch : for now this fearefull Night,
Why Birds and Beafts, from qualitie and kinde, There is no ftirre,or walking in the ftreetes ;
Why Old men,Fooles,and Children calculate, And the Complexion of the Element
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, Is Fauors, like the Worke we haue in hand,
Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties, Moft bloodie,fierie,and moft terrible.
To monftrous qualitie ; why you fliall finde,
That Heauen hath infus'd them with thefe Spirits, Enter Cinna,
To make them Inftruments of feare,and warning,
Vnto fome monftrous State. . Stand clofe a while, for heere comes one in
Now could I (Cail^a) name to thee a man, hafte.
Moft like this dreadfull Night, Caffi. 'Tis Cinna, I doe know him by his Gate,
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graues,and roares, He is a friend. Cinna, where hafte you fo ?
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll : Cinna. To finde out you : Who's that, Metellui
A man no mightier then thy felfe, or me, Cymber ?
In perfonall action ; yet prodigious growne, CaJJl. No, it is Casl^a, one incorporate
And fearefull,as thefe ftrange eruptions are. To our Attempts. Am I not ftay'd for, Cinna ?

Cct6\. 'Tis Ceefar that you meane : Cinna. I am glad on't.
Is it not, CaJJitu ? What a fearefull Night is this ?

Caffi. Let it be who it is : for Romans now There's two or three of vs haue feene ftrange fights.
Haue Thewes,and Limbes,like to their Anceftors; Caffi. Am I not ftay'd for ? tell me.
But woe the while,our Fathers mindes are dead, Cinna. Yes, you are. O CaJJitu,
And we are gouern'd with our Mothers fpirits, If you could but winne the Noble Brutui
Our yoake, and fufferance, fhew vs Womaniih. To our party- -

CM\. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow Caffi. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this Paper,
Meane to eftablifh Ccejar as a King : And looke you lay it in the Pretors Chayre,
And he ftiall weare his Crowne by Sea, and Land, Where 'Brutw may but finde it : and throw this
In euery place, faue here in Italy. In at his Window ; fet this vp with Waxe

Cajji. I know where I will weare this Dagger then ; Vpon old Brutui Statue : all this done,
Caffiui from Bondage will deliuer Caffiiu : Repaire to Pompeyes Porch, where you fhall finde vs.
Therein,yee Gods,you make the weake moft ftrong; Is <!Deciui Brutiu and Treboniut there ?
Therein,yee Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat. Cinna. All, but Metellus Cymber,znA hee's gone
Nor Stonie Tower, nor Walls of beaten Braffe, To feeke you at your houfe. Well, I will hie,
Nor ayre-leffe Dungeon, nor ftrong Linkes of Iron, And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me.
Can be retentiue to the ftrength of fpirit: Caffi. That done,repayre to Pomfeyes Theater.
But Life being wearie of thefe worldly Barres, Exit Cinna.
Neuer lacks power to difmifle it felfe. Come Cos fa, you and I will yet, ere day,
If I know this, know all the World befides, See Brutus at his houfe : three parts of him
That part of Tyrannic that I doe beare, Is ours alreadie, and the man entire
I can fhake off at pleafure. Thunder ftill. Vpon the next encounter, yeelds him ours.

Cas\. So can I: Casl(. O,he fits high in all the Peoples hearts :
So euery Bond-man in his owne hand beares And that which would appeare Offence in vs,
The power to cancell his Captiuitie. His Countenance, like richeft Alchymie,

Caffi. And why ftiould Ctefar be a Tyrant then ? Will change to Vertue, and to WorthinefTe.
Poore man, I know he would not be a Wolfe, Caffi. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him,
But that he fees the Romans are but Sheepe: You haue right well conceited : let vs goe,
He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes. For it is after Mid-night, and ere day,
Thofe that with hafte will make a mightie fire, We will awake him, and be fure of him.
Begin it with weake Strawes. What tralh is Rome ? ILxeunt.
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'The 'Tr age die of Julius Q,cefar.
To fpeake, and ftrike ? O Rome, I make thee promife,

Affius Secimdus. If the redreffe will follow, thou receiueftThy full Petition at the hand of Brutui.
Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, March is wafted fifteene dayes.
Enter ̂Brutus in bis Orchard. Knoc\e n-ithin.

Brut. 'Tis good. Go to the Gate,{bme body knocks :
Brut. What Lucius, hoe ? Since Cajfiuf firft did whet me againft Cafar,

I cannot, by the progreiTe of the Starres, I haue not flept.
Giue gueffe how neere to day--Luciiu, I fay ? Betweene the afting of a dreadfull thing,
I would it were my fault to fleepe fo foundly. And the firft motion,all the Interim is
When Lucius, when ? awake,! fay: what Lucius ? Like a Phantafma,or a hideous Dreame :

Sitter Lucius. The Genius,and the mortall Inftruments
Luc. Call'd you, my Lord ? Are then in councell; and the ftate of a man,
^Brut. Get me a Tapor in my Study, Lucita : Like to a little Kingdome, fuffers then

When it is lighted, come and call me here. The nature of an Infurredtion.
Luc. I will, my Lord. Exit. Enter Lucius.
Brut. It muft be by his death : and for my part, Luc. Sir,'tis your Brother CaJJluf at the Doore,

I know no perfonall caufe,to fpurne at him, Who doth defire to fee you.
But for the generall. He would be crown'd : 'Brut. Is he alone ?
How that might change his nature, there's the queftion? Luc. No, Sir, there are moe with him.
It is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, Brut. Doe you know them/
And that craues warie walking : Crowne him that, Luc. No,Sir, their Hats are pluckt about their Eares,
And then I graunt we puta Sting in him, And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakes,
That at his will he may doe danger with. That by no meanes I may difcouer them,
Th'abufe of GreatnefTe,is, when it dis-ioynes By any marke of fauour.
Remorfe from Power : And to fpeake truth of Ccffar, 'Brut. Let 'em enter :
I haue not knowne, when his Affections fway'd They are the Faction. O Confpiracie,
More then his Reafon. But'tis a common proofe, Sham'ft thou to Ihew thy dang'rous Brow by Night,
That Lowlynefie is young Ambitions Ladder, When euills are moft free f O then, by day
Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face : Where wilt thou finde a Cauerne darke enough,
But when he once attaines the vpmoft Round, To maske thy monftrous Vifage?Seek none Confpiracie,
He then vnto the Ladder turnes his Backe, Hide it in Smiles,and Affabilitie :
Lookes in the Clouds,fcorning the bafe degrees For if thou path thy natiue femblance on,
By which he did afcend : fo Caefar may; Not Erebuslt felfe were dimme enough,
Then leaft he may,preuent. And fince the Quarrell To hide thee from preuention.
Will beare no colour,for the thing he is,
Fafliion it thus; that what he is,augmented, Enter the Cotijj>irators, Cajfius, Casl^a, Decius,
Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities: Cinna, Metdlui, and Trebonius.
And therefore thinke him as a Serpents egge,
Which hatch'd, would as his kinde grow mifchieuous; Caff". I thinke we are too bold vpon your Reft :
And kill him in the /hell. Good morrow 'Brutus^doe we trouble you?

Enter Lucius. Brut. I haue beene vp this howre, awake all Night :
Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet,Sir : Know I thefe men, that come along with you ?

Searching the Window for a Flint, I found Caff. Yes,euery man of them ; and no man here
This Paper, thus feal'd vp,and I am fure But honors you : and euery one doth wifli,
It did not lye there when I went to Bed. You had but that opinion of your felfe,

dues him the Letter. Which euery Noble Roman beares of you.
Brut. Get you to Bed againe,it is not day : This is Treboniui.

Is not to morrow ( Boy,) the firft of March? 'Brut. He is welcome hither.
Luc. I know not, Sir. Caff. Th\B.Decius'Brutus.
Brut. Looke in the Calender,and bring me word. Brut. He is welcome too.
Luc. I will, Sir. Sxit. Caff. This, Ccuka; this, Qlnna; and this, cWctellus
Brut. The exhalations, whizzing in the ayre, Cymber.

Giue fo much light,that I may reade by them. Brut'. They are all welcome.
Opens the Letter,and reades. What watchful! Cares doe interpofe themfelues

'Brutui tboujleeffft ; awa^e, and fee thy felfe: Betwixt your Eyes,and Night?
Shall Rome, &c. ffieake ,ftri\e, redrej/e. Caff. Shall I entreat a word ? They "nhifper.
'Brutus, thou Jlecf'fi: awa\e. Decius. Here lyes the Eaft : doth not the Day breake
Such instigations haue beene often dropt, heere ?
Where I haue tooke them vp : CM\. No.
Shall Rome,&c. Thus muft I piece it out: Cin. O pardon,Sir,it doth ; and yon grey Lines,
Shall Rome ftand vnder one mans awe? What Rome? That fret the Clouds, are Meffengers of Day".
My Anceftors did from the ftreetes of Rome Cas\. You fhall confefTe. that you are both deceiu'd :
The Tarquin driue, when he was call'd a King. Heere,as I point my Sword, the Sunnearifes,
Speakf,fifty?, redrejje. Am I entreated Which is a great way growing on the South,

Weigh-
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Weighing the youth full Seafon of the yeare. Let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully :
Some two moneths hence, vp higher toward the North Let's carue him, as a Difh fit for the Gods,
He firft prefents his fire,and the high Eaft Not hew him as a Carkaffe fit for Hounds:
Stands as the Capitoll, diredtly heere. And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do,

'Bru. Giue me your hands all ouer,one by one. Stirre vp their Seruants to an adle of Rage,
Caf. And let vs fweare our Refolution. And after feeme to chide'em. This fliall make
'Brut. No, not an Oath : if not the Face of men, Our purpofe Neceffary, and not Enuious.

The fufferance of our Soules, the times Abufe ; Which fo appearing to the common eyes,
It thefe be Motiues weake, breake off betimes, We (hall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers.
And euery man hence, to his idle bed : And for Marine Antony, thinke not of him :
So let high-fighted-Tyranny range on, For he can do no more then Ctejars Arme,
Till each man drop by Lottery. Hut if thefe When Ctffars head is off".
(As I am fure they do) beare fire enough Caf. Yet I feare him,1
To kindle Cowards, and to fteele with valour For in the ingrafted loue he beares to Ctefar.
The melting Spirits of women. Then Countrymen, 'Bru. Alas, good Cafsius, do not thinke of him :
What neede we any fpurre, but our owne cauie, If he loue Ctejar, all that he can do
To pricke vs to redrefle ? What other Bond, Is to himfelfe; take thought,and dye for Caejar,
Then fecret Romans, that haue fpoke the word, And that were much he fhould : for he is giuen
And will not palter ? And what other Oath, To fports, to wildeneffe, and much company.
Then Honefty to Honefty ingag'd, Treb. There is no feare in him; let him not dye,
That this /hall be, or we will fall for it. For he will liue, and laugh at this heereafter.
Sweare Priefts and Cowards, and men Cautelous Cloche firil^es.
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering Soules 'Bru. Peace, count the Clocke.
That welcome wrongs : Vnto bad caufes, fweare Caf. The Clocke hath ftricken three.
Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not ftaine Treb. 'Tis time to part.
The euen vertue of our Enterprize, Caff But it is doubtfull yet,
Nor th'infuppreffiue Mettle of our Spirits, Whether Cafar will come forth to day, or no :
To thinke, that or our Caufe,or our Performance For he is Superftitious growne of late,
Did neede an Oath. When euery drop of blood Quite from the maine Opinion he held once,
That euery Roman beares, and Nobly beares Of Fantafie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies:
Is guilty of a feuerall Baftardie, It may be, thefe apparant Prodigies,
If he do breake the fmalleft Particle The vnaccuftom'd Terror of this night,
Of any promife that hath paft from him. And the perfwafion of his Augurers,

Caj- But what of Cicero ? Shall we found him ? May hold him from theCapitoll to day.
I thinke he will ftand very ftrong with vs. Deciui. Neuer feare that : If he be fo refolu'd,

Cas\. Let vs not leaue him out. I can ore-fway him : For he loues to heare,
Cyn. No, by no meanes. That Vnicornes may be betray'd with Trees,
Metel. O let vs haue him, for his Siluer haires And Beares with Glades, Elephants with Holes,

Will purchafe vs a good opinion : Lyons with Toyles, and men with Flatterers.
And buy mens voyces, to commend our deeds : But, when I tell him, he hates Flatterers,
It ftiall be fayd, his iudgement rul'd our hands, He fayes,he does; being then moft flattered.
Our youths,and wildeneffe,fhall no whit appeare, Let me worke :
But all be buried in his Grauity. For I can giue his humour the true bent;

'Bru. O name him not; let vs not breake with him, And I will bring him to the Capitoll.
For he will neuer follow any thing Caf. Nay, we will all of vs, be there to fetch him.
That other men begin. Bru. By the eight houre,is that the vttermoft?

Caf. Then leaue him out. Cin. Be that the vttermoft, and faile not then.
Cas\. Indeed, he is not fit. Met. Qaius Ligarim doth beave Cajar hard,
Deem. Shall no man elfe be roucht,but onely Ciefar ? Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ;
Caf. Deciui well vrg'd : I thinke it is not meet, I wonder none of you haue thought of him.

Marine Antony,fo well belou'd of C<tfar,\ 'Bru. Now good <3\%etelliu go along by him :
Should out-liue C<f/'ar, we fhall finde of him He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons,
A /hrew'd Contriuer. And you know, his meanes Send him but hither, and He faftiion him.
If he improue them, may well ftretch fo farre Caf. The morning comes vpon's:
As to annoy vs all : which to preuent, Wee'l leaue you <Brutw,
Let Antony and Cafar fall together. And Friends difperfe your felues; but all remember

Bru. Our courfe will feeme too bloody, Caiut Cafsiuf, What you haue faid, and fhew your felues true Romans.
To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbes: Bru. Good Gentlemen, looke frefh and merrily,
Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterwards: Let not our lookes put on our purpofes,
For Antony, is but a Limbe of Ctefar. But beare it as our Roman Aftors do,
Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers Caiuf: With vntyr'd Spirits,and formal! Conftancie,
We all ftand vp againft the fpirit of Cafar, And fo good morrow to you euery one. Exeunt.
And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood : Manet Brutuf.
O that we then could come by Qcfjars Spirit, Boy : Lucitu : Faft afleepe ? It is no matter,
And not difmember Ctzfar I But (alas) Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber :
Cajar muft bleed for it. And gentle Friends, Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies,

Which

705



u6 'The Tragedle of Julius
which bufie care drawes, in the braines of men ; A Woman well reputed : (Data's Daughter.
Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found. Thinke you, I am no ftronger then my Sex

Enter Portia. Being fo Father'd, and fo Husbanded ?
for. Brutus, my Lord. Tell me your Counfels, I will not difclofe 'em :
Bru.Portia: What meane you?wherfore rife you now? I haue made ftrong proofe of my Conftancie,

It is not for your health, thus to commit Giuing my felfe a voluntary wound
Your weake condition, to the raw cold morning. Heere,in the Thigh : Can I beare that with patience,

For. Nor for yours neither. Y'haue vngently Brutui And not my Husbands Secrets ?
Stole from my bed : and yefternight at Supper Bru. O ye Gods .'
You fodainly arofe,and walk'd about, Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. Knocl^e.
Mufing, and fighing, with your armes a-croffe : Harke,harke,one knockes : Portia go in a while,
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, And by and by thy bofome fhall partake
You ftar'd vpon me, with vngeritle lookes. The fecrets of my Heart.
I vrg'd you further, then you fcratch'd your head, All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee,
And too impatiently ftampt with your foote : All the Charraclery of my fad browes:
Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer'd not, Leaue me with haft. Exit Portia.
But with an angry wafter of your hand
Gaue figne for me to leaue you : So I did, Enter Lucius and Ligariui.
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience Lucius, who's that knockes.
Which feem'd too much inkindled ; and withall, Luc. Heere is a ficke man that would fpeak with you.
Hoping it was but an effect: of Humor, Bru. Caiui Ligariui, that Metellui fpake of.
Which fometime hath his houre with euery man. Boy,ftand afide. Caiui Ligariui, how?
It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor fleepe ; Cat. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.
And could it worke fo much vpon your fhape, Bru. O what a time haue you chole out braue Caius
As it hath much preuayl'd on your Condition, To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not ficke.
I fhould not know you Brntui. Deare my Lord, Cai. I am not ficke, if Brutui haue in hand
Make me acquainted with your caule of greefe. Any exploit worthy the name of Honor.

'Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. Bru. Such an exploit haue I in hand Ligarius,
Par, 'Brutui is wife, and were he not in health, Had you a healthful! eare to heare of it.

He would embrace the meanes to come by it. Cat. By all the Gods that Romans bow before,
Bru. Why fo I do : good Portia go to bed. I heere difcard my ficknefle. Soule of Rome,
For. Is'Brutui ficke? And is it Pbyficall Braue Sonne, deriu'd from Honourable Loines,

To walke vnbraced, and fucke vp the humours Thou like an Exorcift, haft coniur'd vp
Of the danke Morning ? What, is 'Brutui ficke? My mortified Spirit. Now bid me ninne,
And will he fteale out of his wholfome bed And I will ftriue with things impoffible,i
To dare the vile contagion of the Night? Yea get the better of them. What's to do?
And tempt the Rhewmy.and vnpurged Ayre, 'Bru. A peece of worke,
To adde vnto hit ficknefle ? No my Brutui, That will make ficke men whole.
You haue fome ficke Offence within your minde, Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make ficke?
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place Bru. That muft we alfo. What it is my Caius,
I ought to know of: And vpon my knees, I /hall vnfold to thee,as we are going,
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, To whom it muft be done.
By all your vowes of Loue, and that great Vow Cai. Set on your foote,
Which did incorporate and make vs one, And with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you,
That you vnfold to me, your felfe; your halfe To do I know not what: but it fufficeth
Why you are heauy : and what men to night That 'Brutus leads me on. Thunder,
Haue had refort to you : for heere haue beene Bru, Follow me then. Exeunt
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their faces
Euen from darknefle. Thunder & Lightning.

'Bru. Kneeie not gentle Portia. Enter lulius Cajar in bit Night-gofene.
For. I fhould not neede, if you were gentle Brutus.

Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brutui, Cttfar. Nor Heauen, nor Earth,
Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets Haue beene at peace to night:
That appertaine to you ? Am I your Selfe, Thrice hath Calpburnia, in her fleepe cryed out,
But as it were in fort, or limitation ? Helpe,ho : TheymurtherC^/i/-. Who's within ?
To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, Enter a Seruant.
And talke to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Suburbs Ser. My Lord.
Of your good pleafure ? If it be no more, CefJ. Go bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice,
Portia is Brutui Harlot, not his Wife. And bring me their opinions of Succeffe.

^ru. You are my true and honourable Wife, Ser. I will my Lord. Exit
As deere to me, as are the ruddy droppes Enter Calpburnia.
That vifit my fad heart. CW.What mean you Cajar? Think you to walk forth ?

Par. If this were true, then fhould I know thisifecret. You fhall not ftirre out of your houfe to day.
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall, Ceef. Cuefar fhall forth; the things that threaten'd me,
A Woman that Lord <Brutu* tooke to Wife : Ne're look'd but on my backe : When they fhall fee
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall, The face of^afar, they are vanifhed.
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Calf. Ciffar, I neuer ftood on Ceremonies, But for your priuate fatisfaction,

Yet now they fright me : There is one within, Becaufe I loue you, I will let you know.
Befides the things that we haue heard and feene, Calphurnia heere my w[fe, ftayes me at home :
Recounts moft horrid fights feene by the Watch. She dreampt to night, fhe faw my Statue,
A Lionnefle hath whelped in the ftreets, Which like a Fountaine, with an hundred fpouts
And Graues haue yawn'd, and yeelded vp their dead j Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans
Fierce fiery Warriours fight vpon the Clouds Came fmiling,& did bathe their hands in it:
In Rankes and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre And thefe does (he apply, for warnings and portents,
Which drizel'd blood vpon the Capitoll: And euils imminent; and on her knee
The noife of Battell hurtled in the Ayre : Hath begg'd, that I will ftay at home to day.
Horffes do neigh, and dying men did grone, Deci. This Dreame is all amifTe interpreted,
And Ghofts did fhrieke and fqueale about the ftreets. It was a vifion, faire and fortunate :
O Ciffar, thefe things are beyond all vfe, Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes,
And I do feare them. In which fo manyfmiling Romans bath'd,

Ciff. What can be auoyded Signifies,that from you great Rome fhall fucke
Whofe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods? Reuiuing blood, and that great men fhall prefle
Yet Cafar fhall go forth : for thefe Predictions For Tinctures,Staines,Reliques,and Cognifance.
Are to the world in generall, as to Ciffar. This by Calphurnia'5 Dreame is fignified.

Calp. When Beggers dye, there are no Comets feen, C<ej. And this way haue you well expounded it.
The Heauens themfelues blaze forth the death of Princes T>eci. I haue, when you haue heard what I can fay :

Cff. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, And know it now, the Senate haue concluded
The valiant neuer tafte of death but once : To giue this day,a Crowne to mighty Ciffar.
Of all the Wonders that I yet haue heard, If you fhall fend them word you will not come,
It feemes to me moft ftrange that men fhould feare, Their mindes may change. Befides,it were a mocke
Seeing that death, a neceffary end Apt to be render'd, for fome one to fay,
Will come, when it will come. Breake vp the Senate, till another time :

Enter a Seruant. When CaJ'ars wife fhall meete with better Dreames.
What fay the Augurers? If Ciffar hide himfelre, fhall they not whifper

Ser. They would not haue you to ftirre forth to day. Loe Ciffar is affraid ?
Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, Pardon me Ciffar, for my deere deere loue
They could not finde a heart within the beaft. To your proceeding, bids me tell you this:

Ciff. The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardice: And reafon to my loue is liable.
Ciffar fhould be a Beaft without a heart C^/How foolifh do your fears feeme now Calpburniat
If he fhould flay at home to day for feare : I am afhamed I did yeeld to them.
No Ciffar fhall not; Danger knowes full well Giue me my Robe, for I will go.
That Ciffar is more dangerous then he.
We heare two Lyons litter'd in one day, Enter Brutus, Ligariiu, Metellui, Cas^a, Trebo-
And 1 the elder and more terrible, niui, Cynna,andPubllui.
And Ciffar fhall go foorth. And looke where Publiiu is come to fetch me.

Calp. Alas my Lord, Pub. Good morrow Ciffar.
Your wifedome is confum'd in confidence : C<?f. Welcome Publiiu.
Do not go forth to day : Call it my feare, What 'Brutut,are you ftirr'd fo earely too?
That keepes you in the houfe, and not your owne. Good morrow Q,M\a : Caius Ligariiu,
Wee'l fend <&far/^ Antony to the Senate houfe, Ciffar was ne're fo much your enemy,
And he fhall fay, you are not well to day: As that fame Ague which hath made you leane.
Let me vpon my knee.preuaile in this. What is't a Clocke ?

Ciff- Mar%_ Antony fhall fay I am not well, 'Bru. Ctefar, 'tis ftrucken eight.
And for thy humor, I will ftay at home. Ctef. I thanke you for your paines and curtefie.

Enter Decius. Enter Antony.
Heere's Deem 'Brutus, he fhall tell them fo. See, Antony that Reuels long a-nights

Deci. Ctefar,all haile : Good morrow worthy Qiefar, Is notwithstanding vp. Good morrow Antony.
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. Ant. So to moft Noble Ciffar

Ciff. And you are come in very happy time, Ciff. Bid them prepare within :
To beare my greeting to the Senators, I am too blame to be thus waited for.
And tell them that I will not come to day: Now Cynna, now Metellui: what Trebonius,
Cannot,is falfe : and that I dare not,falfer : I haue an houres talke in ftore for you:
I will not come to day, tell them fo Decius. Remember that you call on me to day :

Calf. Say he is ficke. Be neere me, that I may remember you.
Caf. Shall C<ffar fend a Lye ? Treb. Cafar I will : and fo neere will I be,

Haue I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arme fo farre, That your beft Friends fhall wifh I had beene further.
To be afear'd to tell Gray-beards the truth : O/.Good Friends go in, and tafte fome wine with me
Deciui, go tell them, Qtefer will not come. And we (like Friends) will ftraight way go together.

Tteci. Moft mighty £p/ar,let me know fome caufe, Bru. That euery like is not the fame, O Ciffar,
Left I be laught at when 1 tell them fo. The heart of Brutus earnes to thinke vpon.

Ctef. The caufe is in my Will, I will not come, Enter Artemidonti.
That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. r, btmare of Brutus, take beede ofCafsius ; come not
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neere Ccu\a,hauean eye to Cynna, trujl not Trebonius, marine Say I am merry ; Come to me againe,
"feell vMetellus Cymber, Tlecius Brutus loues thee not : Thou And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. Exeunt
baft wrong d Caius Ligarius. There u but one minde in all
thefe men, and it is bent againft Cafar : If thou beeft not Im-
tnortall,loo^e about you : Security giues way to Conjfiracle . Affius Tertius.
The mighty Gods defend thee.

Thy Louer, Artemidorus.
Heere will I ftand, till Caefar pafle along,
And as a Sutor will I glue him this: Flourijb.
My heart laments, that Vertue cannot Hue Enter Ctefar, 'Brutus , Caffius, Cat^a, Deems, Metellus, Tre-
Out of the teeth of Emulation. bonius, Cynna, Antony, Lepidus , Artimedorus , Pub-

If thou reade this, O dffar, thou mayeft Hue; lius,and the Sootbfayer.
If not, the Fates with Traitors do contriue. Exit.

Enter Portia and Lucius. The Ides of March are come.
Par. I prythee Boy,run to the Senate-houfe, Sooth. I C*efari but not gone.

Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone. Art. HMe'Ctefar : Read this Scedule.
Why doeft thou fby ? Deci. Trebonitu doth defire you to ore-read

Luc, To know my errand Madam. (At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuite.
For. I would haue had thee there and heere agen Art. O Cirfar, reade mine firft : for mine's a fuite

Ere 1 can tell thee what thou fhould'ft do there : That'touches Cafar neerer. Read it great Cafar.
O Conftancie, be ftrong vpon my fide, def. What touches vs our felfe,fhatl be lalt feru'd.
Set a huge Mounraine 'rweene my Heart and Tongue : Ait. Delay not Gffar, read it inftantly.
I haue a mans minde, but a womans might : Caf. What, is the fellow mad?
How hard it is for women to keepe counfell. Pub. Sirra,giue place.
Art thou heere yet ? CaJJi. What,vrge you your Petitions in the ftreet?

Luc. Madam, what ihould I do? Come to the Capitoll.
Run to the Capitoll,and nothing elfe ? Popil. I wifh your enterprize to day may thriue.
And fo returne to you,and nothing elfe ? Ciijfi. What enterprize Pcpilliui ?

Par. Yes, bring me word Boy, if thy Lord look well, Pofil. Fare you well.
For he went fickly forth : and take good note 'Bru. What faid Popi/lius Lena ?
What C<?far doth, what Sutors pre/Te to him. Cajji. He wi/ht to day our enterprize might thriue :
Hearke Boy,what noyfe is that? I feare our purpofe is dilcouered.

Luc. I heare none Madam. 'Bru. Looke how he makes to Cafar: rnarke him.
Par. Prythee liften well: CajJl. Caffa be fodaine,for we feare preuention.

I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, Brutut what flull be done? If this be knowne,
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. CaJJiui or C'fjar ntuer fhall turne backe,

Luc. Sooth Madam, I heare nothing. For I will flay my felfe.
Enter the Sootbfayer, Bru. CaJJiui be conftant :

Par. Come hither Fellow, which way haft thou bin ? Popilliiu Lena fpeakes not of our purpofes,
Sooth. At mine owne houfe,good Lady. For looke he fmiles, and Caefar doth not change.
For. What is't a clocke ? CaJJi. Treboniiti knowes his time : for look you Brutui
Sooth. About the ninth houre Lady. He drawes Mar\_ Antony out of the way.
For, Is Ctefar yet gone to the Capitoll? Deci. Where is Metellw Cimber, let him go,
Sooth. Madam not yet, I go to take my ftand, And prefently preferre his fuite to Cifjar.

To fee him paffe on to the Capitoll. Bru. He is addreft : prefle neere, and fecond him.
Par. Thou haft fome fuite to Ctefar, haft thou not? Cin. Caska, you are the firft that reares your hand.
Sooth. That I haue Lady, if it will pleafe Ctefar Ctef. Are we all ready? What is now amifie,

To be fo good to C<?far,as to heare me : That C<efar and his Senate muft redreffe ?
I {hall befeech him to befriend himfelfe. Metel. Moft high, moft mighty,and moft puifant Cefjar

Por. Why know'ft thou any harme's intended to- Metellw Cymber throwes before thy Seate
wards him ? An humble heart.

Sooth. None that I know will be, Caf. I muft preuent thee Cymber :
Much that I feare may chance : Thefe couchings,and thefe lowly courtefies
Good morrow to you : heere the ftreet is narrow : Might fire the blood of ordinary men,
The throng that followes Ctefar at the heeles, And turne pre-Ordinance,and firft Decreej
Of Senators, of Prastors, common Sutors, Into the lane of Children. Be not fond,
Will crowd a feeble man (almoft) to death : To thinke that Cifjar beares fuch Rebell blood
lie get me to a place more voyd, and there That will be thaw'd from the true quality
Speake tc great dejar as he comes along. Exit With that which meltech Fooles, I meane fweet words,

for. I muft go in : Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniell fawning:
Aye me .' How weake a thing Thy Brother by decree is banifhed :
The heart of woman is? O Brutus, If thou doeft bend, and pray, and fawne for him,
The Heauens fpeede thee in thine enterpme. I fpurne thee like a Curre out of my way :
Sure the Boy heard me : Brutus hath a fuite Know, Cafar doth not wrong, nor without caufe
That Ctefar will not grant. O, I grow faint: Will he be fatisfied.
Run Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, AfeeeLIs there no voyce more worthy then my owne,

To
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To found more fweetly in great Ccefars eare, Then walke we forth, euen to the Market place,
For the repealing of my banifh'd Brother ? And wauing our red Weapons o're our heads,

Bru. I kifTe thy hand, but not in flattery Ctffar : Let's all cry Peace, Freedome, and Liberty.
Defiring thee, that Publiui Cymber may Caffi. Stoop then,and wafh. How many Ages hence
Haue an immediate freedome of repeale. Shall this our lofty Scene be afted ouer,

Ctef. What Brutus ? In State vnborne, and Accents yet vnknowne?
Caffi. Pardon Ctffar : C<zfar pardon : 'Bru. How many times fhall Cxjar bleed in fport,

As lowe as to thy foote doth C^jTtus ^M) That now on Pombeyes Bafis lye along,
To begge infranchifement for fubliui Cymber. No worthier then the duft?

Caej. I could be well mou'd, if-I were as you, Caffi. So oft as that fhall be,
If I could pray to mooue, Prayers would mooue me : So often fhall the knot of vs be call'd,
But I am conftant as the Northerne Starre, The Men that gaue their Country liberty.
Of whofe true fixt, and refting quality, 'Dec. What,fhall we forth?
There is no fellow in the Firmament. Caffi. I, euery man away.
The Skies are painted with vnnumbred fparkes, Brutus fhall leade, and we will grace his heeles
They are all Fire, and euery one doth fhine : With the moft boldeft,and beft hearts of Rome.
But, there's but one in all doth hold his place. Enter a Seruant.
So, in the World; 'Tis furnifh'd well with Men, Bru. Soft,who comes heere? A friend of Antonies.
And Men are Flefh and Blood,and apprehenfiue; Ser. Thus 'Brutui did my Mafter bid me kneele ;
Yet in the number, I do know but One Thus did Mart^ Antony bid me fall downe,
That vnaffayleable holds on his Ranke, And being proltrate, thus he bad me lay :
Vnfh.ik'd of Motion : and that I am he, Brutui is Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ;
Let me a little fhew it, euen in this : Cafar was Mighty, Bold, Royall, and Louing :
That I was conftant Cymber fhould be banifh'd, Say, I loue Brutui, and I honour him ;
And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo. Say, I fear'd C<^/ar, honour'd him,and lou'd him.

Clnna. O Q,ce$ar. If Brutui will vouchfafe, that Antony
Ctef. Hence : Wilt thou lift vp Olympus ? May fafely come to him, and be refolu'd
Deciiu, Great Cajar. How Ctefar hath deferu'd to lye in death,
Ctef. Doth not 'Brutui bootleffe kneele ? Mar\_ Antony, fhall not loue Ctfjar dead
Cas!{. Speake hands for me. So well as 'Brutui liuing ; but will follow

Theyjtab Cue far. The Fortunes and Affayres of Noble Brutus, <
C<ef. EtTu'Brute? -Then fallCtefar. Dyes Thorough the hazards of this vntrod State,
Cin. Liberty, Freedome ; Tyranny is dead, With all true Faith. So fayes my Mafter Antony.

Run hence, proclaime, cry it about the Streets. Bru. Thy Mafter is a Wife and Valiant Romane,
Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out I neuer thought him worfe :

Liberty, Freedome, and Enfranchilement. Tell him, fo pleafe him come vnto this place
Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted : He ihall be fatisfied : and by my Honor

Fly not, ftand ftill : Ambitions debt is paid. Depart vntouch'd.
Qul(. Go to the Pulpit Brutui. Ser. He fetch him prefently. Exit Seruant.
Dec. And CaJJiiu too. 'Bru. 1 know that we (hall haue him well to Friend.
'Bru. Where's Publiui* C"ffi. I wifh we may : But yet haue I a minde
Cin. Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny. That feares him much :and my mifgiuing ftill
Met. Stand faft together, leaft fome Friend of Ceejars Falles fhrewdly to the purpofe.

Should chance 

Bru. Taike not of ftanding. Publiui good cheere, 
Enter Antony.

Bru. But heere comes Antony :
There is no harme intended to your perfon, Welcome Marl^ Antony.
Nor to no Roman elfe: fo tell them Publius. Ant. O mighty Ctejar I Doft thou lye fo lowe?

Caffi. And leaue vs Publiui, leaft that the people Are all thy Conquefts,Glories,Triumphes,Spoiles,
Ruihing on vs, fliould do your Age fome mifchief'e. Shrunke to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well.

'Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deede, I know not Gentlemen what you intend,
But we the Doers. Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke :

Snter Treboniui. If I my felfe, there is no houre fo fit
CaJJl. Where is Antony ? As Cajars deaths houre ; nor no Inftrument
Treb. Fled to his Houfe amaz'd: Of halfe that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich

Men, Wiues,and Children,ftare,cry out,and run, With the moft Noble blood of all this World.
As it were Doomefday. I do befeech yee, ifyoubeare me hard,

Bru. Fates,we will know your pleafures: Now, whil'ft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake,
That we {hall dye we know, 'tis but the time Fulfill your pleafure. Liue a thoufand yeeres,
And drawing dayes out, that men ftand vpon. I /hall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye.

Cca^. Why he that cuts off twenty yeares of life, No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death,
Cuts offfo many yeares of fearing death. As heere by Ctefar, and by you cut off,

'Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit : The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age.
So are we Ctefars Friends, that haue abridg'd 'Bru. O Antony \ Begge not your death of vs :
His time of fearing death. Stoope Romans, ftoope, Though now we muft appeare bloody and cruell,
And let vs bathe our hands in Ctffars blood As by our hands, and this our prelent Adte
Vp to the Elbowes, and befmeare our Swords: You fee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, And
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And this, the bleeding bufine/Te they haue dore: Bru. You /hall Marly Antony.

Our hearts you fee not, they are pittifull : Caffi. *Brutus,a word with you :
And pitty to the general! wrong of Rome, You know not what you do; Do not confent
As fire driues out fire, fo pitty, pitty That Antony fpeake in his Funerall:
Hath done this deed on defar. For your part, Know you how much the people may be mou'd
To you, our Swords haue leaden points Marty Antony: By that which he will vtter.
Our Armes in ftrength of malice, and our Hearts Bru. By your pardon :
Of Brothers temper, do receiue you in, I will my felfe into the Pulpit firft,
With all kinde loue, good thoughts,and reuerence. And /hew the realbn of our Ctefars death.

Cajfi Your voyce /hall be as ftrong as any mans, What Antony /hall fpeake, I will proteft
In the difpufing of new Dignities. He fpeakes by leaue,and by permifsion:

Bru. Onely be patient, till we haue appeas'd And that we are contented Cafar /hall
The Multitude, befide themfelues with feare, Haue all true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies,
And then, we will deliuer you the caufe, It /hall aduantage more, then do vs wrong.
Why I, that did loue Ciffar when I ftrooke him, Cajfi. I know not what may fall, I like it not.
Haue thus proceeded. Bru. crtfar/^ eAntony, heere take you C<ffars body :

Ant. I doubt not of your Wifedome : You /hall not in your Funerall fpeech blame vs,
Let each man render me his bloody hand. But fpeake all good you can deuife of C<?jar,
Flrft tJWarcut Brutui will 1 /hake with you; And /ay you doo't by our permifsion :
Next Caiut CajffiM do I take your hand ; Elfe /hall you not haue any hand at all
Now Dccita Brutus yours; now yours Metdlut; About his Funerall. And you mall fpeake
Yours Cinna; and my valiant Ctufyi, yours; In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going,
Though laft, not leaft in loue, yours good Trebotiitu _ After my fpeech is ended.
Gentlemen all : Alas,what /hall I fay, Ant. Be it fo :
My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground, I do defire no more.
That one of two bad wayes you muft conceit me, Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow vs. Exeunt.
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. Manet Antony.
That I did loue thee C<?Jar, O 'tis true : O pardon me, thou bleeding peece of Earth :
If then thy Spirit looke vpon vs now, That I am meeke and gentle with thefe Butchers.
Shall it not greeue thee deerer then thy death, Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man
To fee thy Antony making his peace, That euer liued in the Tide of Times.
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes? Woe to the hand that /hed this coftly Blood.
Moft Noble, in the prefence of thy Coarfe, Ouer thy wounds, now do I Prophefie,
Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds, (Which like dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips,
Weeping as faft as they ftreame forth thy blood, To begge the voyce and vtterance of my Tongue)
It would become me better, then to clofe A Curfe /hall light vpon the limbes of men ;
In tearmes of Friend/hip with thine enemies. Domefticke Fury, and fierce Ciuilljftrife,
Pardon me lul'tin, heere was't thou bay'd braue Hart, Shall cumber all the parts of Italy :
Heere did'ft thou fall,and heere thy Hunters ftand Blood and deftruftion /hall be fo in vfe,
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimfon'd in thy Lethee. And dreadfull Obiecls fo familiar,
O World 'thou waft the Forreft to this Hart, That Mothers /hall but fmile, when they behold
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. Their Infants quartered with the hands of Warre:
How like a Deere, ftroken by many Princes, All pitty choak'd with cuftome of fell deeds,
Doft thou heere lye ? And Gfjars Spirit ranging for Reuenge,

Caffi. Mart(_ Antony. With Ate by his fide,come hot from Hell,
Ant. Pardon rne Caltu CaJJtui : Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarkes voyce,

The Enemies of C^efar, ihall fay this: Cry hauocke, and let flip the Dogges of Warre,
Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modeftie. That this foule deede, /hall fmell aboue the earth

Caffi. I blame you not for praifing Ciffar fo, With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall,
But what compact meane you to haue with vs ? Enter Oflauio's Seruant.
Will you be prick'd in number of our Friends, You ferue Ofiauiw Ccefar, do you not?
Or /hall we on. and not depend on you? &r. I do Marine Antony.

Ant. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed Ant. C<ff'2'' d'd write for him to come to Rome.
Sway'd from the point, by looking downe on C&Jar, Ser. He did receiue his Letters, and is comming,
Friends am I with you all, and loue you all,
Vpon this hope, that you /hall giue me Reafons, 

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth 
O Cafar !

Why,and wherein, £?far was dangerous. Ant. Thy heart is bigge : get thee a-part and weepe:
Bru. Or elfe were this a fauage Spectacle : Pafsion I fee is catching from mine eyes,

Our Reafons are fo full of good regard, Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine,
That were you Antony, the Sonne of Cafar, Began to water. Is thy Mafter comming ?
You mould be fatisfied. Ser. He lies to night within feuen Leagues of Rome.

Ant. That's all I feeke, Ant. Poft backe with fpeede,
And am moreouer futor, that I may And tell him what hath chanc'd :
Produce his body to the Market-place, Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friend, No Rome of fafety for Oflauiw yet,
Speake in the Order of his Funerall. Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a-while,

Thou
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Thou fhalt not backe, till I haue borne this courfe Shall be Crown'd in Brutui.
Into the Market place: There fhall I try I. Wee'l bring him to his Houfe,
In my Oration, how the People take With Showts and Clamors.
The cruell iffue of thefe bloody men, Bru. My Country-men.
According to the which, thou fhalt difcourfe 2. Peace,filence, Brutus fpeakes.
To yong Oflaulus, of the ftate of things. I. Peace ho.
Lend me your hand. Exeunt 'Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone,

And (for my fake)ftay heere with Antony:
Enter Brutui and goes into the Pulpit land CaJJi- Do grace to Ctffars Corpes,and grace his Speech

tts, with the Plebeians. Tending to Ctffars Glories, which Marine Antony
(By our permirlion) is allow'd to make.

Pie. We will be fatisfied : let vs be fatisfied. I do intreat you,not a man depart,
'Bru. Then follow me, and giue me Audience friends. Sauelalone, till Antony haue fpoke. Exit

CaJJlus go you into the other ftreete, I Stay ho,and let vs heare Mar^Antony.
And part the Numbers : 3 Let him go vp into the publike Chaire,
Thoie that will heare me fpeake, let 'em ftay heere 5 Wee'l heare him : Noble Antony go vp.
Thofe that will follow Cajfius,ga with him, Ant. For'Brutus fake, I am beholding to you.
And publike Reafons fhall be rendred 4 What does he fay of Brutus?
Of Cajars death. 3 He fayes, for Bruttu fake

l. Pie. I will heare Brutus fpeake. He findes himft-lfe beholding to vs all.
z. I will heare Cajfius,and compare their Reafons, 4 'Twere beft he fpeake no harme of Brutus heere ?

When feuerally we heare them rendred. I This C<ffar was a Tyrant.
3. The Noble Brutus is afcended: Silence. 3 Nay that's certaine :
'Bru. Be patient till the laft. We are bleft that Rome is rid of him.

Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, heare mee for my 2 Peace, let vs heare what Antony can fay.
caufe, and be filent, that you may heare. Beleeue me for Ant. You gentle Romans.
mine Honor, and haue refpedl to mine Honor, that you All. Peace hoe, let vs heare him.
may beleeue. Cenfure me in your Wifedom, and awake An. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears:
your Senfes, that you may the better ludge. If there bee I come to bury £ttfar,not to praife him :
any in this AfTembly, any deere Friend of Ceffars, to him The euill that men do, liues after them,
I fay, that Brutui loue to Cf/ar,was no lelTe then his. If The good is oft enterred with their bones,
then, that Friend demand, why 'Brutus rofe againft Ctt- So let it be with Ctrjar. The Noble 'Brutui,
far, this is my anfwer : Not that I lou'd Ctej'ar leffe, but Hath told you Ctefar was Ambitious :
that I lou'd Rome more. Had you rather Ctefar were li- If it were fo, it was a greeuous Fault,
uing, and dye all .Slaues ; then that Ccefar were dead, to And greeuoufly hath Ctffar anfwer'd it.
liue all Free-men ? As C<zfar lou'd mee, I weepe for him ; Heere, vnder leaue of Brutus. and the reft
as he was Fortunate, I reioyce at it ; as he was Valiant, I (For Brutus is an Honourable man,
honour him : But, as he was Ambitious, I flew him.There So are they all; all Honourable men_J
is Teares, for his Loue : loy, for his Fortune : Honor, for Come I to fpeake in Cafars Funerall.
his Valour : and Death, for his Ambition. Who is heere He was my Friend, faithful!,and iuft to me ;
fo bafe, that would be a Bondman ? If any,fpeak, for him But Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious,
haue I offended. Who is heere fo rude, that would not And *Brutus is an Honourable man.
be a Roman? If any,fpeak, for him haue I offended. Who He hath brought many Captiues home to Rome,
is heere fo vile, that will not loue his Countrey? If any, Whofe Ranfomes, did the generall Coffers fill:
fpeake, for him haue I offended. I paufe for a Reply. Did this in Ciffar feeme Ambitious ?

cAll. None Btutus, none. When that the poore haue cry'de, C<efar hath wept:
Brutus. Then none haue I offended. I haue done no Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuffe,

more to C<*/ar,then you (hall do to 'Brutui. The Quefti- Yet 'Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious :
on of his death, is inroll'd in the Capitoll : his Glory not And 'Brutus is an Honourable man.
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en- You all did fee, that on the Lupercall,
forc'd, for which he fuffered death. I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crowne,

Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition ?

Enter <^MarT^ Antony, with C<efars body. Yet 'Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious :
And fure he is an Honourable man.

Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Marly Antony, who I fpeake not to difprooue what 'Brutus fpoke,
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receiue the be- But heere I am, to fpeake what 1 do know ;
nefit of his dying, a place in the Comonwealth, as which You all did loue him once, not without caufe,
of you fhall not. With this I depart, that as I flewe my What caufe with-holds you then, to mourne for him ?
beft Louer for the good of Rome, I hau'e the fame Dag- O ludgement! thou are fled to brutifh Beafts,
ger for my felfe,when it fhall pleafe my Country to need And Men haue loft their Reafon. Beare with me,
my death. My heart is in the Coffin there with Cxjar,

All. Liue 'Brutus, liue, liue. And I muft pawfe,till it come backe to me.
I. Bring him with Triumph home vnto his houfe. I Me thinkes there is much reafon in his fayings.
2. Giue him a Statue with his Anceftors. 2 If thou confider rightly of the matter,
3. Let him be Ctffar. Cttjar ha's had great wrong. (his place.
4. Ctefars better parts, 3 Ha's hee Mafters ? I feare there will a worfe come in

1 1 4 Marke
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4. Mark'd ye his words? he would not take y Crown, Marke how the blood of Ctefar followed it,

Therefore 'tis certaine,he was not Ambitious., As rufhing out of doores, to be refolu'd
I. If it be found fo, fome will deere abide it. If Brutiafo vnkindely knock'd,or no :
2. Poore foule, his eyes are red as fire with weeping. For ''Brutiu ,-K you know,was Ctejars Angel.
3. There's not a Nobler man in Rome then Antony. Iudge,O you Gods,how deerely Ceejar lou'd him:
4. Now marke him, he begins againe to fpeake. This was the moft vnkindeft cut of all.
Ant. But yefterday, the word of Ccefar might i For when the Noble Ctej'ar faw him ftab,

Haue ftood againft the World : Now lies he there, Ingratitude, more ftrong then Traitors armes,
And none fo poore to do him reuerence. Quite vanquifli'd him:then burft his Mighty heart,
O Maifters ! If 1 were difpos'd to ftirre And in his Mantle, muffling vp his face,
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, Euen at the Bafe of Pompeyes Statue
I /hould do ̂ Brutiu wrong, and Cajjius wrong: (Which all the while ran blood)great Ccefar fell.
Who (you al) know) are Honourable men. O what a fall was there,my Countrymen?
J will not do them wrong : I rather choofe Then I,and you,and all of vs fell downe,
To wrong the dead, to wrong my felfe and you, Whil'ft bloody Treafon flourifli'd ouer vs.
Then I will wrong luch Honourable men. O now you weepe, and I perceiue you feele
But heere's a Pavchment, with the Scale ofCtefar, The dint of pitty : Thefe are gracious droppes.
I found it in his CloiTet, 'tis his Will.: Kinde Soules,what weepe you,when you but behold
Let but the Commons heare this Teftament: Our Cifjan Vefture wounded ? Looke you heere,
fWhich pardon me) I do not meane to reade, Heere is Himfelfe,marr'd as you fee with Traitors.
And they would go and kiffe dead Cxjars wounds, i. O pitteous fpeftacle ]
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood ; 2. O Noble C*jar\
Yea, begge a haire of him for Memory, 3. O wofull day !
And dying, mention it within their Willes, 4. O Traitors, Villaines !
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacie i. O moft bloody fight!
Vnto their iffue. 2. We will be reueng'd : Reuenge

4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it Marly Antony. About, feeke, burne, fire, kill, flay,
All. The Will,the Will; we will heare Co-Jars Will. Let not a Traitor Hue.
Ant. Haue patience gentle Friends,! muft not read it. Ant. Stay Country-men.

It is not meete you know how Ctfjar lou'd you : I. Peace there,heare the Noble Antony.
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 2. Wee'l heare him,wee'l follow him, wee'l dy with
And being men, hearing the Will of C<?Jar, him. (you vp
Jt will inflame you, it will make you mad ; Ant. Good Friends,fweet Friends, let me not ftirre
'Tis good you know not that you are his Heires, To fuch a fodaine Flood of Mutiny :
For if you ihould, O what would come of it? They that haue done this Deede,are honourable.

4 Read the Will, wee'l heare it Antony; What priuate greefes they haue, alas I know not,
You fliall reade vs the Will, Cafars Will. That made them do it : They are Wife,and Honourable,

Ant. Will you be Patient Will you ftay a-while? And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you.
I haue o're-/hot my felfe to tell you of it, I come not (FrlendsJ to fteale away your hearts,
I feare I wrong the Honourable men, I am no Orator, as ̂Brutus is ;
Whofe Daggers haue ftabb'd Ctfjar: I do feare it. But (as you know me all) a plaine blunt man

4 They were Traitors : Honourable men ? That loue my Friend, and that they know full well,
All. The Will.the Teftament. That gaue me publike leaue to fpeake of him:
2 They were Villaines,Murderers:the Will, read the For I haue neyther writ nor words,nor worth,

Will. Aftion, nor Vtterance, nor the power of Speech,
Ant. You will compell me then to read the Will : To ftirre mens Blood. I onely fpeake right on :

Then make a Ring about the Corpcs of Ctfjar, I tell you that, which you your felues do know,
And let me ihewyou him that made the Will: Shew you fweet Ceejars wounds, poor poor dum mouths
Shall I defcend? And will you giue me leaue ? And bid them fpeake for me : But were I "Brutus,

All. Come downe. And ̂ Brutm Antony, there were an Antony
2 Defcend. Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue
3 You (hall haue leaue. In euery Wound of Ctzjar, that fhould moue
4 A Ring, ftand round. The ftones of Rome, to rife and Mutiny.
I Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. *All. Wee'l Mutiny.
2 Roome for Antony, moft Noble Antony. I Wee'l burne the houfe of Brutus.
Ant. Nay preffe not fo vpon me, ftand farre off. 3 Away then, come,feeke the Confpirators.
All. Stand backe: roome,beare backe. Ant. Yet heare me Countrymen,yet heare me fpeake
Ant. If you haue teares,prepare to flied them now. All, Peace hoe,heare Antony,moft Noble Antony.

You all do know this Mantle, I remember Ant.Why Friends, you go to do you know not what:
The firft time euer Caefar put it on, Wherein hath Cxjar thus deferu'd your loues?
'Twas on a Summers Euening in his Tent, Alas you know not, I muft tell you then :
That day he ouercame thtNeruy. You haue forgot the Will I told you of.
Looke,in this place ran Cajjliu Dagger through : All. Moft true,the Will,let's flay and heare the Wil.
See what a rent the enuious Ccu^a made : Ant. Heere is the Will,and vnder Co-Jars Seale:
Through this, the wel-beloued cBrutui ftabb'd, To euery Roman Citizen he giues,
And as he pluck'd his curfed Steele away : To euery feuerall man,feuenty fiue Drachmaes.

2. Pie.
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2 Pie. Moft Noble Ca?$ar ,wee'l reuenge his death. Cin. I am not Cinna the Confpirator.
3 Pie. O Royall Cafar. 4. It is no matter, his name's Cinna, plucke but his
Ant. Heare me with patience. name out of his heart, and turne him going.
All. Peace hoe 3. Teare him,tear him; Come Brands hoe,Firebrands:
Ant. Moreouer, he hath left you all his Walkes, to ISrutM, to Cajjiui, burne all. Some to Ttecliu Houfe,

His priuate Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, and fome to Coin's; fome to Ligarius: Away, go.
On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you, Exeunt all the Plebeians.
And to your heyres for euer : common pleafures
To walke abroad, and recreate your felues.
Heere was a Caesar: when comes fuch another?

I.Pie. Neuer,neuer: come,away,away :
Wee'l burne his body in the holy place, Aftus Quartus.
And with the Brands fire the Traitors houfes.

Take vp the body.
z.Ple. Go fetch fire. Enter Antony, OElauiui, and Lepiduf.
l-P/e. Plucke downe Benches. ^zf.Thefe many then fhall die, their names are prickt
4-P/if. Plucke downe Formes, Windowes,any thing. 0<5?a.Your Brother too muft dyeiconfent you Lepidm ?

Exit Plebeians. Lep. I do confent.
Ant. Now let it worke : Mifcheefe thou art a-foot, Ofia. Pricke him downe Antony.

Take thou what courfe thou wilt. Lep. Vpon condition Publius fhall not liue,
How now Fellow? Who is your Sifters fonne, Marine Antony.

Enter Seruant. Ant. He fhall not liue; looke, with a fpot I dam him.
Ser. Sir, Oftauizu is already come to Rome. But Lepidiu, go you to Ctefars houfe :
Ant. Where is hee ? Fetch the Will hither,and we fhall determine
Ser. He and Lepidut are at Ctefars houfe. How to cut off fome charge in Legacies.
Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him : Lep. What? fhall I finde you heere ?

He comes vpon a wiih. Fortune is merry, Otfa. Or heere, or at the Capitoll. Exit Lepidui
And in this mood will giue vs any thing. Ant. This is a flight vnmeritable man,

Ser. I heard him fay, Bruttu and Cajfius Meet to be fent on Errands: is it fit
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. The three-fold World diuided, he fliould ftand,

Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people One of the three to fhare it ?
How I had moued them. Bring me to Ottauitu. Exeunt OEla. So you thought him,

And tooke his voyce who fhould be prickt to dye
Enter Qinna the Poet,and after him the Plebeians. In our blacke Sentence and Profcription.

Ant. Offauliu, I haue feene more dayes then you,
Cinna. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with Ccfjar, And though we lay thefe Honours on this man,

And things vnluckily charge my Fantafie : To eafe our felues of diuers fland'rous loads,
I haue no will to wander foorth of doores, He fhall but beare them, as the AfTe beares Gold,
Yet fomething leads me foorth. To groane and fwet vnder the Bufineffe,

I. What is your name ? Either led or driuen,as we point the way:
2. Whether are you going ? And hauing brought our Treafure, where we will,
3. Where do you dwell ? Then take we downe his Load,and turne him oft
4. Are you a married man, or a Batchellor? (Like to the empty Afle)to fhake his eares,
2. Anfwer euery man diredtly. And graze in Commons.
I. I,and breefely. OEla. You may do your will:
4. I,and wifely. But hee's a tried, and valiant Souldier.
3. I,and truly,you were beft. Ant. So is my Horfe Oftauim, and for that
Cin. What is my name/ Whether am I going?Where I do appoint him ftore of Prouender.

do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a Batchellour ? Then It is a Creature that I teach to fight,
to anfwer euery man, directly and breefely, wifely and To winde, to ftog, to run diredlly on :
truly : wifely I fay, I am a Batchellor. His corporall Motion, gouern'd by my Spirit,

2 That's as much as to fay, they are fooles that mar- And in fome tafte, is Lepidiu but fo :
rie : you'l beare me a bang for that I feare : proceede di- He muft be taught, and train'd,and bid go forth :
reftly. A barren fpirited Fellow; one that feeds

Cinna. Directly I am going to Ctffars Funerall. On Obieds, Arts,and Imitations.
i. As a Friend, or an Enemy ? Which outofvfe, and ftal'de by other men
Cinna. As a friend. Begin his fafhion. Do not talke of him,
2. That matter is anfwered direftly. But as a property : and now Oflauiui,
4. For your dwelling : breefely. Liften great things. Brntui and Caffiiu,
Cinna. Breefely,I dwell by the Capitoll. Are leuying Powers; We muft ftraight make head :
3. Your name fir,truly. Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd,
Cinna. Truly,my name is Cinna. Our beft Friends made, our meanes ftretcht,
I. Teare him to peeces, hee's a Confpirator. And let vs prefently go fit in Councell,
Cinna. I am Cinna the Poet,I am Cinna the Poet. How couert matters may be beft difclos'd,
4. Teare him for his bad verfes, teare him for his bad And open Perils fureft anfwered.

Verfes. OEla. Let vs do fo : for we are at the ftake,
112 And
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And bayed about with many Enemies, Caffi. That you haue wrong'd me, doth appear in this:
And fome that fmile haue in their hearts I feare You haue condemned, and noted Luciui Pella
Millions of Mifcbeefes. Exeunt For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians ;

Wherein my Letters,praying on his fide,
'Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucillius, and the Army, Titiniui Becaufe I knew the man was flighted off.

and Pindariu meete them. 'Brn. You wrong'd your felfe to write in fuch a cafe.
'Bru. Stand ho. CaJJi. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet
Lucil. Giue the word ho, and Stand. That euery nice offence fhould beare his Comment.
Bru. What now Lucilliuf,\s Caffw neere ? Bru. Let me tell you Caffitu, you your felfe
Lucil. He is at hand, and Pindarui is come Are much condemn'd to haue an itching Palme,

To do you falutation from his Mafter. To fell,and Mart your Offices for Gold
'Bru. He greets me well. Your Mafter Pindarus To Vndeferuers.

In his owne change, or by ill Officers, Caffi. I, an itching Palme ?
Hath giuen me fome worthy caufe to wifh You know that you are 'Brutta that fpeakes this,
Things done, vndone : But if he be at hand Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.
I fhall be fatisfied. 'Bru. The name of CaJJius Honors this corruption,

Pin. I do not doubt And Chafticement doth therefore hide his head.
But that my Noble Mafter will appeare Caffi. Chafticement?
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 'Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remeber :

Bru. He is not doubted,. A word LucilKtu Did not great lulitu bleede for luftice fake ?
How he receiu'd you : let me be refolu'd. What Villaine touch'd his body, that did ftab,

Lucil. With courte/ie,and with refpecl enough, And not for luftice? What? Shall one of Vs,
But not with fuch familiar inftances, That ftrucke the Formoft man of all this World,
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference But for fupporting Robbers : fhall we now,
As he hath vs'd of old. Contaminate our fingers, with baie Bribes ?

Bru. Thou haft defcrib'd And fell the mighty fpace of our large Honors
A hot Friend, cooling : Euer note Lucillius, For fo much trafh,as may be grafped thus?
When Loue begins to ficken and decay I had rather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone,
It vfeth an enforced Ceremony. Then fuch a Roman.
There are no trickes, in plaine and fimple Faith : Caffi. Brutuf, baite not me,
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand, He not indure it : you forget your felfe
Make gallant ihew, and promife of their Mettle : To hedge me in. I am a Souldier, I,

Latv March "within. Older in practice, Abler then your felfe
But when they fhould endure the bloody Spurre, To make Conditions.
They fall their Crefts, and like deceitfull lades 'Bru. Go too : you are not Caffiui.
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on ? Caffi. I am.

Lucil.They meane this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 'Bru. I fay, you are not.
The greater part, the Horfe in generall Caffi. Vrge me no more, I mail forget my felfe :
Are come with Caffwi. Haue minde vpon your health : Tempt me no farther.

Enter Caffius and his Potters. Bru. Away flight man.
'Bru. Hearke, he is arriu'd : Caffi. Is'tpoflible?

March gently on to meete him. 'Bru, Heare me, for I will fpeake.
Caffi. Stand ho. Muft 1 giue way, and roome to your rafh Choller ?
Bru. Stand ho, fpeake the word along. Shall I be frighted, when a Madman flares ?

Stand. Caffi. O ye Gods,ye Gods, Muft I endure all this?
Stand. Bru. All this? I more : Fret till your proud hart break.
Stand. Go mew your Slaues how Chollericke you are,

Caffi. Moll Noble Brother,you haue done me wrong. And make your Bondmen tremble. Muft I bouge ?
Bru. ludge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? Muft I obferue you ? Muft I ftand and crouch

And if not fo, how fhould I wrong a Brother. Vnder your Teftie Humour ? By the Gods,
Caffi.^Bruttts, this fober forme of yours, hides wrongs, You fhall digeft the Venom of your Spleene

And when you do them 
'Brut. Caffitu, be content, 

Though it do Split you. For, from this day forth,
He vfe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter

Speake your greefes foftly, I do know you well. When you are Wafpifh.
Before the eyes of both our Armies heere Caffi. Is it come to this ?
(Which mould perceiue nothing but Loue from vs) 'Bru. You fay, you are a better Souldier :
Let vs not wrangle. Bid them moue away : Let it appeare fo; make your vaunting true,
Then in my Tent Cajfitu enlarge your Greefes, And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine owne part,
And I will giue you Audience. I /hall be glad to learne of Noble men.

CaJJi. Pindaruiy Caff. You wrong me euery way :
Bid our Commanders leade their Charges off You wrong me Brutui :
A little from this ground. I faide, an Elder Souldier, not a Better.

'Bru. Lucilliui, do you the like, and let no man Did I fay Better?
Come to our Tent, till we haue done our Conference. Bru. If you did, I care not. (me.
Let Luciui and Titinius guard our doore. Exeunt Caff". When Cxjar liu'd,he durft not thus haue mou'd

Manet Brutui and Caffiui. ?.Peace,peace,you durft not fo haue tempted him.
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I durft not. CaJJl. Haue not you loue enough to beare with me,

Bru. No. When that rafh humour which my Mother gaue me
Caffi. What? durft not tempt him ? Makes me forgetfull.
Bru. For your life you durft not. Bru. Yes Cafsius,and from henceforth
Caffi. Do not prefume too much vpon my Loue, When you are ouer-earneft with your Brutus,

I may do that I fhall be lorry for. Hee'l thinke your Mother chides, and leaueyou fo.
'Bru. You haue done that you mould be forry for.

There is no terror Caffiusin your threats; Enter a Poet.
For I am Arm'd fo ftrong in Honefty, Poet. Let me go in to fee the Generals,
That they pafie by me, as the idle winde, There is fome grudge betweene 'em, 'tis not meete
Which I refpecl not. I did fend to you They be alone.
For certaine lummes of Gold, which you deny'd me, Lucil. You fhall not come to them.
For I can raife no money by vile meanes : Poet. Nothing but death fhall ftay me.
By Heauen, I had raiher Coine my Heart, Caf. How now? What's the matter?
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, then to wring Poet. For fhame you Generals; what do you meane ?
From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile trafh Loue,and be Friends,as two fuch men fhould bee,
By any indirection. I did fend For I haue feene more yeeres I'me fure then yee.
To you for Gold to pay my Legions, Caf. Ha,ha,how vildely doth this Cynicke rime?
Which you deny'd me : was that done like Cajfius? 'Bru. Get you hence firra : Sawcy Fellow,hence.
Should I haue anfwer'd Caws CaJJius fo ? Caf. Beare with him Brutus,'tK his fafhion.
When Marcus Brutus growes fo Couetous, Brut. He know his humor, when he knowes his time :
To locke fuch Rafcall Counters from his Friends, What fliauld the Warres do with thefe ligging Fooles ?
Be ready Gods with all yourThunder-bolts, Companion,hence.
Dafh him to peeces. Caf. Away,away be gone. Exit Poet

CaJJl. I deny'd you not. Bru. Lucillius and Titinius bid the Commanders
Bru. You did. Prepare to lodge their Companies to night.
CaJJl. I did not. He was but a Foole Caf. And come your felues, & bring MeJJala with you

That brought my anfwer back..iBrutus hath riu'd my hart: Immediately to vs.
A Friend fhould beare his Friends infirmities; 'Bru. Lucius,* bowle of Wine.
But Brutus makes mine greater then they are. Caf. I did not thinke you could haue bin fo angry.

'Bru. I do not, till you praftice them on me. 'Bru. O CaJJius, I am ficke of many greefes.
CaJJl. You loue me not. CaJ. Of your Philofophy you make no vfe,
'Bru. I do not like your faults. If you giue place to accidentall euils.
CaJJl- A friendly eye could neuer fee fuch faults. Bru. No man beares forrow better. Portia is dead.
Bru. A Flatterers would not, though they do appeare CaJ. Ha? Portai?

As huge as high Olympus. 'Bru. She is dead.
CaJJl. Come Antony, andyong Oflauius come,l Caf. How fcap'd I killing,when I croft you fo ?

Reuenge your felues alone on CaJJius, O infupportable, and touching loffe !
For CaJJius is a-weary of the World : Vpon what ficknefle?
Hated by one he loues, brau'd by his Brother, 'Bru. Impatient of my abfence,
Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obferu'd, And greefe, that yong Oftauius with Marl(_ Antony
Set in a Note-booke, learn'd,and con'd by roate Haue made themfelues fo ftrong : For with her death
To caft into my Teeth. O I could weepe That tydings came. With this fhe fell diftraft,
My Spirit from mine eyes. There is my Dagger, And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow'd fire.
And heere my naked Breaft: Within,a Heart CaJ. And dy'd fo?
Deererthen Pluto's, Mine, Richer then Gold: 'Bru. Euen fo.
If that thou bee'ftaRoman, take it foorth. Caf. O ye immortall Gods !
I that deny'd thee Gold, will giue my Heart: Enter 'Boy with Wine, and Tapers.
Strike as thou did'ft at Ccejar : For 1 know, Bru. Speak no more of her:Giue me a bowl of wine,
When thou did'ft hate him worft, y loued'ft him better In this I bury all vnkindnefle Cajsius. Drinks
Then euer thou loued'ft CaJJius. CaJ. My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge.

'Bru. Sheath your Dagger : * Fill Lucius, till the Wine ore-fwell the Cup :
Be angry when you will, it fhall haue fcope : I cannot drinke too much ofBrutia loue.
Do what you will, Dishonor, fhall be Humour.
O CaJJius, you are yoaked with a Lam be Enter Titiniuf and MeJJala.
That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire,
Who much inforced, fhewes a haftie Sparke, 'Brutus. Come in Titinitu:
And ftraite is cold agen. Welcome good cflfeffala:

CaJJl. Hath CaJJius liu'd Now fit we clofe about this Taper heere,
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his 'Brutus, And call in queftion our neceffities.
When greefe and blood ill temper'd, vexeth him ? Caff. "Portia, art thou gone ?

'Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill remper'd too.s Bru. No more I pray you.
CaJJl. Do you confeffe fo much? Giue me your hand. MeJJala, I haue heere receiued Letters,
'Bru. And my heart too. That yong QElauiui, and Marke Antony
CaJJl. O 'Brutus \ Come downe vpon vs with a mighty power,
Bru. What's the matter ? Bending their Expedition toward Fbiliffi.

11 3 Me/.
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Meff. My felfe haue Letters of the felfe-fame Tenure. Early to morrow will we rife, and hence.
Bru. With what Addition. Enter Luciui.

Meff. That by proscription,and billes of Outlarie, Bru. Lucius my Gowne: farewell good Meffala,
Ofiauiui, Antony, and Lepidui, Good night Titinius : Noble, Noble Caffuu,
Haue put to death,an hundred Senators. Good night,and good repofe.

Bru. Therein our Letters do not well agree : Caffi. O my deere Brother :
Mine fpeake of feuenty Senators, that dy'de This was an ill beginning of the night:
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one. Neuer come fuch diuifion 'tweene our foules :

Caffi. Cicero one ? Let it not Brutus.
Meffa.Cicero is dead,and by that order of profcription Enter Luciiu toith the Gowne.

Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 'Brn. Euery thing is well.
Bru. No Meffala. Cajji. Good night my Lord.
Meffa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 'Bru. Good night good Brother.
Bru. Nothing Meffala. 'Tit. Meffa. Good night Lord Brutus.
Meffa. That me thinkes is ftrange. 'Bru. Farwell euery one. Exeunt.
Bru. Why aske you ? Giue me the Gowne. Where is thy Inftrument ?

Heare you ought of her,in yours? Luc. Heere in the Tent.
Meffa. No my Lord. 'Bru. What, thou fpeak'fb drowfily?
'Bru. Now as you are a Roman tell me true. Poore knaue I blame thee not, thou art ore-watch'd.
<3tfeffa. Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell, Call Claudia, and fome other of my men,

For certaine /he is dead,and by ftrange manner. He haue them fleepe on Cushions in my Tent.
'Bru. Why farewell Portia: We muft die Meffala: Luc. f^arrus,and Claudia.

With meditating that /he muft dye once, Enter Varrus and Claudia.
I haue the patience to endure it now. Var. Cals my Lord ?

cMeffa. Euen fo great men, great loffes /hold indure. 'Bru. I pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe,
Cafft. I haue as much of this in Art as you, It may be I fhall raife you by and by

But yet my Nature could not beare it fo. On bufineffe to my Brother Cafflus.
Bru. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinke Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand,

Of marching to Philipfi prefently. And watch your pleafure.
Caffi. I do not thinke it good. Bru. I will it not haue it fo : Lye downe good firs,
Bru. Your reafon ? It may be I /hall otherwife bethinke me.
Caffi. This it is : Looke Lucius, heere's the booke I fought for fo :

'Tis better that the Enemie feeke vs, I put it in the pocket of my Gowne.
So /hall he wafte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, Luc. I was fure your Lord/hip didmot giue it me.
Doing himfelfe offence, whil'ft we lying ftill, Bru. Beare with me good Boy, I am much forgetful!.
Are full of reft, defence,and nimblenefTe. Canft thou hold vp thy heauie eyes a-while,

'Bru.Good reafons muft of force giue place to better : And touch thy Inftrument a ftraine or two.
The people 'twixt Pbilippi, and this ground Luc. I my Lord, an't pleafe you.
Do ftand but in a forc'd affeclion : 'Bru. It does my Boy:
For they haue grug'd vs Contribution. I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.
The Enemy, marching along by them, Luc. It is my duty Sir.
By them /hall make a fuller number vp, 'Brut. I fhould not vrge thy duty paft thy might,
Come on refre/ht, new added, and encourag'd : I know yong bloods looke for a time of reft.
From which aduantage fhall we cut him off. Luc. I haue flept my Lord already.
If at Philifpi we do face him there, 'Bru. It was well done,and thou /halt fleepe againe:
Thefe people at our backe. I will not hold thee long. If 1 do liue,

Caffi. Heare me good Brother. I will be good to thee,
'Bru. Vnder your pardon. You muft note befide, Muficke, and a Sang.

That we haue tride the vtmoft of our Friends: This is a fleepy Tune : O Murd'rous flumbler J
Our Legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe, Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace vpon my Boy,
The Enemy encreafeth euery day, That playes thee Muficke ? Gentle knaue good night:
We at the height, are readie to decline. I will not do thee fo mufh wrong to wake thee :
There is a Tide in the affayres of men, If thou do'ft nod, thou break'ft thy Inftrument,
Which taken at the Flood, leades on to Fortune : lie take it from thee, and (good Boy)good night.
Omitted, all the voyage of their life, Let me fee, let me fee; is not the Leafe turn'd downe
Is bound in Shallowes,and in Miferies. Where I left reading^ Heere it is I thinke.
On fuch a full Sea are we now a-float, Enter the Gboft of Cuefar.
And we muft take the current when it ferues, How ill this Taper burnes. Ha ! Who comes heere ?
Or loofe our Ventures. I thinke it is the weakeneffe of mine eyes

Caffi. Then with your will go on : wee'l along That /hapes this monftrous Apparition.
Our felues, and meet them at Philippi. It comes vpon me : Art thou any thing ?

'Bru. The deepe of night is crept vpon our talke, Art thou fome God, fome Angell, or fome Diuell
And Nature muft obey Neceffitie, That mak'ft my blood cold, and my haire to ftare ?
Which we will niggard with a little reft: Speake to me, what thou art.
There is no more to fay. Gboft. Thy euill Spirit BrutM?

Caffi. No more, good night, Bru. Why com'ft thou ?
Ghofl.
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Gboji. To tell thee thou /halt fee me at Philifpi. Make forth, the Generals would haue fome words.
Brut. Well : then I fliall fee thee againe ? Off. Stirre not vntill the Signall.
Gboft. I, at Pbilippi. Bru. Words before blowes : is it fo Countrymen?
Brut. Why I will fee thee at Philifpi then: Ocla. Not that we loue words better,as you do.

Now I haue taken heart, thou vaniflieft. Bru.Good words are better then bad ftrokes OElauius.
Ill Spirit, I would hold more talke with thee. An.ln your bad ftrokes 'Brutus, you giue good words
Boy, Lucius, VarriM, Claudia, Sirs : Awake ". Witneffe the hole you made in Ctejars heart,
Claudia. Crying long Hue, Haile Ccejar.

Luc. The firings my Lord, are falfe. CaJJl. Antony,
Bru. He thinkes he ftillis at his Inftrument. The pofture of your blowes are yet vnknowne ;

Lucius, awake. But for your words, they rob the Hibla Bees,
Luc. My Lord. And leaue them Hony-leffe.
'Bru. Did'ft thou dreame Lucw, that thou fo cryedft Ant. Not ftingleffe too.

out? 'Bru. O yes, and foundleffe too :
Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. For you haue ftolne their buzzing Antony,
'Bru, Yes that thou did'ft : Did'ft thou fee any thing? And very wifely threat before you fting.
Luc. Nothing my Lord. Ant. Villains: you did not fo, when your vile daggers
Bru. Sleepe againe Lucitu: Sirra Claudio, Fellow, Hackt one another in the (ides of Cuefar :

Thou: Awake. You fhew'd your teethes like Apes,
Var. My Lord. And fawn'd like Hounds,
Cleeu. My Lord. And bow'd like Bondmen, kiffing Ctefars teete ;
'Bru. Why did you fo cry out firs,in your fleepe ? Whil'ft damned CMkfi 'ike a Curre, behinde
Both. Did we my Lord ? Strooke C^far on the necke. O you Flatterers.
Bru. I : faw you any thing? Cajji. Flatterers?Now 'Brutus thanke your felfe,
Var. No my Lord, 1 faw nothing. This tongue had not offended fo to day,
£,lau. Nor I my Lord. If Cajjius might haue rul'd.
'Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Cafftui : Ocla. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make vs fwet,

Bid him fet on his Powres betimes before, The proofe of it will turne to redder drops:
And we will follow. Looke, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators,

Both. It /hall be done my Lord. Exeunt When thinke you that the Sword goes vp againe ?
Neuer till Cajars three and thirtie wounds
Be well aueng'dj or till another C<?far
Haue added flaughter to the Sword of Traitors.

Attus Quintus. 'Brut. C<efar, thou canft not dye by Traitors hands,
Vnleffe thou bring'ft them with thee.

Offa. So I hope:
I was not borne to dye on 'Brutus Sword.

Snter OclauiuA, Antony ,and their Army. Bru. O if thou wer't the Nobleft of thy Straine,
Ofia. Now Antony, our hopes are anfwered , Yong-man, thou could'ft not dye more honourable.

You faid the Enemy would not come downe, Cajji. A peeuifli School-boy, worthies of fuch Honor
But keepe the Hilles and vpper Regions: loyn'd with a Masker, and a Reueller.
It proues not fo : their battailes are at hand, Ant. Old Ca/ius ftill.
They meane to warne vs at Pbilippi heere : Ocla. Come tAntony : away:
Anfwering before we do demand of them. Defiance Traitors, hurle we in your teeth.

Ant. Tut I am in their bofomes,and I know If you dare fight to day, come to the Field ;
Wherefore they do it : They could be content If not, when you haue ftomackes.
To vifit other places,and come downe Exit Oclauius, Antony, and Army
With fearefull brauery: thinking by this face Cajji. Why now blow winde, fwell Billow,
To fatten in our thoughts that they haue Courage ; And fwimme Barke :
But 'tis not fo. The Storme is vp, and all is on the hazard.

Enter a MeJJenger. 'Bru. Ho Lucillius,ln.ea.rke, a word with you.
Mef. Prepare you Generals, Lucillivi and Meffala ftand forth.

The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew: Luc. My Lord.
Their bloody figne of Battell is hung out, Cajji Meffala.
And fomething to be done immediately. MeJJa. What fayes my Generall ?

tAnt. Oclauiut, leade your Battaile foftly on Cajji. <&fej/ala,this is my Birth-day : as this very day
Vpon the left hand of the euen Field. Was CaJJiui borne. Giue me thy hand Meffala:

Ocla. Vpon the right hand I, keepe thou the left. Be thou my witneffe, that againft my will
Ant. Why do you croffe me in this exigent. (As Pompey was) am I compell'd to fet
Ocla. I do not croffe you : but I will do fo. March. Vpon one Battell all our Liberties.

You know, that I held Epicurus ftrong,
Tlrum. Snter Brutus, CaJJiui, & their Army. And his Opinion : Now 1 change my minde,

Bru. They ftand.and would haue parley. And partly credit things that do prefage.
Cajji. Stand faft Titinius, we muft out and talke. Comming from Sardis, on our former Enfigne
Ocla. Mar{ Antony, fliall we giue figne of Battaile ? Two mighty Eaglesfell, and there they pearch'd,
Ant. No Cizfar,we will anfwer on their Charge. Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands, Who
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Who to Pbiliffi heere conforted vs : Who hauing fome aduantage on Offauius,
This Morning are they fled away,and gone, Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers fell to fpoyle,
And in their fteeds, do Rauens, Crowes, and Kites Whil'ft we by Antony are all inclos'd.
Fly ore our heads,and downward looke on vs
As we were fickely prey; their fhadowes feeme Enter Pindarus.
A Canopy moft fatall, vnder which
Our Army lies, ready to giue vp the Ghoft. Find. Fly further off my Lord : flye further off,

<L^feJJa. Beleeue not fo. Mar^ Antony is in your Tents my Lord :
Cajji. I but beleeue it partly, Fiye therefore Noble CaJJius, flye farre off.

For I am fre/h of fpirir, and refolu'd Caffi, This Hill is farre enough. Looke,look Titinius
To meete all perils, very conftantly. Are thofe my Tents where 1 perceiue the fire ?

Bru. Euen fo Ludllius. Tit. They are, my Lord.
Qaffi. Now moft Noble ̂Brutus, Caffi. Titiniuf, if thou loueft me,

The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we may Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres in him,
Louers in peace, leade on our dayes to age. Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopes
But fince the affayresof men reftsftill incertaine, And heere againe, that I may reft affur'd
Let's reafon with the worft that may befall. Whether yond Troopes, are Friend or Enemy.
If we do lofe this Battaile, then is this Tit. I will be heere againe, euen with a thought.Exit.
The very laft time we fhall fpeake together: Cajji. Go Pindarus, get higher on that hill,
What are you then determined to do .? My light was euer thicke : regard Titinius,

Bru. Euen by the rule of that Philofophy, And tell me what thou not'ft about the Field.
By which I did blame Ca!oi f°r the death This day I breathed firft, Time is come round,
Which he did giue himfelfe, I know not how : And where I did begin, there fhall I end,
But I do finde it Cowardly, and vile, My life is run hiscompafTe. Sirra, what newes?
For feare of what might fall, fo to preuent Find. cAboue. O my Lord.
The time of life, arming my felfe with patience, Caffi. What newes ?
To ftay the prouidence of fome high Powers, Find. Titinius is enclofed round about
That gouerne vs below. With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spurre,

CaJJl, Then, if we loofe this Battaile, Yet he fpurres on. Now they are almoft on him :
You are contented to be led in Triumph Now Titinius. Now fome light : O he lights too.
Thorow the ftreets of Rome. Hee's tane. Sho-ppt.

Bru. No CaJJius, no : And hearke, they fhout for ioy.
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, Caffi. Come downe, behold no more :
That euer Brutus will go bound to Rome, O Coward that I am, to Hue fo long,
He beares too great a minde. But this fame day To fee my beft Friend tane before my face.
iMuft end that worke, the Ides of March begun. Enter Pindarus.
And whether we fhall meete againe, I know not : Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take thee Prifoner,
Therefore our euerlafting farewell take: And then I fwore thee, fauing of thy life,
For euer,and for euer, farewell CaJJius, That whatfoeuer I did bid thee do,
If we do meete againe, why we ftiall fmile ; Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now, keepe thine oath,
If not, why then this parting was well made. Now be a Free-man, and with this good Sword

Caffi. For euer,and for euer, farewell Brutus: That ran through C<xjars bowels, fearch this bofome.
If we do meete againe, wee'l fmile indeede 5 Stand not to anfwer: Heere, take thou the Hilts,
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. And when my face is couer'd,as 'tis now,

Bru. Why then leade on. O that a man might know Guide thou the Sword Cdjar,thou art reueng'd,
The end of this dayes bufineffe, ere it come : Euen with the Sword that kill'd thee.
But it fufficeth, that the day will end, Pin. So, I am free,
And then the end is knowne. Come ho, away. Exeunt. Yet would not fo haue beene

Durft I haue done my will.O CaJJius,
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meffala. Farre from this Country Pindarus /hall run,

Where neuer Roman fhall take note of him.

'Bru. Ride, ride Meffala, ride and giue thefe Billes
Vnto the Legions,on the other fide. Snter Titinius and Meffala.

Lowd Alarum. Meffa. It is but change, Titinius : for Oflauius
Let them fet on at once : for I perceiue Is ouerthrowne by Noble Brutus power,
But cold demeanor in Otfauld's wing : As CaJJius Legions are by Antony.
And fodaine pufli giues them the ouerthrow : Titin. Thefe tydings will well comfort CaJJius.
Ride, ride Me/ala, let them all come downe. Exeunt Meffa. Where did you leaue him.

Titin. All difconfolate,
Alarums. Enter CaJJius and Titinius. With Pindarus his Bondman,on this Hill.

Meffa. Is not that he that lyes vpon the ground ?
Cajji. O looke Titinius, looke, the Villaines flye : Titin. He lies not like the Liuing. O my heart!

My felfe haue to mine owne turn'd Enemy: MeJJa. Is not that hee ?
This Enfigne heere of mine was turning backe, Titin. No, this was he Meffala,
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. But CaJJius is no more. O fetting Sunne :

Titin. O Cajjlui, Brutus gaue the word too early, As in thy red Rayes thou doeft finke to night j
So
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So in his red blood Cafsius day is fet. Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Brutus.
The Sunne of Rome is fet. Our day is gone, Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe ?
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titinius,
Miftruft of my fucceffe hath done this deed. And may'ft be honour'd, being Gate's Sonne.

Meffa. Miftruft of good fuccefle hath done this deed. Sold. Yeeld, or thou dyeft.
O hatefull Error, Melancholies Childe : Luc. Onely I yeeld to dye :
Why do'ft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight:
The things that are not ? O Error foone conceyu'd, Kill 'Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.
Thou neuer corrTft vnto a happy byrth, Sold. We muft not : a Noble Prifoner.
But kil'ft the Mother that engendred thee.

Til. What Pindartu* Where art thou Pindartu* Enter ̂Antony.
Mffja. Seeke him Tit'mius, whilft I go to meet 2.Sold. Roome hoe : tell Antony, Brutus is tane.

The Noble Brutus, thrufting this report i .Sold. He tell thee newes.Heere comes the Generall,
Into his eares; I may fay thrufting it : Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord.
For piercing Steele, and Darts inuenomed, Ant. Where is hee ?
Shall be as welcome to the eares of'Brutus, Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enough :
As tydings of this fight. I date affure thee, that no Enemy

Tit. Hye you Meffala, Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brutus :
And I will feeke for Pindarus the while : The Gods defend him from fo great a fhame,
Why did'ft thou fend me forth braue Cafsius ? When you do finde him, or aliue, or dead,
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they He will be found like Brutus, like himfelfe.
Put on my Browes this wreath of Viftorie, Ant. This is not 'Brutus friend, but I affure you,
And bid me giue it thee? Did'ft thou not heare their A prize no lefTe in worth ; keepe this man fafe,
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued euery thing. (fhowts? Giue him all kindnefle. I had rather haue
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, Such men my Friends, then Enemies. Go on,
Thy Brutus bid me giue it thee, and I And fee where Brutus be aliue or dead,
Will do his bidding. 'Brutus, come apace, And bring vs word, vnto O&auius Tent:
And fee how I regarded Caius Cafsius : How euery thing is chanc'd. Exeunt.
By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part,
Come Cafsius Sword, and finde Titinius hart. Dies Enter 'Brutus, Dardanitu, Clitui, Strata,

and 'Uolumniui.

Alarum. Enter'Brutus, Meffala,yong Cato, 'Brut. Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this
Strata, Folumnius , and Lucillius. Rocke.

Bru. Where, where Meffala, doth his body lye ? Clit. Statillitu fhew'd the Torch-light, but my Lord
Meffa. Loe yonder, and Titinius mourning it. He came not backe: he is or tane,or flaine.
'Bru. Titinius face is vpward. 'Brut. Sit thee downe, Clitta : flaying is the word,
Cato. He is flaine. It is a deed in fafhion. Hearke thee, Clitiu.
Bru. O lulius C<efar, thou art mighty yet, Clit. What I, my Lord ? No,not for all the World.

Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords Brut. Peace then, no words.
In our owne proper Entrailes. Low Alarums. Clit. He rather kill my felfe.

Cato. Braue Titinius, Brut. Hearke thee, Dardanitu.
Looke where he haue not crown'd dead Cafsius. Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed?

Bru. Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefe ? Clit. O Dardanius.
The laft of all the Romans, far thee well : Dard. O Clitta.
It is impoffible, that euer Rome Clit. What ill requeft did 'Brutus make to thee ?
Should breed thy fellow.Friends I owe mo teares Dard. To kill him, C//fttj : looke he meditates.
To this dead man, then you fhall fee me pay. Clit. Now is that Noble Veffell full of griefe,
I fhall finde time, Cafsius : I fhall finde time. That it runnes ouer euen at his eyes.
Come therefore, and to Tbarfus fend his body, Brut. Come hither, good 1Jolumniuf,l\& a word.
His Funerals fhall not be in our Campe, Volum. What fayes my Lord ?
Leaft it difcomfort vs. Lucillius come, 'Brut. Why this, Volumnnu :
And come yong Cato, let vs to the Field, The Ghoft of C<zfar hath appear'd to me
Labio and Flauio fet our Battailes on : Two feuerall times by Night: at Sardis,once ;
'Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night, And this laft Night, here in Philippi fields :
We fhall try Fortune in a fecond fight. Exeunt. I know my houre is come.

Volum. Not fo, my Lord.
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lucillius, Brut. Nay,I am fure it \^,Valumnmi.

and Flauius. Thou feeft the World,Volumniw,how it goes,
'Bru. Yet Country-men : O yet, hold vp your heads. Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit: Low Alarums.
Cato. What Baftard doth not? Who will go with me? It is more worthy, to leape in our felues,

I will proclaime my name about the Field. Then tarry till they pufh vs. Good Volumn'nu,
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato, hoe. Thou know'ft, that we two went to Schoole together :
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Countries Friend. Euen for that our loue of old, I prethee
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato, hoe. Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileft I runne on it.

Enter Souldiers,and fight. Vol. That's not an Office for a friend, my Lord.
And I am 'Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I, Alarum Hill.

Clit. Fly,
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C/y. Fly, flye my Lord, there is no tarrying heere. My Mafters man. Strata, where is thy Mafter?
*Bru. Farewell to you, and you, and you VolumniM. Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in MeJJala,

Strata, thou haft bin all this while afleepe : The Conquerors can but make a fire of him :
Farewell to thee, to Strata, Countrymen : For Brutiu onely ouercame himfelfe,
My heart doth ioy, that yet in all my life, And no man elfe hath Honor by his death.
I found no man, but he was true to me. Lticil. So Brutus fhould be found. I thank thee Brutiu
I ihall haue glory by this loofing day That thou haft prou'd Lucilliui laying true,
More then Oftauitu, and Marly ^Antony, Ofia. All that feru'd 'Brutus,! will entertaine them.
By this vile Conqueft fhall attaine vnto. Fellow,wilt thou beftow thy time with me?
So fare you well at once, for Brutiu tongue Stra. I,if Meffala will preferre me to you.
Hath almoft ended his liues Hiftory : Ofia. Do fo,good Meffala.
Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would reft, <JV[effa. How dyed my Mafter Strata ?
That haue but labour'd, to attaine this houre. Stra. I held the Sword,and he did run on it.

Meffa. OBau'nu, then take him to follow thee,
Alarum. Cry-within, Flye, flye, flye. That did the lateft feruice to my Mafter.

Cly. Fly my Lord, flye. Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all :
Bru. Hence : I will follow : All the Confpirators faue onely hee,

I prythee Strata, ftay thou by thy Lord, Did that they did, in enuy of great C<efar:
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpeft: He, onely in a generall honeft thought,
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of Honor in it, And common good to all, made one of them.
Hold then my Sword, and turne away thy face, ] His life was gentle, and the Elements
While I do run vpon it. Wilt thou Strata ? So mixtin him, that Nature might ftand vp,

Stra. Giue me your hand firft. Fare you wel my Lord. And fay to all the world; This was a man.
Bru. Farewell good Strata. Ctefar, now be ftili, Ofia. According to his Vertue, let vs vfe him

I kill'd not thee with halfe fo good a will. Dyes. Withall Refpeft.and Rites of Buriall.
Within my Tent his bones to night fhall ly,

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, Oflauius, Meffala, Moft like a Souldier ordered Honourably :
Lucillius, and the Army. So call the Field to reft, and let's away,

Ofia. What man is that? To part the glories of this happy day. Exeunt ornnes.

FINIS.
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zAttus ^Primus. Sccena ̂ Prima.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. King. O valiant Coufin, worthy Gentleman.
Cap. As whence the Sunne 'gins his reflection,

1 Hen fliall we three meet againe? Shipwracking Stormes, and direfull Thunders:
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine ? So from that Spring, whence comfort feem'd to come,
2. When the Hurley-burley's done, Difcomfort fvvells: Marke King of Scotland, marke,

When the Battaile's loft,and wonne. No fooner luftice had, with Valour arm'd,

3. That will be ere the fet of Sunne. Compell'd thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heeles,
i. Where the place? But the Norweyan Lord, furueying vantage,

2. Vpon the Heath. With furbuftt Armes, and new lupplyes of men,
3. There to meet with Macbeth. Began a fre/h affault.
I. I come, Gray-Malkjn. King. Difmay'd not this our Captaines, Macbeth and
All. Padoc\_ calls anon: faire is foule, and foule is faire, ^Banquoh ?

Houer through the fogge and filthie ayre. Exeunt. Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes,Eagles;
Or the Hare, the Lyon :
If I fay footh, I muft report they were

Scena Secunda. As Cannons ouer-charg'd with double Cracks,
So they doubly redoubled ftroakes vpon the Foe :
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds,
Or memorize another Golgotha,

Alarum within. Enter King o^falcome, Donal- I cannot tell: but I am faint,
baine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting My Gafhes cry for helpe.

a bleeding Captains. King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds,
They Imack of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons.

King. What bloody man is that ? he can report,
As feemeth by his plight, of the Reuolt Enter RoJJe and Angui.
The neweft ftate. Who comes here ?

Mai. This is the Serieant, Mai. The worthy Thane of RofTe.
Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought Lenox. What a hafte lookes through his eyes?
'Gainft my Captiuitie : Haile braue friend ; So fhould he looke, that feemes to fpeake things ftrange.
Say to the King, the knowledge of the Broyle, RoJJe. God faue the King.
As thou didft leaue it. King. Whence cam'ft thou, worthy Thane f

Cap. Doubtfull it flood, RoJJe. From FifFe, great King,
As two fpent Swimmers, that doe cling together, Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie,
And choake their Art: The mercilefTe Macdonwald And fanne our people cold.
(Worthie to be a Rebell, for to that Norway himfelfe, with terrible numbers,
The multiplying Villanies of Nature Affifted by that moft difloyall Traytor,
Doe fwarme vpon him) from the Wefterne Ifles The Thane of Cawdor, began a dilmall Conflict,
Of Kernes and Gallowgrofles is fupply'd, Till that fBellona's Bridegroome, lapt in proofe,
And Fortune on his damned Quarry fmiling, Confronted him with felfe-compariions,
Shew'd like a Rebells Whore : but all's too weake : Point againft Point,rebellious Arme 'gainft Arme,
For braue Macbeth (well hee deferues that Name) Curbing his lauirti fpirit: and to conclude,
Difdayning Fortune, with his brandifht Steele, The Viclorie fell on vs.
Which fmoak'd with bloody execution King. Great happinefle.
(Like Valours Minion) caru'd out his paflage, RoJJe. That now, Sweno, the Norwayes King,
Till hee fac'd the Slaue: Craues compofition :
Which neu'r fhooke hands, nor bad farwell to him, Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men,
Till he vnfeam'd him from the Naue toth'Chops, Till he disburfed, at Saint Qolmes ynch,
And fix'd his Head vpon our Battlements. Ten thouland Dollars, to our generall vfe.

King. No
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132 The Tragedie of ̂ Macbeth.
King. No more that Thane of Cawdor A.ill deceiue Mac. Speake if you can : what are you ?

Our Bofome intereft : Goe pronounce his prefent death, I. All haile Macbetb,hz\le to thee Thane of Glamis.
And with his former Title greet Macbeth. a. All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thane of Cawdor.

Roffe. He fee it done. 3. All haile Macbeth,thzt ftialt be King hereafter,
King. What he hath loft, Noble Macbeth hath wonne. *Banq. Good Sir, why doe you ftart,and feeme to feare

Exeunt. Things that doe found fo faire? i'th'name of truth
Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed
Which outwardly ye fliew ? My Noble Partner
You greet with prefent Grace,and great prediction

Scena 'Tertia. Of Noble hauing, and of Royall hope,
That he feemes wrapt withall: to me you fpeake not.
If you can looke into the Seedes of Time,
And fay, which Graine will grow,and which will not,

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. Speake then to me, who neyther begge,nor feare
Your fauors, nor your hate.

I. Where haft thou beene,Sifter ? 1. Hayle.
2. Killing Swine. 2. Hayle.
3. Sifter, where thou ? 3. Hayle.
I. A Saylors Wile had Cheftnuts in her Lappe, I, Letter then Macbeth,and greater.

And mouncht,& mouncht,and mouncht: 2. Not fo happy, yet much happyer.
Giue me, quoth I. 3. Thou /halt get Kings,though thou be none:
Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes. So all haile Macbeth,3.n& Banquo.
Her Husband's to Aleppo gone,Mafter o'th' Tiger : I. Banquo,and Macbeth, all haile.
But in a Syue He thither fayle, Macb. Stay you imperfect Speakers,tell me more:
And like a Rat without a tayle, By Sinells death,! know I am Thane of Glamis,
lie doe, lie doe,and lie doe. But how, of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liues

2. lie giue thee a Winde. A profperous Gentleman : And to be King,
I. Th'art kinde. Stands not within the profpeft of beleefe,
3. And I another. No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence
I. I my felfe haue all the other, You owe this ftrange Intelligence, or why

And the very Ports they blow, Vpon this blafted Heath you ftop our way
All the Quarters that they know, With fuch Prophetique greeting?
I'th' Ship-mans Card. Speake, I charge you. Pitches -vanijb.
lie dreyne him drie as Hay: Banq. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water ha's,
Sleepe fhall neyther Night nor Day And thefe are of them : whither are they vanifti'd ?
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid : Macb. Into the Ayre : and what feem'd corporall,
He /hall Hue a man forbid : Melted,as breath into the Winde.
Wearie Seu'nigbts, nine times nine, Would they had ftay'd.
Shall he dwindle, peake,and pine : '"Bar.q. Were luch things here,as we doe fpeake about?
Though his Barke cannot be loft, Or haue we eaten on the infane Root,
Yet it fhall be Tempeft-toft. That takes the Reafon Prifoner ?
Looke what I haue. Macb. Your Children /hall be Kings.

2. Shew me, fliew me. Banq. You (hall be King.
i. Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe, Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too : went it not fo ?

Wrackt, as homeward he did come. Drumtrithin. Banq. Toth'felfe-fame tune,and words: who's here?
3. A Drumme, a Drumme :

Macbeth doth come. Enter <IRoffe and Angus.
All, The weyward Sifters,hand in hand,

Pofters of the Sea and Land, Roffe. The King hath happily receiu'd, Macbeth,
Thus doe goe, about, about, The newes of thy fuccefle : and when he reades
Thrice to thine,and thrice to mine, Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fight,
And thrice againe, to make vp nine. His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend,
Peace,the Charme's wound vp. Which fhould be thine,or his: filenc'd with that,

In viewing o're the reft o'th'felfe-fame day,
Enter Macbeth and Banquo. He findes thee in the ftout Norweyan Rankes,

Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make
Macb. So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. Strange Images of death,as thick as Tale
'Banquo. How farre is't call'd to Soris? What are thefe, Can poft with poft, and euery one did beare

So wither'd, and fo wilde in their attyre, Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence,
That looke not like th'Inhabitants o'th'Earth, And powr'd them downe before him.
And yet are on't? Liue you,or are you aught Ang. Wee are fent,
That man may queftion ? you feeme to vnderftand me, To giue thee from our Royall Mafter thanks,
By each at once her choppie finger laying Onely to harrold thee into his fight,
Vpon her skinnie Lips: you fhould be Women, Not pay thee.
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete Roffe. And for an earneft of a greater Honor,
That you are fo. He bad me, from him,call thee Thane of Cawdor :

In



The Tr age die of Macbeth.
In which addition, haile moft worthy Thane,
For it is thine.

Eanq. What, can the Deuill fpeake true? Seen a Quart a.
Macb. The Thane of Cawdor Hues :

Why doe you dreffe me in borrowed Robes ?
Ang. Who was the Thane,\iues yet, Flourijb. Enter King,Lenox,Malcolme,

But vnder heauie Judgement beares that Life, Donalbaine, and Attendants.
Which he deferues to loofe.

Whether he was combin'd with thofe of Norway, King. Is execution done on Candor ?
Or did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, Or not thofe in Commiflion yet return'd ?
And vantage ; or that with both he labour'd Mai. My Liege,they are not yet come back.
In his Countreyes wracke, I know not: But I haue fpoke with one that faw him die :
But Treafons Capital!, confefs'd,and prou'd, Who did report, that very frankly hee
Haue ouerthrowne him. Confefs'd his Treafons, implor'd your Highneffe Pardon,

Macb. Glamys,and Thane of Cawdor : And fet forth a deepe Repentance :
The greateft is behinde. Thankes for your paines. Nothing in his Life became him,
Doe you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, Like the leauing it. Hee dy'de,
When thofe that gaue the Thane of Cawdor to me, As one that had beene ftudied in his death,
Promised no leffe to them. To throw awav the deareft thing he ow'd,

^Banq. That trufted home, As 'twere a careleffe Trifle.
Might yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne, King. There's no Art,
Belides the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange : To finde the Mindes conftrudlion in the Face :
And oftentimes, to winne vs to our harme, He was a Gentleman, on whom I built
The Inftruments of Darkneffe tell vs Truths, An abfolute Truft.
Winne vs with honeft Trifles, to betray's Enter Macbeth, Banqui,Roffe, and Angiu,.
In deepeft confequence. O worthyeft Coufin,
Coufins, a word, I pray you. The finne of my Ingratitude euen now

Macb. Two Truths are told, Was heauie on me. Thou art fo farre before,
As happy Prologues to the {welling Aft That fwifteft Wing of Recompence is flow,
Of the Imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen : To ouertake thee. Would thou hadft leffe deferu'd,
This fupernaturall folliciting That the proportion both of thanks,and payment,
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. Might haue beene mine : onely I haue left to fay,
If ill? why hath it giuen me earneft of fucceffe, More is thy due,then more then all can pay.
Commencing in a Truth? I am Thane of Cawdor. Macb. The feruice, and the loyalde I owe,
If good ? why doe I yeeld to that fuggeltion, In doing it, payes it felfe.
Whofe horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire, Your Highneffe part,is to receiue our Duties:
And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes, And our Duties are to your Throne,and State,
Againft the vie of Nature? Prefent Feares Children,and Seruants; which doe but what they Jhould,
Are leffe then horrible Imaginings: By doing euery thing fafe toward your Loue
My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticall, And Honor.
Shakes fo my fingle {late of Man, King. Welcome hither :
That Fundlion is fmother'd in furmife, I haue begun to plant thee,and will labour
And nothing is, but what is not. To make thee full of growing. Noble Eanquo,

Banq. Looke how our Partner's rapt. That haft no leffe deieru'd,nor muft be knowne
Macb. If Chance will haue me King, No leffe to haue done fo : Let me enfold thee,

Why Chance may Crowne me, And hold thee to my Heart,.
Without my ftirre. 'Banq. There if I grow,

Eanq. New Honors come vpon him The Harueft is yourowne.
Like ourftrange Garments,cleaue not to their mould, King. My plenteous loyes,
But with the aid of vfe. Wanton in fulneffe,feeke to hide themlelues

Macb. Come what come may, In drops of forrow. Sonnes,Kinfmen,Thanes,
Time, and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. And you whofe places are the neareft, know,

Eanq. Worthy cMacbeth, wee ftay vpon your ley- We will eftabliih our Eftate vpon
fure. Our e\de&,Malcalme, whom we name hereafter,

Macb. Giue me your fauour : The Prince of Cumberland : which Honor muft
My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. Not vnaccompanied, inueft him onely,
Kinde Gentlemen.your paines are regiftred, But fignes of Nobleneffe,like Starres,fhall fhine
Where euery day I turne the Leafe, On all deferuers. From hence to Envernes,
To reade them. And binde vs further to you.
Let vs toward the King : thinke vpon Macb. The Reft is Labor, which is not vs'd for you :
What hath chanc'd : and at more time, He be my felfe the Herbenger,and make ioyfull
The Interim hauing weigh'd it, let vs fpeake The hearing of my Wife, with your approach :
Our free Hearts each to other. So humbly take my leaue.

Eanq. Very gladly. King. My worthy Cawdor.
Macb. Till then enough : Macb.The Prince of Cumberland: that is a ftep,

Come friends. Exeunt. On which I muft fall downe,or elfe o're-leape,
m m For
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For in my way it lyes. Starres hide your fires, Shake my fell purpofe, nor keepe peace betweene
Let not Light fee my black and deepe defjres : Th'effeft,and hit. Come to my Womans Brefts,
The Eye winke at the Hand; yet let that bee, And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Minifters,
Which the Eye feares, when it is done to fee. Exit. Where-euer, in your fightleffe fubftances,

King. True, worthy Banquo : he is full fo valiant, You wait on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thick Night,
And in his commendations, I am fed : And pall thee in thedunneft fmoake of Hell,
It is a Banquet to me. Let's after him, That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it makes,
Whofe care is gone before, to bid vs welcome : Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the darke,
It is a peerelefTe Kinfman. Flourijh. Exeunt. To cry, hold,hold. Enter Macbeth.

Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor,
Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter,
Thy Letters haue tranfported me beyond

Seen a Quint a. This ignorant prefent,and I feele nowThe future in the inftant.

Macb. My deareft Loue,
Duncan comes here to Night.

Enter vTtfacbeths Wife alone with a Letter. Lady. And when goes hence ?
Macb. To morrow, as he purpofes.

Lady. They met me in the day of fucceffe : and I baue Lady. O neuer,
learned by the perfeSfft report, they haue more in them, then Shall Sunne that Morrow fee.
mortal! knowledge. When I burnt in dejlre to queftion them Your Face, my Thane, is as a Booke, where men
further, they made themjelues Ayre, into which they -vanijb'd. May reade ftrange matters, to beguile the time.
Whiles I flood rapt in the wonder of it, came Mijjlues from Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Eye,
the King, who all-haiFd me Thane of Candor, by which Title Your Hand,your Tongue: looke like th'innocent flower,
before, thefe neyward Sifters faluted me, and referred me to But be the Serpent vnder't. He that's comming,
the camming on of time, with haile King that Jhalt be. Thii Muft be prouided for : and you fhall put
haue I thought good to deliuer thee ( my dear eft Partner of This Nights great BufmefTe into my difpatch,
GreatneJJe ) that thou might'it not loofe the dues of reioycing Which fhall to all our Nights, and Dayes to come,
by being ignorant of what GreatneJJe is promiJd thee. Lay Giue folely foueraigne fway, and Mafterdome.
it to thy heart, and farewell. Macb. We will fpeake further.
Glamys thou art, and Cawdor, and lhalt be Lady. Onely looke vp cleare :
What thou art promis'd: yet doe I feare thy Nature, To alter fauor, euer is to feare :
It is too full o'th' Milke of humane kindnefTe, Leaue all the reft to me. Exeunt,
To catch the neereft way, Thou would'ft be great,
Art not without Ambition, but without
The illnefie ihould attend it. What thou would'ft highly,
That would'ft thou holily: would'ft not play falfe, Scena Sexta.
And yet would'ft wrongly winne.
Thould'ft haue, great Glamys, that which cryes,
Thus thou muft doe, if thou haue it;
And that which rather thou do'fr feare to doe, Hoboyes, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolms,
Then wiflieft ihould be vndone. High thee hither, Donalbaine, ''Banquo, Lenox, Macduff,
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Bare, Ro_ffe, Atgiu, and Attendants.
And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue King. This Caftle hath a pleafant feat,
All that impeides thee from the Golden Round, The ayre nimbly and fweetly recommends it felfe
Which Fate and Metaphyficall ayde doth feeme Vnto our gentle fences.
To haue thee crown'd withall. Enter Mejfenger. 'Banq. This Gueft of Summer,
What is your tidings? The Temple-haunting Barlet does approue,

Meff. The King comes here to Night. By his loued Manfonry,that the Heauens breath
Lady, Thou'rt mad to (ay it. Smells wooingly here : no lutty frieze,

Is not thy Matter with him ? who, wer't fo, Buttrice,nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird
Would haue inform'd for preparation. Hath made his pendant Bed,and procreant Cradle,

Me/f.So pleafe you, it is true: our Thane is comming : Where they muft breed, and haunt: I haue obferu'd
One of my fellowes had the fpeed of him ; The ayre is delicate. Enter Lady.
Who almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more Kin?. See, fee, our honor'd Hofteffe : &

Then would make vp his MefTage. The Loue that followes vs, fometime is our trouble,
Lady. Giue him tending, Which ftillwe thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you,

He brings great newes. . Exit MeJJenger. How you fhall bid God-eyld vs for your paines,
The Rauen himfelfe is hoarfe, And thanke vs for your trouble.
That croakes the fatal! entrance of Duncan Lady. All our feruice,
Vnder my Battlements. Come you Spirits, In euery point twice done, and then done double,
That tend on mortall thoughts, vnfex me here, Were poore,and fingle Bufinefle, to contend
And fill me from the Crowne to the Toe, top-full Againft thofe Honors deepe, and broad,
Of direft Crueltie : make thick my blood, Wherewith your Maieftie loades our Houfe :
Stop vp th'accerTe,and paflage to Remorfe, For thofe of old, and the late Dignities,
That no compunctious vifitings of Nature Heap'd vp to them,we reft your Ermites.

King. Where's



'The Tragedie of oSVLacbeth.
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? Which thou efteem'ft the Ornament of Life,

We courft him at the heeles, and had a purpofe And liue a Coward in thine owne Efteeme?
To be his Purueyor : But he rides well, Letting I dare not, wait vpon I would,
And his great Loue (fharpe as his Spurre^hath holp him Like the poore Cat i'th'Addage.
To his home before vs : Faire and Noble Hofteffe Macb. Frythee peace :
We are your gueft to night. I dare do all that may become a man,

La. Your Seruants euer, Who dares no more, is none.
Haue theirs, themfelues,and what is theirs in compt, La. What Beaft was't then
To make their Audit at your Highneffe pleafure, That made you breake this enterprize to me ?
Still to returne your owne. When you durft do it, then you were a man :

King. Giue me your hand : And to be more then what you were, you would
Conduct me to mine Hoft we loue him highly, Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place
And (hall continue, our Graces towards him. Did then adhere, and yet you would make both :
By your leaue Hofteffe. Exeunt They haue made themfelues, and that their fitneffe now

Do's vnmake you. I haue giuen Sucke, and know
How tender 'tis to loue the Babe that milkes me,

Scena Septima. I would, while it was fmyling in my Face,Haue pluckt my Nipple from his Boneleffe Gummes,
And dafht the Braines out, had I fo fworne

Ho-boyes. Torches. As you haue done to this.
Enter a Stiver,and diners Seruants with Tiijbes and Seruice Macb. If we fhould faile ?

ouer the Stage. Then enter Macbeth. Lady. We faile ?
Macb.If it were done,when 'tis done, then 'twer well, But fcrew your courage to the (ticking place,

It were done quickly : If th' Affaflination And wee'le not fayle : when Duncan is afleepe,
Could trammell vp the Confequence,and catch (Whereto the rather fhall his dayes hard Journey
With his furceafe, Succeffe : that but this blow Soundly inuite him) his two Chamberlaines
Might be the be all, and the end all. Heere, Will I with Wine, and Waffell,fo conuince,
But heere, vpon this Banke and Schoole of time, That Memorie,the Warder of the Braine,
Wee'ld iumpe the life to come. But in thefe Cafes, Shall be a Fume,and the Receit of Reafon
We ftill haue iudgement heere, that we but teach A Lymbeck onely : when in Swinifh fleepe,
Bloody Inftrudlions, which being taught, returne Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death,
To plague th'Jnuenter, This euen-handed luftice What cannot you and I performe vpon
Commends th'lngredience of our poyfon'd Challice Th'vnguarded Duncan? What not put vpon
To our owne lips. Hee's heere in double truft; His fpungie Officers? who mall beare the guilt
Firft,as I am his Kinfman, and his Subieft, Of our great quell.
Strong both againft the Deed : Then,as his Hoft, Macb. Bring forth Men-Children onely:
Who mould againft his Murtherer fhut the doore, For thy vndaunted Mettle fhould compofe
Not beare the knife my felfe. Befides, this T)uncane Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiu'd,
Hath borne his Faculties fo meeke j hath bin When we haue mark'd with blood thofe fleepie two
So cleere in his great Office, that his Vertues Of his owne Chamber, and vs'd their very Daggers,
Will pleade like Angels, Trumpet-tongu'd againft That they haue don't ?
The deepe damnation of his taking off: Lady. Who dares receiue it other,
And Pitty, like a naked New-borne-Babe, As we fhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore,
Striding the blaft, or Heauens Cherubin, hors'd Vpon his Death ?
Vpon the fightleffe Curriors of the Ayre, Macb. I am fettled, and bend vp
Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye, Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat.
That teares mall drowne the winde. J haue no Spurre Away, and mock the time with faireft mow,
To pricke the fides of my intent, but onely Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe Heart doth know.
Vaulting Ambition, which ore-leapes it felfe, Exeunt.
And falles on th'other. Enter Lady.
How now ? What Newes ?

La.He has almoft fupt: why haue you left the chamber ?
Mac. Hath he ask'd for me ? ASlusSecundus.
La. Know you not, he ha's ?
Mac. We will proceed no further in this Bufineffe :

He hath Honour'd me of late, and I haue bought
Golden Opinions from all forts of people, Enter 'Banquo,and F/eaKce)rt>ith a Torch
Which would be worne now in their neweft gloffe, before him.
Not caft afide fo foone. '"Banq. How goes the Night, Boy?

La. Was the hope drunke, Fltance. The Moone is downe : I haue not heard the
Wherein you dreft your felfe ? Hath it flept fince ? Clock.
And wakes it now to looke fo greene, and pale, Banq. And fhe goes downe at Twelue.
At what it did fo freely ? From this time, Fleance. I take't,'tis later, Sir.
Such I account thy loue. Art thou affear'd Banq. Hold, take my Sword :
To be the fame in thine owne Aft,and Valour, There's Husbandry in Heauen,
As thou art in defire ? Would'ft thou haue that Their Candles are all out: take thee that too.
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A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me, I goe,and it is done : the Bell inuites me.
And yet I would not fleepe : Heare it not,Duncan, for it is a Knell,
Mercifull Powers,reftraine in me the curfed thoughts That fummons thee to Heauen, or to Hell. Exit.
That Nature giues way to in repofe.

Enter Macbeth,and a Servant with a Torch. Scena Secunda.
Giue me my Sword : who's there ?

Macb. A Friend.

'Bany.Whzt Sir,not yet at reft? the King's a bed. Enter Lady.
He hath beene in vnufuall Pleafure, which hath made the drunk,hath made me bold:
And fent forth great Largefle to your Offices. What hath quench'd them, hath giuen me fire.
This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall, Hearke,peace : it was the Owle that fliriek'd,
By the name of moft kind Hofteffe, The fatall Bell-man, which giues the ftern'ft good-night.
And fhut vp in meafurelefle content. He is about it, the Doores are open :

Mac. Being vnprepar'd, And the furfeted Groomes doe mock their charge
Our will became the feruant to defeft, With Snores. I haue drugg'd their Poflets,
Which elfe ftiould free haue wrought. That Death and Nature doe contend about them,

'Banij. All's well. Whether they Hue, or dye.
I dreamt laft Night of the three weyward Sifters: Enter Macbeth.
To you they haue fhew'd fome truth. Macb. Who's there? what hoa?

Macb. I thinke not of them : Lady. Alack,! am afraid they haue avvak'd,
Yet when we can entreat an houre to feme, And 'tis not done: th'attempt,and not the deed,
We would fpend it in fome words vpon that Bufineffe, Confounds vs: hearke: I hy'd their Daggers ready,
If you would graunt the time. He could not miiTe 'em. Had he not reiembled

Batiq. At your kind'ft leyfure. My Father as he flept, I had don't.
Macb. If you fhall cleaue to my confent, My Husband ?

When 'tis, it fliall make Honor for you. Macb. I haue done the deed :
Banq. So I lofe none, Didft thou not heare a noyfe ?

In feeking to augment it, but ftill keepe Lady.I heard the Owle fchreame,and the Crickets cry.
My Bofome franchis'd,and Allegeance cleare, Did not you fpeake?
I fhall be counfail'd. Macb. When?

Macb. Good repofe the while. Lady. Now.
Banq. Thankes Sir: the like to you. Exit Eanquo. Macb. As I defeended ?
Macb.Goe bid thy MiftrefTe, when my drinke is reddy, Lady. I.

She ftrike vpon the Bell. Get thee to bed. Exit. Macb. Hearke,who lyes i'th'fecond Chamber/"
Is this a Dagger,which I fee before me, Lady, ''Donalbaine.
The Handle toward my Hand?Come,let me clutch thee: Mac. This is a forry fight.
I haue thee not, and yet I fee thee ftill. Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay a forry fight,
Art thou not fatall Vifion, fenfible Macb. There's one did laugh in's fleepe,
To feeling,as to fight? or art thou but And one cry'd Murther,that they did wake each other:
A Dagger of the Minde,a falfe Creation, I ftood,and heard them : But they did fay their Prayers,
Proceeding from the beat-opprefTed Braine f. And addreft them againe to fleepe.
I fee thee yet, in forme as palpable, Lady. There are two lodg'd together.
As this which now I draw. Macb. One cry'd God bleffe vs, and Amen the other,
Thou mar/hjll'ft me the way that I was going, As they had feene me with thefe Hangmans hands:
And fuch an Inftrument I was to vfe. Liftning their feare, I could not fay Amen,
Mine Eyes are made the fooles o'th'other Senees, When they did fay God blefle vs.
Or elfe worth all the reft: I fee thee ftill; Lady. Confider it not fo deepely.
And on thy Blade, and Dudgeon,Gouts of Blood, Mac .But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ?
Which was not fo before.There's no fuch thing: I had moft need of Bleffing,and Amen ftuck in my throat.
It is the bloody Bufineffe,which informes Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought
Thus to mine Eyes. Now o're the one halfe World After thefe wayes : fo,it will make vs mad.
Nature feemes dead, and wicked Dreames abufe Macb. Me thought I heard a voyce cry, Sleep no more:
The Curtain'd fleepe: Witchcraft celebrates <^facietb does murther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe,
Pale Heccats Offrings: and wither'd Murther, Sleepe that knits vp the rauel'd Sleeue of Care,
Alarum'd by his Centinell,the Wolfe, The death of each dayes Life, fore Labors Bath,
Whofe howle's his Watch, thus with his ftealthy pace, Balme of hurt Mindes,great Natures fecond Courfe,
With Tarauins rauifhing fides, towards his defigne Chiefe nouriiher in Life's Feaft.
Moues like a Ghoft. Thou fowre and firme-fet Earth Lady. What doe you meane ?
Heare not my fteps, which they may walke, for feare Macb. Still it cry'd, Sleepe no more to all the Houfe:
Thy very ftonrs prate of my where-about, Glamu hath murther'd Sleepe,and therefore Cawdor
And take the prefent horror from the time, Shall fleepe no more: Macbeth ftall fleepe no more.
Which now futes with it. Whiles I threat,he Hues: Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd? why worthy Thane,
Words to the heat of deedes too cold breath giues. You doe vnbend your Noble ftrength,to thinke

t<4 Bell rings. So braine-fickly of things: Goe get fome Water,
And
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And waih this filthie Witnefle from your Hand.
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place ? Enter Macduff, and Lenox.
They muft lye there : goe carry them,and fmeare
The fleepie Groomes with blood. Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to Bed,

Macb. lie goe no more : That you doe lye fo late ?
I am afraid, to thinke what I haue done i Port.Faith Sir, we were carowfing till the fecond Cock:
Looke on't againe, I dare not. And Drinke, Sir, is a great prouoker of three things.

Lady. Infirme of purpofe : Macd. What three things does Drinke eipecially
Giue me the Daggers: the fleeping,and the dead, prouoke ?
Are but as Pictures: 'tis the Eye of Child-hood, Port. Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine.
That feares a painted Deuill. If he doe bleed, Lecherie, Sir, it prouokes, and vnprouokes : it prouokes
He guild the Faces of the Groomes withall, the defire,but it takes away the performance. Therefore
For it muft feeme their Guilt. Exit. much Drinke may be faid to be an Equiuocator with Le-

Knockf within. cherie : it makes him, and it marres him; it fets him on,
Macb. Whence is that knocking ? and it takes him off; it perfwades him, and dif-heartens

How is't with me, when euery noyfe appalls me ? him ; makes him ftand too,and not ftand too : in conclu-
What Hands are here? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes, fion,equiuocates him in a (leepe,and gluing him the Lye,
Will all great Neptunes Ocean wafh this blood leaues him.
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather Macd. I beleeue,Drinke gaue thee the Lye laft Night.
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, Port. That it did, Sir, i'the very Throat on me : but I
Making the Greene one,Red. requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke)being too ftrong

for him,though he tooke vp my Legges fometime, yet I
Sitter Lady. made a Shift to caft him.

Lady. My Hands are of your colour : but I (hame Enter Macbeth.
To weare a Heart fo white. Knocks. Macd. Is thy Mafter ftirring ?
I heare a knocking at the South entry: Our knocking ha's awak'd him: here he comes.
Retyre we to our Chamber : Lenox. Good morrow, Noble Sir.
A little Water cleares vs of this deed. Macb. Good morrow both.

How eafie is it then ? your Conftancie Macd. Is the King ftirring, worthy Thane ?
Hath left you vnattended. Knocks. Macb. Not yet.
Hearke, more knocking. Macd. He did command me to call timely on him,
Get on your Night-Gowne,Ieaft occafion call vs, I haue almoft flipt the houre.
And ihew vs to be Watchers: be not loft Ma b. He bring you to him.
So poorely in your thoughts. Macd. I know this is a ioyfull trouble to you :

Macb. To know my deed, Knocfy. But yet 'tis one.
'Twere beft not know my felfe. Macb. The labour we delight in, Phyficks paine :
Wake Duncan with thy knocking : This is the Doore.
I would thou could'ft. Exeunt. Macd. lie make fo bold to call, for'tis my limitted

feruice. Exit Macduffe.
Lenox. Goes the King hence to day ?
Macb. He does: he did appoint fo.

Scena cTertia. Lenox. The Night ha's been vnruly :
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne downe,
And (as they fay) lamentings heard i'th'Ayre
Strange Schreemes of Death,

Enter a Porter. And Prophecying, with Accents terrible,
Knocking feithln. Of dyre Combuftion, and confus'd Euents,

Porter. Here's a knocking indeede : if a man were New hatch'd toth' wofull time.
Porter of Hell Gate, hee fliould haue old turning the The obfcure Bird clamor'd the liue-long Night.
Key. Knoc\. Knock,Knock, Knock. Who's there Some fay, the Earth was feuorous,
i'th'name of Belzebub? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd And did (hake.
himfelfe on th'expectation of Plentie: Come in time, haue Macb. 'Twas a rough Night.
Napkins enow about you, here you'le fweat for't. Knoc\. Lenox. My young remembrance cannot paralell
Knock, knock. Who's there in th'other Deuils Name? A fellow to it.
Faith here's an Equiuocator, that could fweare in both Enter t&Facdujf.
the Scales againft eyther Scale, who committed Treaion Macd. O horror, horror, horror,
enough for Gods fake,yet could not equiuocate to Hea- Tongue nor Heart cannot conceiue,nor name thee.
uen : oh come in, Equiuocator. KnocT(. Knock, Macb. and Lenox. What's the matter ?
Knock,Knock. Who's there? 'Faith here's an Englifh Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-peece:
Taylor come hither, for ftealing out of a French Hole: Moft facrilegious Murther hath broke ope
Come in Taylor, here you may roft your Goofe. Knoc\. The Lords anoynted Temple,and ftole thence
Knock, Knock. Neuer at quiet : What are you ? but this The Life o'th' Building.
place is too cold for Hell. He Deuill-Porter it no further: Macb. What is't you fay, the Life ?
I had thought to haue let in fome of all Profeffions, that Lenox. Meane you his Maieftie?
goe the Primrofe way to th'euerlafting Bonfire. Macd. Approch the Chamber,and deftroy your fight
Anon,anon,I pray you remember the Porter. With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me fpeake :
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See,and then fpeake your felues : awake, awake, Where our Fate hid in an augure hole,

Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. May rum, and feize vs ? Let's away,
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther, and Treafon, Our Teares are not yet brew'd.
fBatiquo,a.nd Donalbaine: Malcolme awake, Mai. Nor our ftrong Sorrow
Shake off this Downey fleepe, Deaths counterfeit, Vpon the foot of Motion.
And looke on Death it felfe : vp, vp,and fee Banq. Looke to the Lady :
The great Doomes Image: Malcolms, Banquo, And when we haue our naked Frailties hid,
As from your Graues rife vp,and walke like Sprights, That {lifter in expofure ; let vs meet,
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. And queftion this moft bloody piece of worke,

Bell rings. Enter Lady. To know it further. Feares and fcruples (hake vs:
Lady. What's the Bufineffe ? In the great Hand of God I ftand,and thence,

Thatfuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley Againft the vndivulg'd pretence, I fight
The fleepers of the Houfe ? fpeake, fpeake. Of Treafonous Mallice.

Macd. O gentle Lady, Macd. And fo doe I.
'Tis not for you to heare what I can fpeake : All. So all.
The repetition in a Womans eare, Macb. Let's briefely put on manly readinefie,
Would murther as it fell. And meet i'th'Hall together.

Enter ''Banquo. All. Well contented. Exeunt.
O 'Banquo,Banquo, Our Royall Matter's murther'd. Male. What will you doe ?

Lady. Woe, alas : Let's not confort with them :
What, in our Houfe? To fhew an vnfelt Sorrow, is an Office

Ban. Too cruell,any where. Which the falfe man do's eafie.
Deare Duff,I prythee contradict thy felfe, He to England.
And fay, it is not fo. Don. To Ireland, I:

Our feperated fortune ihall keepe vs both the fafer
Enter Macbeth , Lenox, and Rojje. Where we are,there's Daggers in mens Smiles;

The neere in blood, the neerer bloody.
Macb. Had I but dy'd an houre before this chance, Male. This murtherous Shaft that's fliot,

I had liu'd a blefled time : for from this inftant, Hath not yet lighted:and our fafeft way,
There's nothing ferious in Mortalitie : Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horfe,
All is but Toyes: Renowne and Grace is dead, And let vs not be daintie of leaue-taking,
The Wine of Life is drawne,and the meere Lees But ftiift away : there's warrant in that Theft,
Is left this Vault, to brag of. Which fteales it felfe, when there's no mercie left.

Exeunt.

Enter Malcolme and Donalbaine.

Donal. What is amifle ?

Macb. You are, and doe not know't: Scena Quarfa.The Spring, the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood
Is ftopt, the very Source of it is ftopt.

Macd. Your Royall Father's murther'd.
Mai. Oh, by whom ? Enter Roffe,ifitb an Old man.
Lenox. Thofe of his Chamber,as it feem'd,had don't:

Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood, Old man. Threefcore and ten I can remember well,
So were their Daggers, which vnwip'd,we found Within the Volume of which Time, 1 haue leene
Vpon their Pillowes: they ftar'd,and were diftracled, Houres dreadful!,and things ftrange: but this fore Night
No mans Life was to be trufted with them. Hath trifled former knowings.

Macb. O,yet I doe repent me of my furie, RoJJe. Ha, good Father,
That I did kill them. Thou feeft the Heauens, as troubled with mans Aft,

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? Threatens his bloody Stage : byth' Clock 'tis Day,
Mac^.Who can be wife,amaz'd,temp>rate,& furious, And yet darke Night ftrangles the trauailing Lampe :

Loyall,and Neutrall,in a moment? No man: Is't Nights predominance,or the Dayes /hame,
Th'expedition of my violent Loue That Darkneffe does the face of Earrh intombe,
Out-run the pawfer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, When liuing Light fhould kiffe it ?
His Siluer skinne, lac'd with his Golden Blood, Old man. 'Tis vnnaturall,
And his galh'd Stabs,look'd like a Breach in Nature, Euen like the deed that's done : On Tuefday laft,
For Ruines waftfull entrance: there the Murtherers, A Faulcon towring in her pride of place,
Steep'd in the Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers Was by a Mowfing Owle hawkt at,and kill'd.
Vnmannerly breech'd with gore : who could ref'raine, Roffe. And Duncans Horfes,
That had a heart to loue ; and in that heart, (A thing moft ftrange, and certaine)
Courage, to make's loue knowne ? Beauteous, and fwift, the Minions of their Race,

Lady. Helpe me hence, hoa. Turn'd wilde in nature,broke their ftalls,flong out,
Macd. Looke to the Lady. Contending'gainft Obedience, as they would
Mai. Why doe we hold our tongues, Make Warre with Mankinde.

That moft may clayme this argument for ours ? Old man. 'Tis faid.they eate each other.
T>onal. What Aould be fpoken here, Ro/e. They did fo :

To
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To th'amazement of mine eyes that look'd vpon't. (Which ftill hath been both graue,and profperous)

Enter Macdufe. In this dayes Councell: but wee'le take to morrow.
Heere comes the good Macduffe. Is't farre you ride ?
How goes the world Sir, now ? 'Ban. As farre,my Lord,as will fill vp the time

Macd. Why fee you not ? 'Twixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better,
Roff. Is't known who did this more then bloody deed? I muft become a borrower of the Night,
Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath flaine. For a darke houre,or twaine.
Rojf. Alas the day, Macb. Faile not our Feaft.

What good could they pretend ? 'Ban. My Lord,I will not.
Macd. They were lubborned, Macb. We heare our bloody Cozens are beftow'd

Malcolme, and Donalbaine the Kings two Sonnes In England,and in Ireland,not confefsing
Are ftolne away and fled, which puts vpon them Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearers
Sufpirion of the deed. With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow,

Roffe. 'Gainft Nature ftill, When therewithal), we fhall haue caufe of State,
ThriftlefTe Ambition, that will rauen vp Crauing vs ioyntly. Hye you to Horfe :
Thine owne liues meanes : Then 'tis moft like, Adieu, till you returne at Night.
The Soueraignty will fall vpon Macbeth. Goes Fleance with you ?

cftfacd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone 'Ban. I, my good Lord : our time does call vpon's.
To be inuefted. Macb. I wi(h your Horfes fvvift, and fure of foot:

Roffe. Where is Duncans body ? And fo I doe commend you to their backs.
Macd. Carried to Colmekill, Far well. Exit Banquo.

The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predeceflbrs, Let euery man be mafter of his time,
And Guardian of their Bones. Till feuen at Night,to make locietie

Roffe. Will you to Scone ? The fweeter welcome :
cMacd. No Cofin, He to Fife. We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone :
"Rgffe- Well,I will thither. While then, God be with you. Exeunt Lords.
Mticd.Well may you fee things wel done there: Adieu Sirrha, a word with you : Attend thofe men

Leaft our old Robes fit eafier then our new. Our pleafure ?
^Roffe. Farewell, Father. Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace
Old M. Gods benyfon go with you,and with thofe Gate.

That would make good of bad,and Friends of Foes. Macb. Bring them before vs. Exit Seruant.
Exeunt omnes To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus :

Our feares in 'Banquo fticke deepe,
And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that

Tertius. Scena '"Prima. Which would be fear'd. 'Tis much he dares,And to that dauntleffe temper of his Minde,
He hath a Wifdome, that doth guide his Valour,
To aft in fafetie. There is none but he,

Enter 'Banquo. Whofe being I doe feare : and vnder him)
'Banq. Thou haft it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, My Geniui is rebuk'd,as it is faid

As the weyard Women promis'd, and I feare Mar/^Antbonies was by Cesfar. He chid the Sifters,
Thou playd'ft moft fowly for't : yet it was faide When firft they put the Name of King vpon me,
It fhould not ftand in thy Pofterity, And bad them fpeake to him. Then Prophet-like,
But that my felfe fhould be the Roote,and Father They hayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings.
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, Vpon my Head they phc'd a fruitlefle Crowne, "
As vpon thee c^facbetb, their Speeches fhine, And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe,
Why by the verities on thee made good, Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand, .
May they not be my Oracles as well, No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if't be fo,
And fet me vp in hope- But hufh,no more. For Banquet's Iffue haue I fil'd my Minde,

For them, the gracious Duncan haue I murther'd,
Seaitfounded. Enter Macbeth ai King,Lady Lenox, Put Rancours in the VefTell of my Peace

Roffe^Lords^and Attendants. Onely for them,and mine eternall lewell
Giuen to the common Enemie of Man,

Macb. Heere's our chiefe Gueft. To make them Kings, the Seedes of 'Banquo Kings.
La. If he had beene forgotten, Rather then fo, come Fate into the Lyft,

It had bene as a gap in our great Feaft, And champion me to th'vtterance.
And all-thing vnbecomming. Who's there?

Macb. To night we hold a folemne Supper fir,
And lie requeft your prefence. Enter Seruant,and two Mu'tberers.

Banq. Let your Highnefle
Command vpon me, to the which my duties Now goe to the Doore, and ftay there till we call.
Are with a moft indifToluble tye Exit Seruant.
For euer knit. Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ?

Macb. Ride you this afternoone ? Murtb. It was, fo pleafe your Highnefle.
Ban. I, my good Lord. Macb. Well then,
Macb. We Jhould haue elfe defir'd your good aduice Now haue you confider'd of my fpeeches :

Know,
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Know, that it was he, in the times pair., The moment on't,for't muft be done to Night,
Which held you fo vnder fortune, And fomething from the Pallace : alwayes thought,
Which you thought had been our innocent felfe. That I require a cleareneffe ; and with him,
This I made good to you, in our laft conference, To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke :
Paft in probation with you : Fleans,lnis Sonne,that keepes him companie,
How you were borne in hand, how croft : Whofe abfence is no leffe materiall to me,
The Inftruments : who wrought with them: Then is his Fathers, muft embrace the fate
And all things elfe,that might Of that darke houre : refolue your felues apart,
To halfe a Soule,and to a Notion craz'd, lie come to you anon.
Say,Thus did ̂ Banquo. Murth. We are refolu'd,my Lord.

j .Murth. You made it knowne to vs. Macb. lie call vpon you ftraight: abide within,
Macb. I did fo : It is concluded : ^Banquo, thy Soules flight,

And went further, which is now If it finde Heauen,muft finde it out to Night. Exeunt.
Our point of fecond meeting.
Doe you finde your patience lo predominant,
In your nature, that you can let this goe ?
Are you fo Gofpell'd,to pray for this good man, Scena Secunda.
And for his lifue, whofe heauie hand
Hath bow'd you to the Graue, and begger'd
Yours for euer ?

I. Murtb. We are men, my Liege. Enter t^Iacbeths Lady, and a Seruant.
Macb. I,in the Catalogue ye goe for men,

As Hounds,and Greyhounds,Mungrels,Spaniels,Curres, Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ?
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolues are dipt Seruant. I, Madame, but returnes againe to Night.
All by the Name of Dogges : the valued file Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leyfure,
Diftinguifhes the fwift,the flow,the fubcle, For a few words.
The Houfe-keeper, the Hunter, euery one Seruant. Madame, I will. Exit.
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature Lady. Nought's had, all's fpent,
Hath in him clos'd: whereby he does receiue Where our defire is got without content :
Particular addition,from the Bill, 'Tis fafer, to be that which we deftroy,
That writes them all alike : and fo of men. Then by deftrucYion dwell in doubtfull ioy.
Now,if you haue a ftation in the file, Enter t&facbetb.
Not i'th'worft ranke of Manhood, fay't, How now,my Lord,why doe you keepe alone/
And I will put that BufinefTe in your Bofomes, Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making,
Whofe execution takes your Enemie off, Vfmg thofe Thoughts,which fhould indeed haue dy'd
Grapples you to the heartjand loue of vs, With them they thinke on: things without all remedie
Who weare our Health but lickly in his Life, Should be without regard: what'sidone, is done.
Which in his Death were perfect. Macb. We haue fcorch'd the Snake,not kill'd it:

2.Murth. I am one, my Liege, Shee'le clofe,and be her felfe, whileft our poore Mallice
Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World Remaines in danger of her former Tooth.
Hath fo incens'd, that I am recklelfe what I doe, But let the frame of things dif-ioynt,
To fpight the World. Both the Worlds fuffer,

l. Murtb. And I another, Ere we will eate our Meale in feare, and fleepe
So wearie with Difafters, tugg'd with Fortune, In the affli&ion of thefe terrible Dreames,
That I would fet my Life on any Chance, That fhake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead,
To mend it. or be rid on't. Whom we, to gayne our peace, h'aue fent to peace,

Macb. Both of you know 'Banquo was your Enemie. Then on the torture of the Minde to lye
Murth. True,my Lord. In reftleffe extafie.
Macb. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance, ^Duncane is in his Graue :

That eaery minute of his being, thrufts After Lifes fitfull Feuer, he fleepes well,
Againft my neer'ft of Life: and though I could Treafon ha's done his worft: nor Steele,nor Poyfon,
With bare-fac'd power fweepe him from my fight, Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing,
And bid my will auouch it; yet I muft not, Can touch him further.
For ctrtaine friends that are both his, and mine, Lady. Come on :
Whole loues I may not drop, but wayle his fall, Gentle my Lord,fleeke o're your rugged Lookes,
Who I my felfe ftruck downe : and thence it is, Be bright and louiall among your Guefts to Night.
That I to your afiiftance doe make loue, Macb. So fhall I Loue, and fo I pray be you :
Masking the Bufineffe from the common Eye, Let your remembrance apply to Bar,quo,
For fundry weightie Reafons. Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue :

2. Murth. We fliall,my Lord, Vnlafe the while, that wee muft laue
Performe what you command vs. Our Honors in thele flattering ftreames,

l. Murth. Though our Liues- And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts,
Macb. Your Spirits ihine through you. Difguiting what they are.

Wichin this houre, at moft, Lady. You muft leaue this.
I will aduife you where to plant your felues, Mac6.Q,full of Scorpions is my Minde,deare Wife :
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o'th'time, Thou know'ft, that Banquo and his Fltans liues.

Lady. But
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Lady, But in them, Natures Coppie's not eterne.
Macb. There's comfort yet,they are aflaileable,

Then be thou iocund : ere the Bat hath flovvne
His Cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Heccats fummons Scana Quarta.
The fliard-borne Beetle, with his drowfie hums,
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale,
There fhall be done a deed of dreadfull note. Banquet prepared. Enter aMacbeth, Lady, Roffe, Lenox,

Lady. What's to be done? Lords, and ̂ Attendants.
Macb.Ee innocent of the knowledge,deaveft Chuck,

Till thou applaud the deed: Come,feeling Night, Macb. You know your owne degrees, fit downe:
Skarfe vp the tender Eye of pittifull Day, At firft and laft,the hearty welcome.
And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty.
Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond, Macb. Our felfe will mingle with Society,
Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, And play the humble Hoft :
And the Crow makes Wing toth'Rookie Wood : OurHofteffe keepes her State, but in beft time
Good things of Day begin to droope,and drowfe, We will require her welcome,
Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowfe. La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends,
Thou maruelPft at my words : but hold thee ftill, For my heart fpeakes, they are welcome.
Things bad begun,make ftrong themfelues by ill: Enter firft i^Murtherer.
So prythee goe with me. Exeunt. Macb.See they encounter thee with their harts thanks

Both fides are euen : heere He fit i'th'mid'ft,
Be large in mirth, anon wee'l drinke a Meafure
The Table round. There's blood vpon thy face.

Seen a Tertia. Mur. 'Tis llanqucfs then.
Macb. 'Tis better thee without, then he within.

Is he difpatch'd f
Mur. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him.

Enter three Murtherers. Mac. Thou art the beft o'th'Cut-throats,

Yet hee's good that did the like for Fleans :
I. But who did bid thee ioyne with vs ? If thou did'ft it, thou art the Non-pareill.
3. Macbeth. Mur. Moft Royall Sir
2. He needes not our miftruft,fince he deliuers Fleans is fcap'd.

Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, zJtfacb. Then comes my Fit againe :
To the direction iuft. I had elfe beene perfect $

j. Then ftand with vs : Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke,
The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreakes of Day. As broad, and general!, as the caring Ayre:
Now fpurres the lated Traueller apace, But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in"
To gayne the timely Inne, end neere approches To fawcy doubts, and feares. But Barquo\ fafe ?
The fubiecl of our Watch. Mur. I, my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bides,

3. Hearke,I heare Horfes. With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ;
^Banquo within. Giue vs a Light there,hoa. The leaft a Death to Nature.
i. Then 'tis hee : Macb. Thankes for that:

The reft, that are within the note of expectation, There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled
Alreadie are i'th'Court. Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed,

I. His Horfes goe about. No teeth for th'prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow
3. Almoft a mile : but he does vfually, Wee'l heare our felues againe. Exit Murderer,

So all men doe, from, hence toth'Pallace Gate Lady. My Royall Lord,
Make it their Walke. You do not giue the Cheere, the Feaft is fold

That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making :
Enter Banquo and Fleam,tvith a Torch. 'Tis giuen, with welcome : to feede were beft at home :

From thence, the fawce to meate is Ceremony,
i. A Light, a Light. Meeting were bare without it.
3. 'Tis hee.
i. Stand too't. Enter the Ghoft of Ban quo, and Jits In Macbeths place.

Ban. It will be Rayne to Night.
i. Let it come downe. Sweet Remembrancer :
'Ban. O, Trecherie I Now good digeftion waite on Appetite,

Flye good Fleans, flye, flye, flye, And health on both.
Thou may'ft reuenge. O Slaue ! Lenox. May't pleafe your Highnefle fit.

3. Who did ftrike out the Light ? Macb. Here had we now our Countries Honor,roofd,
I. Was't not the way / Were the grac'd perfon of our 'Banquo prelent :
3. There's but one downe: the Sonne is fled. Who, may I rather challenge for vnkindnefle,
l. We haue loft Then pitty for Mifchance.

Beft halfe of our Affaire. Roffe. Hisabfence(Sir)
i. Well, let's away, and fay how much is done. Layes blame vpon his promife. Pleas't your Highnefle

Exeunt. To grace vs with your Royall Company ?
Meat.
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Macb. The Table's full. Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Beare,
Lenox. Heere is a place referu'd Sir. The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger,
Macb. Where? Take any (hape but that, and my firme Nerues
Lenox. Heere my good Lord. Shall neuer tremble. Or be aliue againe,

What is't that moues your HighnefTe ? And dare me to the Defart with thy Sword :
<3VHacb. Which of you haue done this? If trembling I inhabit then, proteft mee
Lords. What, my good Lord ? The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible (hadow,
Macb. Thou canft not fay I did it: neuer (hake Vnreall mock'ry hence. Why fo, being gone

Thy goary lockes at me. I am a man againe : pray you fit ftill.
RoJJe. Gentlemen rife,his Highneffe is not well. La. You haue difplac'd the mirth,
Lady. Sit worthy Friends : my Lord is often thus, Broke the good meeting, with moft admir'd diforder.

And hath beene from his youth. Pray you keepe Seat, Macb. Can fuch things be,
The fit is momentary, vpon a thought And ouercome vs like a Summers Clowd,
He will againe be well. If much you note him Without our fpeciall wonder? You make me ftrange
You fhall offend him, and extend his Pafiion, Euen to the difpofition that I owe,
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? When now 1 thinke you can behold fuch fights,

Macb. I, and a bold one, that dare looke on that And keepe the natural! Rubie of your Cheekes,
Which might appall the Diuell. When mine is blanch'd with feare.

La. O proper ftuffe : RojJe. What fights,my Lord?
This is the very painting of your feare : La. I pray you fpeake not : he growes worfe & worfe
This is the Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you faid Queftion enrages him : at once, goodnight.
Led you to ̂ Duncan. O, thefe flawesand (tarts Stand not vpon the order of your going,
(Impoftors to true feare) would well become But go at once.
A womans ftory, at a Winters fire Len. Good night, and. better health
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : (hame it felfe, Attend his Maiefty.
Why do you make fuch faces? When all's done La. A kinde goodnight to all. Exit Lords.
You looke but on a ftoole. Macb. It will haue blood they fay :

Macb. Prythee fee there : Blood will haue Blood :
Behold, looke, loe, how fay you : Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees to fpeake :
Why what care I, if thou canft nod, fpeake too. Augures, and vnderftood Relations, haue
If Charnell houfes, and our Graues muft fend By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes, & Rookes brought forth
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments The fecret'ft man of Blood. What is the night?
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. La. Almoft at oddes with, morning, which is which.

La. What? quite vnmann'd in folly. Macb.How fay'ft thou that Macduff denies his perfon
Macb. If I ftand heere, I faw him. At our great bidding.
La. Fie for ihame. La: Did you fend to him Sir?
Macb, Blood hath bene died ere now, i'th'olden time Macb. I heare it by the way : But I will fend :

Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Weale : There's not a one of them but in his houfe
I, and fince too, Murthers haue bene perform'd I keepe a Seruant Feed. I will to morrow
Too terrible for the eare. The times has bene, (And betimes I will) to the weyard Sifters.
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye, More (hall they fpeake : for now I am bent to know
And there an end : But now they rife againe By the word meanes, the worft, for mine owne good,
With twenty mortall murthers on their crownes, All caufes (hall giue way. I am in blood
And pu(h vs from our ftooles. This is more ftrange Stept in fo farre, that (hould I wade no more,
Then fuch a murther is. Returning were as tedious as go ore :

La. My worthy Lord Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand,
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. Which muft be acted, ere they may be fcand.

Macb. I do forget: La. You lacke the feafon of all Natures, fleepe.
Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friends, Macb.Come, wee'l to fleepe : My ftrange & felf-abufe
I haue a ftrange infirmity,which is nothing Is the initiate feare,that wants hard vfe :
To thofe that know me. Come,loueand health to all, We are yet but yong indeed. Exeunt.
Then lie fit downe : Giue me fome Wine,fill full:

Enter Ghofl.
I drinke to th'generall ioy o'th'whole Table,
And to our deere Friend ^Bancjuo, whom we miffe : Scena Quint a.
Would he were heere : to all, and him we thirft,
And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.
e^far.Auant, & quit my fight, let the earth hide thee: Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting

Thy bones are marrowlefle, thy blood is cold : Hecat.
Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eyes
Which thou doft glare with. I. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly ?

La. Thinke of this good Peeres' Hec. Haue I not reafon (Beldams) as you are ?
But as a thing of Cuftome : 'Tis no other, Sawcy, and ouer-bold, how did you dare
Onely it fpoyles the pleafure of the time. To Trade, and Trafficke with Macbeth,

Macb. What man dare, I dare : In Riddles,and Affaires of death ;
And
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And I the Miftris of your Charmes, Where he beftowes himfelfe ?
The clofe contriuer of all harmes, Lord. The Sonnes of Duncans
Was neuer call'd to beare my part, (From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth)
Or fliew the glory of our Art ? Liues in the Englifh Court, and is receyu'd
And which is worfe, all you haue done Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace,
Hath bene but for a wayward Sonne, That the maleuolence of Fortune, nothing
Spightfull,and wrathfull, who (as others do) Takes from his high refpeft. Thither Macduffe
Loues for his owne ends, not for you. Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd
But make amends now : Get you gon, To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward,
And at the pit of Acheron That by the helpe of thefe (with him abouej
Meete me i'th'Morning : thither he To ratifie the Worke) we may againe
Will come, to know his Deftinie. Glue to our Tables meate, fleepe to our Nights:
Your VefTels, and your Spels prouide, Free from our Feafts,and Banquets bloody kniues j
Your Charmes,and euery thing befide ; Do faithfull Homage,and receiue free Honors,
I am for th'Ayre : This night He fpend All which we pine for now. And this report
Vnto a difmall, and a Fatall end. Hath fo exafperate their King, that hee
Great bufinefTe muft be wrought ere N"oone. Prepares for fome attempt of Warre.
Vpon the Corner of the Moone Len. Sent he to Macduffe ?
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, Lord. He did : and with an abfolute Sir, not I
He catch it ere it come to ground ; The clowdy Mefienger turnes me his backe,
And that diftill'd by Magicke flights, And hums; as who fhould fay, you'l rue the time
Shall raife fuch Artificiall Sprights, That clogges me with this Anfwer.
As by the ftrength of their illufion, Lenox. And that well might
Shall draw him on to his Contufion. Aduife him to a Caution, t'hold what diftance
He fliall fpurne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare His wifedome can prouide. Some holy Angell
His hopes 'boue Wifedome, Grace,and Feare: Flye to the Court of England, and vnfold
And you all know, Security His MeiTage ere he come, that a fwift blefling
Is Mortals cheefeft Enemie. May foone returne to this our fuffering Country,

Mujic^e,and a Song. Vnder a hand accurs'd.
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee Lord. He fend my Prayers with him. Exeunt
Sits in a Foggy cloud,and ftayes for me.

Sing within. Come away, come away, &c.
I Come, let's make halt, (hee'l foone beBacke againe. Exeunt. Aft us Quart us. Scena^Prima.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.
Sccena Sexta.

I Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd.
Z Thrice,and once the Hedge-Pigge whin'd.

Enter Lenox^and another Lord. 3 Harpier cries, 'tis time, 'tis time.
I Round about the Caldron go :

Lenox. My former Speeches, In the poyfond Entrailes throw
Haue but hit your Thoughts Toad, that vnder cold ftone,
Which can interpret farther : Onely I fay Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one :
Things haue bin ftrangely borne. The gracious Duncan Sweltred Venom fleeping got,
Was pittied of Macbeth : marry he was dead : Boyle thou firft i'th'charmed pot.
And the right valiant Banquo walk'd too late, All. Double, double, toile and trouble ;
Whom you may fay (ift pleafe you} Fleans kill'd, Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble.
For Fleans fled : Men muft not walke too late. 2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake,
Who cannot want the thought,how monftrous In the Cauldron boyle and bake :
It was for Malcolme, and for Donalbane Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge,
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Faft, Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge :
How it did greeue Macbeth ? Did he not ftraight Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting,
In pious rage, the two delinquents teare, Lizards legge, and Howlets wing :
That were the Slaues of drinke, and thralles of fleepe? For a Charme of powrefull trouble,
Was not that Nobly done? I, and wifely too : Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble.
For 'twould haue anger'd any heart aliue iAll. Double, double, toyle and trouble,
To heare the men deny't. So that I fay, Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble.
He ha's borne all things well, and I do thinke, 3 Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe,
That had he Duncans Sonnes vnder his Key, Witches Mummey, Maw,and Gulfe
(As,and't pleafe Heauen he fhall not) they fhould finde Of the rauin'd fait Sea fharke :
What 'twere to kill a Father : So fhould Fleans. Roote of Hemlocke, digg'd i'th'darke :
But peace ; for from broad words,and caufe he fayl'd Liuer of Blafpheming lew,
His prefence at the Tyrants Feaft, I heare Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew,
cflfacduffe liues in difgrace. Sir,can you tell Sliuer'd in the Moones Ecclipfe : Nofp
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Nofe of Turke,and Tartars lips : Laugh to fcorne
Finger of Birth-ftrangled Babe, The powre of man : For none of woman borne
Ditch-deliuer'd by a Drab, Shall harme Macbeth. ^Defcends.
Make the Grewell thicke, and flab. Mac. Then Hue Macduffe:vilna.t need I feare of thee ?
Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron, But yet He make affurance : double fure,
For th'Ingredience of our Cawdron. And take a Bond of Fate : thou fruit not liue,

All. Double, double, toyle and trouble, That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies;
Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble. And fleepe in fpight of Thunder. Thunder

2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 3 Apparation, a Childe frowned, nitb a Tree in his hand.
Then the Charme is firme and good. What is this, that rifes like the iffue of a King.

And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round
Enter Hecat,and the other three Witches. And top of Soueraignty ?

All. Liiten, but fpeake not too't.
Hec. O well done: I commend your paines, 3 Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud,and take no care:

And euery one (hall fhare i'th'gaines: Who chafes, who frets, or where Conlpirers are :
And now about the Cauldron fing Macbeth fhall neuer vanquiih'd be, vntill
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring, Great Byrnam Woo'd, to high Dunfmane Hill
Inchanting all that you put in. Shall come againft him. Dejcend.

Mufickf and a Song. 'Blacly Spirits, &c. Macb. That will neuer bee :
2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, Who can imprefie the Forreft, bid the Tree

Something wicked this way comes: Vnfixe his earth-bound Root? Sweet boadments,good :
Open Lockes,who euer knockes. Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood

Enter Macbeth. Of Byrnan rife, and our high plac'd Macbeth
Macb.How now you fecret, black,& midnight Hags? Shall liue the Leafe of Nature, pay his breath

What is't you do? To time, and mortall Cuftome. Yet my Hart
All. A deed without a name. Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, if your Art
Macb. I coniure you, by that which you Profeffe, Can tell fo much : Shall Banquo's iffue euer

(How ere you come to know it) anfwer me : Reigne in this Kingdome ?
Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight All. Secke to know no more.
Againft the Churches: Though the yefty Waues Macb. I will be fatisfied. Deny me this,
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp : And an eternal! Curfe fall on you : Let me know..
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd,& Trees blown downe, Why finkes that Caldron/£ what noife is this? Hoboyes
Though Caftles topple on their Warders heads : i Shew.
Though Pallaces, and Pyramids do flope 2 Shew.
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treafure 3 Shew.
Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether, All. Shew his Eyes,and greeue his Hart,
Euen till deftruclion ficken : Anfwer me Come like fliadowes, fo depart.
To what I aske you- AJhew of eight Kings, and^Banquo laftjaith a glojje

I Speake. in his hand.
2 Demand. Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down:
3 Wee'l anfwer. Thy Crowne do's feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire
I Say, if th'hadft rather heare it from our mouthes, Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firft :

Or from our Mafters. A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges,
Macb. Call'em : let me fee 'em. Why do you /hew me this? A fourth ? Start eyes !
i Powre in Sowes blood, that hath eaten What will the Line ftretch out to'th'cracke of Doome ?

Her nine Farrow: Greaze that's fweaten Another yet ? A feauenth? lie fee no more :
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glaffe,
Into the Flame. Which fhewes me many more: and fome 1 fee,

AH. Come high or low : That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry.
Thy Selfe and Office deaftly {how. Thunder. Horrible fight: Now I fee 'tis true,

I . Apparation, an Armed Head. For the Blood-bolter'd Banquo fmiles vpon me,
Macb. Tell me, thou vnknowne power. And points at them for his. What? is this fo ?
I He knowes thy thought : i I Sir,all this is fo. But why

Heare his fpeech, but fay thou nought. Stands ^facbeth thus amazedly ?
I Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth : Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights,

Beware Macdaffe, And fhew the beft of our delights.
Beware the Thane of Fife : difmiffe me. Enough. lie Charme the Ayre to giue a found,

He Tiefcends. While you performe your Antique round :
.Mzc^.What ere thou art, for thy good caution, thanks That this great King may kindly fay,

Thou haft harp'd my feare aright. But one word more. Our duties, did his welcome pay. Mufic^e.
I He will not be commanded : heere's another The Witches Dance,and "vanijb.

More potent then the firft. Thunder. <Jlfacb. Where are they ? Gone <?
2 Apparition, a Bloody Childe. Let this pernitious houre,

2 Appar. t^Tacbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth. Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender.
Macb. Had I three eares, Il'd heare thee. Come in, without there. Enter Lenox.
2 Appar. Be bloody, bold,& refolute : Lenox. What's your Graces will.
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Macb. Saw you the Weyard Sifters ? Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead,
Lenox. No my Lord. And what will you do now? How will you Hue ?
Macb. Came they not by you ? Son. As Birds do Mother.
Lenox. No indeed my Lord. Wife. What with Wormes,and Flyes?
Macb. Infected be the Ayre whereon they ride, Son. With what I get I meane,and fo do they.

And damn'd all thofe that truft them. I did heare Wife. Poore Bird,
The gallopping of Horfe. Who was't came by ? Thou'dft neuer Feare the Net, nor Lime,

Len. Tis two or three my Lord,that bring you word : The Pitfall, nor the Gin.
MacJuffh fled to England. Son. Why fhould I Mother ?

Macb. Fled to England ? Poore Birds they are not fet for :
Len. I,my good Lord. My Father is not dead for all your faying.
Macb. Time, thou anticipat'ft my dread exploits: Wife. Yes, he is dead :

The flighty purpofe neuer is o're-tooke How wilt thou do for a Father?
VrilefTe the deed go with it. From this moment, Son. Nay how will you do for a Husband ?
The very firftlings of my heart (hall be Wife. Why I can buy me twenty at any Market.
The firftlings of my hand. And euen now &«. Then you'l by 'em to fell againe.
To Crown my thoughts with Acts: be it thoght & done: Wife. Thou fpeak'ft withall thy wit,
The Caftle of Mac duff, I will furprize. And yet I't'aith with wit enough for thee.
Seize vpon Fife; giue to th'edge o'th'Sword Son. Was,my Father a Traitor, Mother ?,
His Wife, his Babes, and all vnfortunate Soules Wife. I, that he was.
That trace him in his Line. No boafling like a Foole, Son. What is a Traitor ?
This deed He do, before this purpofe coole, Wife. Why one that fweares,and lyes.
But no more fights. Where aie thefe Gentlemen ? Son. And be all Traitors, that do fo.
Come bring me where they are. Exeunt Wife. Euery one that do's fo, is a Traitor,

And muft be hang'd.
Son. And muft they all be hang'd, that fwear and lye ?

Seen a Secunda. II ife. Euery one.Son. Who muft hang them "?
Wife. Why, the honeft men.
Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there

Enter Macduffes Wife, her Son,and R'jje. are Lyars and Swearers enow, to beate the honeft men,
and hang vp them.

Wife. What had he done, to make him fly the Land ? Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie :
"B^ffe. You mud haue patience Madam. But how wilt thou do for a Father?
Wife. He had none : Son. If he were dead, youl'd weepe for him : if you

His flight was madnefle : when our Actions do not, would not, it were a good figne, that I fhould quickely
Our feares do make vs Traitors. haue a new Father.

Reffe. You know not Wife. Poore pratler, how thou talk'ft ?
Whether it was his wifedome,or his feare. Enter a Mejftnger.

Wfc. Wifedom? to leaue his wife,to leaue his Babes, JlfefBleffe you faire Dame : I am not to you known,
His Manfion,and his Titles, in a place Though in your ftate of Honor I am perfect;
From whence himfelfe do's flye? He loues vs not, I doubt fome danger do's approach you neerely.
He wants the naturall touch. For the poore Wren If you will take a homely mans aduice,
(The moft diminitiue of Birds) will fight, Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones
Her yong ones in her Neft, againft the Owle : To fright you thus. Me thinkes I am too fauage:
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Loue ; To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty,
As little is the Wifedome, where the flight Which is too nie your perfon. Heauen preferue you,
So runnes againft all reafon. I dare abide no longer. Sxit MeJ/'enger

^oj/e. My deer'eft Cooz, Wife. Whether fhould I flye ?
I pray you fchoole your felfe. But for your Husband, I haue done no harme. But 1 remember now
He is Noble, Wife, Judicious,and beft knowes I am in this earthly world : where to do harme
The fits o'th'Seafon. I dare not fpeake much further, Is often laudable, to do good fometime
But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas)
And do not know our felues : when we hold Rumor Do I put vp that womanly defence,
From what we feare, yet know not what we feare, To fay I haue done no harme?
But floate vpon a wilde and violent Sea What are thefe faces ?
Each way, and moue. I take my leaue of you : Enter Murtberers.
Shall not be long but He be heere againe : Mur. Where is your Husband ?
Things at the word will ceafe,or elfe climbe vpward, Wife. I hope in no place fo vnfandtilied,
To what they were before. My pretty Cofine, Where fuch as thou may'ft finde him.
Bieffing vpon you. Mur. He's a Traitor.

Wife. Father'd he is, Son. Thou ly'ft thou fhagge-ear'd Villaine.
And yet hee's Father-leffe. Mur. What you Egge ?

'3{offe. I am fo much a Foole, fhould I ftay longer Yong fry of Treachery.?
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort. Son. He ha's kill'd me Mother,
I take my leaue at once. Exit Roffe. Run away I pray you. Exit crying Murtber.
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That when they mall be open'd, blacke Macbeth

Sccena Tertia. Will feeme as pure as Snow, and the poore Stare
Efteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd
With my confinelelle harmes.

Macd. Not in the Legions
Enter Makolme and Macduffe. Of horrid Hell, can come a Diuell more damn'd

In euils, to top Macbeth.
Mai. Let vs feeke out Tome defolate fliade, & there Mai. \ grant him Bloody,

Weepe our fad bofomes empty. Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitful!,
<iMacd. Let vs rather Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of euery finne

Hold faft the mortall Sword : and like good men, Thatha's a name. But there's no bottome, none
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, In my Voluptuoufnefle : Your Wiues, your Daughters,
New Widdowes howle, new Orphans cry, new forowes Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill vp
Strike heauen on the face, that it refounds The Cefterne of my Luft,and my Defire
As if it felt with Scotland, and yelPd out All continent Impediments would ore-beare
Like Syllable of Dolour. That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth,

Mai. What I beleeue, He waile; Then fuch an one to reigne.
What know, beleeue ; and what I can redrefie, Macd. Boundlefle intemperance
As I fliall finde the time to friend : I wil. In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene
What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance. Th'vntimely emptying of the happy Throne,
This Tyrant, whole fole name blifters our tongues, And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet
Was once thought honeft : you haue lou'd him well, To take vpon you what is yours : you may
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am yong, but fomething Conuey your pleasures in a fpacious plenty,
You may difcerne of him through me, and wifedome And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo hoodwinke :
To offer vp a weake, poore innocent Lambe We haue willing Dames enough:there cannot be
T'appeafe an angry God. That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many

Macd. I am not treacherous. As will to Greatneffe dedicate themfelues,
Male. But Macbeth is. Finding it fo inclinde.

A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle Mai With this, there growes
In an Imperiall charge. But J fliall craue your pardon : In my moft ill-compos d Affection, fuch
That which you are, rny thoughts cannot tranfpofe ; A ftanchleffe Auarice, that were I King,
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell. I fhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands,
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace Defire his lewels, and this others Houfe,
Yet Grace muft ftill looke fo. And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce

Macd. I haue loft my Hopes. To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge
Male. Perchance euen there Quarrels vniuft againft the Good and Loyall,

Where I did finde my doubts. Destroying them for wealth.
Why in that rawnefle left you Wife,and Childe ? Macd. This Auarice
Thofe precious Motiues, thofe ftrong knots of Loue, ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote
Without leaue-taking. I prav you, Then Summer-feeming Luft : and it hath bin
Let not my lealoufies, be your Diihonors, The Sword of our flaine Kings: yet do not teare,
But mine owne Safeties : you may be rightly iuft, Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will
What euer I fhall thinke. Of your meere Owne. All thefe are portable,

Macd. Bleed, bleed poore Country, With other Graces weigh'd.
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy bafis fure, Mai. But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces,
For goodneffe dare not check thee : wear y thy wrongs, As luftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneffe,
The Title, is aftear'd. Far thee well Lord, Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, LowlinefTe,
I would not be the Villaine that thou think'ft, Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude,
For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Grafpe, I haue no reliifh of them, but abound
And the rich Eaft to boot. In the diuifion of each feuerall Crime,

Mai. Be not offended : AcYing it many wayes. Nay, had I powre, I fhould
I fpeake not as in abfolute feare of you : Poure the fweet Milke of Concord,into Hell,
I thinke our Country /inkes beneath the yoake, Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound
It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a galh All vnity on earth.
Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall, Macd. O Scotland, Scotland.
There would be hands vplifted in my right: Mai. If fuch a one be fit to gouerne, fpeake :
And heere from gracious England haue I offer I am as I haue fpoken.
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this, Afar.Fit to gouern?No not to liue. O Natio miferable!
When I fhall treade vpon the Tyrants head, With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred,
Or weare it on my Sword ; yet my poore Country |] When fhalt thou fee thy wholfome dayes againe?
Shall haue more vices then it had before, Since that the trueft Iffue of thy Throne
More fuffer, and more fundry wayes then euer,j By his owne Interdiction ftands accuft,
By him that Aall fucceede. And do's blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father

Macd. What Ihould he be ? Was a moft Sainted-King : the Queene that bore thee,
Mai. It is my felfe I meane : in whom I know Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet,

All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, Dy'de euery day Ihe liu'd. Fare thee well,
Thefe



The Tragedie of ̂ Macbeth.
Thefe Euils thou repeat'ft vpon thy felfe, Are made, not mark'd : Where violent forrow feemes
Hath banifli'd me from Scotland. O my Breft, A Moderne extafie : The Deadmans knell,
Thy hope ends heere. Is there fcarfe ask'd for who, and good mens Hues

eMal. Macduff, this Noble paflion Expire before the Flowers in their Caps,
Childe of integrity, hath from my foule Dying, or ere they ficken.
Wip'd the bhcke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts Macd. Oh Relation; too nice,and yet too true.
To thy good Truth, and Honor. Diuelliih cJtfacbetb, Male. What's the neweft griefe ?
By many of thefe traines, hath fought to win me ~E(pjJe. That of an houres age, doth hilTe the fpeaker,
Into his power : and modeft Wifedome pluckes me Each minute teemes a new one.
From ouer-credulous haft : but God aboue Macd. How do's my Wife'
Deale betweene thee and me; For euen now Roffe. Why well.
I put my felfe to thy Direction, and <Lfrlacd. And all my Children ?
Vnfpeake mine owne detraction. Heere abiure Roffe. Well too.
The taints,and blames I laide vpon my felfe, Macd. The Tyrant ha's not batter'd at their peace ?
For ftrangers to my Nature. I am yet Roffe.No,they were wel at peace, when I did leaue'em
Vnknowne to Woman, neuer was forfworne, Macd. Be not a niggard of your fpeech : How gos't ?
Scarfely haue coueted what was mine owne. Rr-ffe. When I came hither to tranfport the Tydings
At no time broke my Faith, would not betray Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out,
No leffe in truth then life. My firft falfe fpeaking Which was to my beleefe witneft the rather,
Was this vpon my felfe. What I am truly For that I faw the Tyrants Power a-foot.
Is thine, and my poore Countries to command : Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland
Whither indeed, before they heere approach Would create Soldiours, make our women fight,
Old Seyward with ten thouland warlike men To doffe their dire diftrefles.
Already at a point, was fetting foorth : Male. Bee't their comfort
Now wee'l together, and the chance of goodnelFe We are comming thither : Gracious England hath
Be like our warranted Quarrell. Why are you filent? Lent vs good Seyward, and ten thoufand men,

Macd. Such welcome, and vnweicom things at once An older, and a better Souldier, none
'Tis hard to reconcile. That Chriftendome giues out.

Enter a Doctor. Roffe. Would I could anfwer
Mai. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth This comfort with the like. But I haue words

I pray you ? That would be howl'd out in the defert ayre,
Dofi. I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Soules Where hearing mould not latch them.

That ftay his Cure : their malady conuinces 'JA'tacd. What concerne they,
The great aflay of Art. But at his touch, The generall caufe, or is it a Fee-griefe
Such fanftity hath Heauen giuen his hand, Due to fome fingle breft?
They prefently amend. Exit. Roffe. No minde that's honeft

Mai. I thanke you Doctor. But in it fhares fome woe, though the maine part
Macd. What's the Difeafe he meanes ? Pertaines to you alone.
Mai. Tiscall'd the Euill. Macd. If it be mine

A moft myraculous worke in this good King, Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it.
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, Roffe. Let not your eares difpife my tongue for euer,
I haue feene him do : How he folicites heauen Which /hall pofTelTe them with the heauieft found
Himfelfe beft knowes: but ftrangely vifited people That euer yet they heard.
All fwolne and Vlcerous, pittifull to the eye, Macd. Humh : I gueffe at it.
The meere difpaire of Surgery, he cures, Roffe, Your Caftle is furpriz'd : your Wife,and Babes
Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes, Sauagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner
Put on with holy Prayers, and 'tis fpoken Were on the Quarry of thefe murther'd Deere
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaues To adde the death of you.
The healing Benediction. With this ftrange vertue, Male. Mercifull Heauen :
He hath a heauenly guift of Prophefie, What man, ne're pull your hat vpon your browes :
And fundry Bleffings hang about his Throne, Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do's not fpeake,
That fpeake him full of Grace. Whifpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids it breake.

Enter Roffe. Macd. My Children too ?
Macd. See who comes heere. Ro. Wife, Children, Seruants, all that could be found.
Male. My Countryman : but yet I know him nor. Macd. And I muft be from thence'My wife kil'd too?
Macd. My euer gentle Cozen, welcome hither. Roffe. I haue faid.
Male. I know him now. Good God betimes remoue Male. Be comforted.

The meanes that makes vs Strangers. Let's make vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge,
Roffe. Sir, Amen. To cure this deadly greefe.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? cMacd. He ha's no Children. All my pretty ones ?
Roffe. Alas poore Countrey, Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite ! All ?

Almort aft'raid to know it felfe. It cannot What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damme
Be call'd our Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing At one fell fwoope ?
But who knowes nothing, is once feene to fmile: Male. Difpute it like a man.
Where iighes,and groanes,and ftuieks that rent the ayre Macd. I {hall do fo :
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But I muft alfo feele it as a man ; would haue thought the olde man to haue had fo much
I cannot but remember fuch things were blood in him.
That were moft precious to me : Did heauen looke on, Doff. Do you marke that?
And would not take their part ? Sinfull Macduf', Lad.The Thane of Fife, had a wife : where is fhe now?
They were all ftrooke for thee : Naught that I am, What will thefe hands ne're be cleane f No more o'that
Not for their owne demerits, but for mine my Lord, no more o'that : you marre all with this ftar-
Fell daughter on their foules : Heauen reft them now. ting.

Mai. Be this the Whetftone of your fword, let griefe Doff. Go too, go too:
Conuert to anger : blunt not the heart,enrage it. You haue knowne what you fhould not.

Macd. O I could play the woman with mine eyes, Gent. She ha's fpoke what mee fhould not, I am fure
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauens, of that: Heauen knowes what fhe ha's knowne.
Cut fhort all intermiffion : Front to Front, La. Heere's the fmell of the blood ftill : all the per-
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand.
Within my Swords length fet him, if he /cape Oh, oh, oh.
Heauen forgiue him too. Doff. What a figh is there' The hart is forely charg'd.

Mai. This time goes manly : Gent. I would not haue fuch a heart in my bofome,
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready, for the dignity of the whole body.
Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. eMacbetb Doff. Well, well, well.
Is ripe for (halting, and the Powres aboue Gent. Pray God it be fir.
Put on their Inftruments : Receiue what cheere you may, Doff. This difeafe is beyond my practife : yet I haue
The Night is long, that neuer findes the Day. Exeunt knowne thofe which haue walkt in their fltep, who haue

dyed holily in their beds.
Lad. Wafh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne,

looke not fo pale : I tell you yet againe Banquo's buried ;
A51 us Quint us. Scena cPrima. he cannot come out on's graue.Dofl. Euen fo ?

Lady. To bed, to bed : there's knocking at the gate :
Come, come, come, come, giue me your hand : What's

Enter a Doff or of Pbyficly, and a Wayting done, cannot be vndone. To bed, to bed, to bed.
Gentletvoman. Exit Lady.

Doff. I haue too Nights watch'd with you, but can Doff. Will fhe go now to bed ?
perceiue no truth in your report. When was it fhee laft Gent. Directly.
walk'd ? Doff. Foule whifp'rings are abroad : vnnarurall deeds

Gent. Since his Maiefty went into the Field, I haue Do breed vnnaturall troubles : infefted mindes
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp- To their deafe pillowes will difcharge their Secrets :
pon her, vnlocke her ClofTet, take foorth paper, folde it, More needs fhe the Diuine, then the Phyfitian :
write vpon't, read it, afterwards Seale it, and againe re- God, God forgiue vs all. Looke after her,
turne to bed ; yet all this while in a moft faft fleepe. Remoue from her the meanes of all annoyance,

"Doff. A great perturbation in Nature, to receyue at And ftill keepe eyes vpon her: So goodnight,
once the benefit of fleep, and do the effects of watching. My minde fhe ha's mated, and amaz'd my fight.
In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking,and other I thinke, but dare not fpeake.
actuall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard Gent. Good night good Doctor. Exeunt.
her fay ?

Gent. That Sir,which I will not report after her.
Doff. You may to me, and 'tis moft meet you mould. Scena Secunda.
Gent. Neither to you, nor any one,hauing no witnefle

to confirme my fpeech. Enter Lady,with a Tafer.
Lo you, heere fhe comes : This is her very guife,and vp- Drum and Colours. Enter Mentetb, Cathnes,
on my life faft afleepe : obferue her, ftand clofe. AngM, Lenox, Soldiers,

Doff. How came fhe by that light?
Gent. Why it flood by her : /he ha's light by her con- Ment.The Englift powre is neere, led on by Malcolm,

tinually, 'tis her command. His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Macduff.
Doff. You fee her eyes are open. Reuenges burne in them : for their deere caufes
Gent. I but their fenfe are fhut. Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme
Doff. What is it fhe do's now? Excite the mortified man.

Looke how ftie rubbes her hands. Ang. Neere Byrnan wood
Gent. It is an accuftom'd action with her, to feeme Shall we well meet them, that way are they comming.

thus wafhing her hands : I haue knowne her continue in Catb. Who knowes if Donalbane be with his brother?
this a quarter of an houre. Len. For certaine Sir, he is not: I haue a File

Lad. Yet heere's a fpot. Of all the Gentry ; there is Seywards Sonne,
Doff. Heark, fhe fpeaks, I will fet downe what comes And many vnruffe youths, that euen now

from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. Proteft their firft of Manhood.
La. Out damned fpot: out I fay. One : Two : Why Ment. What do's the Tyrant.

then 'tis time to doo't : Hell is murky. Fye,my Lord,fie, Catb. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly Fortifies:
a Souldier,and aftear'd? what need we feare'who knowes Some fay hee's mad : Others, that Idler hate him,
it, when none can call our powre to accompt: yet who Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine

He
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He cannot buckle his diftemper'd caufe Giue me my Armor.
Within the belt of Rule. &yt. 'Tis not needed yet.

Ang. Now do's he reele Macb. He put it on :
His fecret Murthers flicking on his hands, Send out moe Horfes, skirre the Country round,
Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach : Hang thofe that talke of Feare. Giue me mine Armor:
Thofe he commands, moue onely in command, How do's your Patient, Dodlor?
Nothing in loue : Now do's he feele his Title ^Dofi. Not fo ficke my Lord,
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe As fhe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancies
Vpon a dwarnfh Theefe. That keepe her from her reft.

Merit. Who then fhall blame Macb. Cure of that :

His pefter'd Senfes to recoyle,and ftart, Can'ft thou not Minifter to a minde difeas'd,
When all that is within him, do's condemne Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow,
It felfe, for being there. Raze out the written troubles of the Braine,

Catb. Well, march we on, And with fome fweet Obliuious Antidote
To giue Obedience, where 'tis truly ow'd : Cleanfe the ftufft bofome, of that perillous ftuffe
Meet we the Med'cine of the fickly Weale, Which weighes vpon the heart?
And with him poure we in our Countries purge, DoB. Therein the Patient
Each drop of vs. Muft minifter to himfelfe.

Lenox. Or fo much as it needes, Macb. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, lie none of it.
To dew the Soueraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds: Come, put mine Armour on : giue me my Stafte :
Make we our March towards Birnan. Exeunt marching. Seyton, fend out : Dodlor, the Thanes flyefrom me:

Come fir, difpatch. If thou could'ft Doftor, caft.
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe,

Sccena Tertia. And purge it to a found and priftiue Health,
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho,
That ihould applaud againe. Pull't oft" I fay,
What Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge

Enter Macbeth', <rDoclar ,and Attendants. Would fcowre thefe Englifh hence : hear'ft y of them ?
Doft. I my good Lord : your Royall Preparation

Macb. Bring me no more Reports,let them flye all: Makes vs heare fomething.
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunfinane, Macb. Bring it after me :
I cannot taint with Feare. What's the Boy eMalcolme? I will not be affraid of Death and Bane,
Was he not borne of woman ?The Spirits that know Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane.
All mortall Confequences, haue pronounc'd me thus: '"Doff. Were I from Dunfinane away,and cleere,
Feare not Macbeth, no man that's borne of woman Profit againe fhould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt
Shall ere haue power vpon thee. Then fly falfe Thanes,
And mingle with the Englifh Epicures,
The minde I fway by, and the heart I beare,
Shall neuer fagge with doubt, nor fhake with feare.

Enter Servant. Scena Quart a.
The diuell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac'd Loone ;
Where got'ft thou that Goofe-looke.

Ser. There is ten thoufand. Drum and (Colours. Enter <^fa/colme,Seymard, Macdufe,
Macb. Geefe Villaine? Seytrards Sonne, Menteth, Cathnes, Angui,
Ser. Souldiers Sir. and Soldiers Marching.
Macb. Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare

Thou Lilly-liuer'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch ? Male. Cofins, I hope the dayes are neere at hand
Death of thy Soule, thofe Linnen cheekes of thine That Chambers will be fafe.
Are Counfailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face? Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Ser. The Englifh Force, fo pleafe you. Sye-ff. What wood is this before vs ?
Macb. Take thy face hence. Seyton, I am fick at hart, Ment. The wood of Birnane.

When I behold : Seyton, I fay, this pufh Male, Let euery Souldier hew him downe a Bough,
Will cheere me euer, or dif-eate me now. And bear't before him, thereby fhall we fhadow
I haue liu'd long enough : my way of life The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcouery
Is falne into the Seare, the yellow Leafe, Erre in report of vs.
And that which fhould accompany Old-Age, Sold. It fhall be done.
As Honor, Loue, Obedience, Troopes of Friends, Syw. We learne no other, but the confident Tyrant
I muft not looke to haue : but in their fteed, Keepes ftill in Dunfinane,and will indure
Curfes, not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honor, breath Our fetting downe befor't.
Which the poore heart would faine deny,and dare not. Male. 'Tis his maine hope :
Seyton ? For where there is aduantage to be giuen,

Enter Seyton. Both more and lefTe haue giuen him the Reuolt,
Sey. What's your gracious pleafure? And none ferue with him, but conftrained things,
<L^facb. What Newes mere ? Whofe hearts are abfent too.
Sey. All is confirm'd my Lord, which was reported. sJVLacd. Let our iuft Cenfures
Macb.lie fight, till from my bones,my flefli be hackt. Attend the true euent, and put we on Induftrious
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Induftrious Souldier/hip. Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme, Arme,and out,

Sey. The time approaches, If this which he auouches, do's appeare,
That will with due decifion make vs know There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here.
What we ihall fay we haue,and what we owe: I 'ginne to be a-weary of the Sun,
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes relate, And wifh th'eftate o'th'world were now vndon.
But certaine iffue, ftroakes muft arbitrate, Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke,
Towards which, aduance the warre. Exeunt marching At lead wee'l dye with HarnefTe on our backe. Exeunt

Scena Quint a. Scena Sexta.

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, & Souldiers, tohh Drumme and Colours.
Drum and Colours, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffc,and their tArmy,

irith 'Boufbes.£>

<iMacb. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls,
The Cry is ftill, they come : our Caftles ftrength Mai. Now neere enough :
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne : Heere let them lye, Your leauy Skreenes throw downe,
Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp : And (hew like thofe you are : You (worthy Vnkle)
Were they not forc'd with thofe that fhould be ours, Shall with my Colin your right Noble Sonne
We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard, Leade our firft Battell. Worthy Macduffe, and wee
And beate them backward home. What is that noyfe ? Shall take vpon's what elfe remaines to do,

A Cry "within of Women. According to our order.
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good Lord. Sey. Fare you well :
Macb. 1 haue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares: Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night,

The time ha's beene, my fences would haue cool'd Let vs be beaten, if we cannot fight.
To heare a Night-fhrieke, and my Fell of haire Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak,giue the all breath
Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and ftirre Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood,& Death. Exeunt
As life were in't. I haue fupt full with horrors, Alarums continued.
Direneffe familiar to my flaughterous thoughts
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry?

Sey. The Qu_eene (my Lord) is dead.
Macb. She Should haue dy'de heereafter ; Scena Septima.

There would haue beene a time for fuch a word :

To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, Enter Macbeth.
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : Macb. They haue tied me to a ftake, I cannot flye,
And all our yefterdayes, haue lighted Fooles But Beare-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he
The way to dufty death. Out, out, breefe Candle, That was not borne of Woman? Such a one
Life's but a walking Shadow,a poore Player, Am I to feare, or none.
That ftruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage, Enter young Seytrard.
And then is heard no more. It is a Tale T. Sey. What is thy name?
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury- Macb. Thou'lt be affraid to heare it.
Signifying nothing. Enter a <^feffenger. T. Sey. No : though thou call'ft thy felfe a hoter name
Thou com'ft to vfe thy Tongue : thy Story quickly. Then any is in hell.

Mef. Gracious my Lord, Macb. My name's t^Macbeth.
I (hould report that which I fay I faw, T. Sey. The diuell himfelfe could not pronounce a Title
But know not how to doo't. More hatefull to mine eare.

Macb. Well, fay fir. Macb. No: nor more fearefull.
Mef. As I did ftand my watch vpon the Hill IT.Sey. Thou lyeft abhorred Tyrant, with my Sword

I look'd toward Byrnane, and anon me thought He proue the lye thou fpeak ft.
The Wood began to moue. Fight, and young Seyward jlaine.

Macb. Lyar,and Slaue. Macb. Thou was't borne of woman ;
Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not fo : But Swords I fmile at, Weapons laugh to fcorne,

Within this three Mile may you fee it comming. Brandifli'd by man that's of a Woman borne. Exit.
I fay, a mouing Groue. Alarums. Enter Macduffe.

Macb. If thou fpeak'ft fhlfe, Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant fhew thy face,
Vpon the next Tree fhall thou hang aliue If thou beeft flaine, and with no ftroake of mine,
Till Famine cling thee: If thy fpeech be footh, My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill :
I care not if thou doft for me as much. I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armes
I pull in Refolution, and begin Are hyr'd to beare their Staues ; either thou Macbeth,
To doubt th'Equiuocation of the Fiend, Or elfe my Sword with an vnbattered edge
That lies like truth. Feare not, till Byrnane Wood I flieath againe vndeeded. There thou /hould'ft be,
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood By this great clatter, one of greateft note

Seemes
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Seemes bruited. Let me finde him Fortune,
And more I begge not. Exit. Alarums. Enter Fighting, and Macbeth Jlaine.

Enter cTrfalcolme and Seyvard. Retreat, and Flourijb. Enter veith Drumme and Colours ,

Malcolm, Sey ward, Roffe, Thanes, & Soldiers.
Sey. This way my Lord, the Caftles gently rendred : Mai. I would the Friends we mifle, were fafe arriu'd'

The Tyrants people, on both fides do fight, Sey. Some muft go off: and yet by thefe I fee,
The Noble Thanes do brauely in the Warre, So great a day as this is cheapely bought.
The day almoft it felfe profeffes yours, Mai. Macduffe is miffing, and your Noble Sonne.
And little is to do. Roffe.Your fon my Lord, ha's paid a fouldiers debt,

Male. We haue met with Foes He onely liu'd but till he was a man,
That ftrike befide vs. The which no fooner had his Proweffe confirm'd

Sey. Enter Sir, the Caftle. Exeunt. Alarum In the vnihrinking ftation where he fought,
Enter Macbeth. But like a man he dy'de.

Macb. Why fhould I pby the Roman Foole,and dye Sey. Then he is dead ?
On mine owne fword ? whiles I fee liues,the gafties Roffe.l^nA brought off the field : your caufe of forrow
Do better vpon them. Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then

Enter Macduffe. It hath no end.
Macd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. Sey. Had he his hurts before ?
Macb. Of all men elfe I haue auoyded thee : tyj/e. I, on the Front.

But get thee backe, my foule is too much charg'd Sey. Why then, Gods Soldier be he :
With blood of thine already. Had I as many Sonnes, as I haue haires,

t^Macd. I haue no words, I would not wifh them to a fairer death:
My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine And fo his Knell is knoll'd.
Then tearmes can giue thee out. Fight: Alarum Mai, Hee's worth more forrow,

Macb. Thou loofeft labour, And that lie fpend for him.
As eafie may'ft thou the intrenchant Ayre Sey. He's worth no more ,
With thy keene Sword imprefTe, as make me bleed : They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore,
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Crefts, And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort.
I beare a charmed Life, which muft not yeeld Enter Macduffe; with Macbetbs head.
To one of woman borne. Macd. Haile King, for fo thou art.

Macd. Difpaire thy Charme, Behold where ftands
And let the Angell whom thou ftill haft feru'd Th'Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free :
Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers womb 1 fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pearle,
Vntimely ript. That fpeake my falutation in their minds :

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue that tels mee fo ; Whofe voyces I defire alowd with mine.
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : Haile King of Scotland.
And be thefe lugling Fiends no more beleeu'd, All. Haile King of Scotland. FlouriJ^
That palter with vs in a double fence, Mai. We /hall not fpend a large expence of time,
That keepe the word of promife to our eare, Before we reckon with your feuerall loues,
And breake it to our hope. He not fight with thee. And make vs euen with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen

Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward, Henceforth be Earles, the firft that euer Scotland
And liue to be the mew, and gaze o'th'time. In fuch an Honor nam'd ; What's more to do,
Wee'l haue thee, as our rarer Monfters are Which would be planted newly with the time,
Painted vpon a pole, and vnder-writ, As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad,
Heere may you fee the Tyrant. That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny,

Macb. I will not yeeld Producing forth the cruell Minifters
To kifTe the ground before young Malcolmes feet, Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene ;
And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. Who(as'tis thought) by felfe and violent hands,
Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, Tooke off her life. This,and what needfull elfe
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman borne, That call's vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace,
Yet I will try the laft. Before my body, We will performe in meafure,time,and place :
I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Macduffe, So thankes to all at once, and to each one,
And damn'd be him, that firft cries hold, enough. Whom we inuite, to fee vs Crown'd at Scone.

Exeunt fighting. Alarums. Flourijh. Exeunt Omnes.

FINIS.
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THE TRAGEDIE OF
HAMLET, Prince of Denmarke.

<tA5lus Primus. Sccena <-Prima.

Enter 'Barnardo and Francifco ttvo Centlneh. Where now it burnes, Marcelliu and my felfe,
The Bell then beating one.'Barnardo. <JVLar. Peace, breake thee off: Enter the Cfhoft.Ho's there ?
Looke where it comes againe.

Fran. Nay anfwer me : Stand & vnfold Barn. In the fame figure, like the King that's dead.
your felfe. Mar. Thou art a Scholler; fpeake to it Horatio.

Bar. Long Hue the King. Barn. Lookes it not like the King?Marke it Horatio.
Fran. Barnardo ? Hora. Moft like: It harrowes me with fear & wonder

Bar. He." 'Barn. It would be fpoke too.
Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your houre. Mar. Queftion it Horatio.
Bar. 'Tis now ftrook twelue, get thee to bed Francifco. Hor. What art thou that vfurp'ft this time of night,
Fran, For this releefe much thankes : 'Tis bitter cold, Together with that Faire and Warlike forme

And I am ficke at heart. In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke
'Barn. Haue you had quiet Guard ? Did fometimes march : By Heauen I charge thee fpeake.

Fran. Not a Moufe ftirring. Mar. It is offended.
'Barn. Well, goodnight. If you do meet Horatio and Barn. See, it ftalkes away.

Marcellus, the Riuals of my Watch, bid them make haft. Hor. Stay: fpeake; fpeake : I Charge thee, fpeake.
Enter Horatio and Marcelltti. Exit the Gbofl.

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand : who's there ? Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not anfwer.
^Hor. Friends to this ground. Barn. How now Horatio ? You tremble & look pale :

Mar. And Leige-men to the Dane. Is not this fomething more then Fantafie ?
Fran. Giue you good night. What thinke you on't {
Mar. O farwel honeft Soldier, who hath relieu'd you? Hor. Before my God, I might not this beleeue
Fra. 'Barnardo ha's my place: giue you goodnight. Without the fenfible and true auouch

Exit Fran. Of mine owne eyes.
Mar. Holla 'Barnardo. Mar. Is it not like the King ?
'Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ? Hor. As thou art to thy felfe,
Hor. A peece of him. Such was the very Armour he had on,
'Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus, When th'Ambitious Norwey combatted :
Mar. What, ha's this thing appear'd againe to night. So frown'd he once, when in an angry parle
Bar. I haue feene nothing. He fmotthe fledded Pollax on the Ice.
Mar. Horatio faies, 'tis but our Fantafie, 'Tis ftrange.

And will not let beleefe take hold of him Mar. Thus twice before, and iuft at this dead houre,
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feene of vs, With Martiall ftalke, hath he gone by our Watch.
Therefore I haue intreated him along Hor.ln what particular thought to work, I know not :
With vs, to watch the minutes of this Night, But in the grofTe and fcope of my Opinion,
That if againe this Apparition come, This boades fome ftrange erruption to our State.
He may approue our eyes, and fpeake to it. Mar. Good now fit downe, & tell me he that knowes

Hor. Tufli, tufh, 'twill not appeare. Why this fame ftrift and moft obferuant Watch,
Bar. Sit downe a-while, So nightly toyles the fubiect of the Land,

And let vs once againe affaile your eares, And why fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon
That are fo fortified againft our Story, And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre :
What we two Nights haue feene. Why fuch impreffe of Ship-wrights, whofe fore Taske

Hor. Well, fit we downe, Do's not diuide the Sunday from the weeke,
And let vs heare 'Barnardo fpeake of this. What might be toward, that this fweaty haft

'Barn. Laft night of all, Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day :
When yond fame Starre that's Weftward from the Pole Who is't that can informe me?
Had made his courfe t'illume that part of Heauen Hor. That can I
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At leaft the whifper goes fo : Our laft King, So hallow'd, and fo gracious is the time.
Whofe Image euen but now appear'd to vs, Hor. So haue I heard, and do in part beleeue it.
Was (as you know) by Fortinbras of Norway, But looke, the Morne in RuiTet mantle clad,
(Thereto prick'd on by a mod emulate Pride) Walkes o're the dew of yon high Eafterne Hill,
Dar'd to the Combate. In which, our Valiant Hamlet, Breake we our Watch vp, and by my aduice
(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteem'd him) Let vs impart what we haue feene to night
Did flay this Fortinbrtu ; who by a Seal'd Compact, Vnto yong Hamlet. For vpon my life,
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldrie, This Spirit duinbe to vs, will fpeake to him :
Did forfeite (with his life) all thofe his Lands Do you confent we Ihall acquaint him with it,
Which he ftood feiz'd on, to the Conqueror : As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty ?
Againft the which, a Moity competent Mar. Let do't I pray, and I this morning know
Was gaged by our King : which had return'd Where we ftull finde him moft conueniently. Exeunt
To the Inheritance of Fort'inbrcu,
Had he bin Vanquisher, as by the fame Cou'nant
And carriage of the Article defigne,
His fell to Hamlet. Now fir, young Fortinbras, Scena Secunda.
Of vnimproued Mettle, hot and full,
Hath in the skirts of Norway, heere and there,
Shark'd vp a Lift of Landleffe Refulutes, Enter Claudius King of Denmari^e, (jertrude the Queene,
For Foode and Diet, to fome Enterprize Hamlet, Poloniui, Laertes, and bis Sifter 0-
That hath a ftomacke in't: which is no other fhelia, Lords ̂Attendant. i
(And it doth well appeare vnto our StateJ
But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand King.Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death
And termes Compulfatiue, thofe forefaid Lands The memory be greene : and that it vs befitted
So by his Father loft : and this (I take it) To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdome
Is the maine Motiue of our Preparations, To be contracted in one brow of woe :
The Sourfe of this our Watch, and the cheefe head Yet fo farre hath Difcretion fought with Nature,
Of this poft-haft, and Romage in the Land. That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him,

Enter Ghofl againe. Together with remembrance of our felues.
But foft, behold: Loe, where it comes againe :l Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Qu_een,
He croffe it, though it blaft me. Stay lllufion : Th'Imperiall loyntreffe of this warlike State,
If thou haft any found, or vie of Voyce, Haue we, as 'twere, with a defeated ioy,
Speake to me. If there be any good thing to be done, With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye,
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me ; fpeak to me. With mirth in Funerall, and with Dirge in Marriage,
If thou art priuy to thy Countries Fate In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole
(Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh fpeake. Taken to Wife ; nor haue we heerein barr'd
Or, if thou haft vp-hoorded in thy life Your better Wiiedomcs, which haue freely gone
Extorted Treafure in the wombe of Earth, With this affaire along, for all our Thankes.
(For which, they fay, you Spirits oft walke in death,) Now followes, that you know young Fortinbras,
Speake of it. Stay, and fpeake. Stop it Marcelliu. Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth ;

Mar. Shall I ftrike at ir with my Partizan ? Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death,
Hor. Do,if it will not ftand. Our State to be difioynt, and out of Frame,
'Barn. 'Tis heere. Colleagued with the dreame of his Aduantage ;
Hor. 'Tis heere. He hath not fayl'd to pefter vs with Meflage,
Mar. 'Tis gone. Sxit Gbofl. Importing the Surrender of thofe Lands

We do it wrong, being fo Maiefticall Loft by his Father : with all Bonds of Law
To offer it the /hew of Violence, To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him.
For it is as the Ayre, invulnerable, Enter Voltemand and Cornelim.
And our vaine blowes, malicious Mockery. Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting

'Barn. It was about to fpeake, when the Cocke crew. Thus much the bufinefie is. We haue heere writ
Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing To Norway, Vncle of young Fortinbras,

Vpon a fearfull Summons. I haue heard, Who Impotent and Bedrid, fcarfely heares
The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day, Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fuppreffe
Doth with his lofty and ihrill-founding Throate His further gate heerein. In that the Leuies,
Awake the God of Day : and at his warning, The Lifts, and full proportions are all made
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth,or Ayre, Out of his fubiedl: : and we heere difpatch
Th'extrauagant, and erring Spirit, hyes You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand,
To his Confine. And of the truth heerein, For bearing of this greeting to old Norway,
This prefent Obiedt made probation. Gluing to you no further perfonall power

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke. To buftneffe with the King, more then the tcope
Some fayes, that euer 'gainft that Seafon comes Of thefe dilated Articles allow :
Wherein our Sauiours Birth is celebrated, Farewell and let your haft commend your duty.
The Bird of Dawning fmgeth all night long: Volt. In that,and all things,will we fhew our duty.
And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad, King. We doubt it nothing.heartily farewell.
The nights are wholfome, then no Planets ftrike, Exit Voltcmand and QorneliM.
No Faiery talkes, nor Witch hath power to Charme : And now Laertes, what's the newes with you ?

You
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You told vs of fome fuite. What is't Laertes ? This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke of vs
You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, As of a Father ; For let the world take note,
And loofe your voyce. What would'ft thou beg Laertes, You are the moft immediate to our Throne,
That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? And with no leffe Nobility of Loue,
The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, Then that which deereft Father beares his Sonne,
The Hand more Inflrumentall to the Mouth, Do I impart towards you. For your intent
Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father. In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg,
What would'ft thou haue Laertes? It is moft retrograde to our defire :

Laer. Dread my Lord, And we befeech you, bend you to remaine
Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, Heere in the cheere and comfort of our eye,
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke Our cheefeft Courtier Cofm,and our Sonne.
To {hew my duty in your Coronation, £>u. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers Hamlet:
Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done, I prythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenberg.
My thoughts and wifhes bend againe towards France, Ham. I fhall in all my beft
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. Obey you Madam.

King. Haue you your Fathers leaue ? King. Why'tis a louing, and a faire Reply,
What fayes Polloniiu? Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam come,

Pol. He hath my Lord]: This gentle and vnforc'd accord of Hamlet
I do befeech you giue him leaue to go. Sits fmiling to my heart ; in grace whereof,

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine, No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day,
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : But the great Cannon to the Clowds fhall tell,
But now my Cofin Hamlet,and my Sonne ? And the Kings Rouce, the Heauens fhall bruite againe,

Ham. A little more then kin, and lelTe then kinde. Refpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. Exeunt
King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you '<* cJWanet Hamlet.
Ham. Not fo my Lord, I am too much i'th'Sun. Ham. Oh that this too too folid Flefh, would melt,
S^ueen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, Thaw, and refolue it felfe into a Dew:

And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt
Do not for euer with thy veyled lids His Cannon 'gainft Selfe-flaughter. O God, O God !
Seeke for thy Noble Father in the duft; How weary, ftale,flat,and vnprofitable
Thou know'ft 'tis common,all that liues muft dye, Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ?
Paffing through Nature, to Eternity. Fie on't?Oh fie, fie, 'tis an vnweeded Garden

Ham. I Madam,it is common. That growes to Seed : Things rank, and groiTe in Nature
Queen. If it be ; Poffeffe it meerely. That it fhould come to this :

Why /eemes it fo particular with thee. But two months dead : Nay,not fo much; not two,
//aw.Seemes Madam? Nay,it is : I know not Seemes: So excellent a King, that was to this

'Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother,) Hiperion to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother,
Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemne Blacke, That he might not beteene the windes of heauen
Nor windy fufpiration of forc'd breath, Vifit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth
No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the Fye, Muft I remember : why fhe would hang on him,
Nor the delected bauiour of the Vifage, As if encreafe of Appetite had growne
Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewes of Griefe, By what it fed on ; and yet within a month ?
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seeme, Let me not thinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman.
For they are actions that a man might play : A little Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old,
But I haue that Within, which paffeth fhow; With which fhe followed my poore Fathers body
Thefe, but the Trappings,and the Suites of woe. Like Niobe, all teares. Why fhe, euen fhe.

King. 'Tis fweet and commendable (O Heauen ! A beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon
In your Nature Hamlet, Would haue mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle,
To giue thcfe mourning duties to your Father: My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father,
But you muft know, your Father loft a Father, Then I to Hercules. Within a Moneth ?
That Father loft, loft his, and the Suruiuer bound Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous Teares
In filiall Obligation, for fome terme Had left the flushing of her gaoled eyes,
To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfeuer She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft
In obftinate Condolement, is a courfe With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous fheets :
Of impious ftubbornneffe. 'Tis vnmanly greefe, It is not, nor it cannot come to good.
It fhewes a will moft incorrect to Heauen, But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue.
A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient,
An Vnderftanding fimple, and vnfchool'd : Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcelltu.
For, what we know muft be, and is as common
As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, Her. Haile to your Lordfhip.
Why fhould we in our peeuifh Oppofition Ham. I am glad to fee you well :
Take it to heart? Fye, 'tis a fault to Heauen, Horatio, or I do forget my felfe.
A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, Hor. The fame my Lord,
To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theame And your poore Seruant euer.
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried, Ham. Sir my good friend,
From the firft Coarfe,till he that dyed to day, lie change that name with you :
This muft be fo. We pray you throw to earth And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ?

Mar-
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MarcelluA. Hold you the watch to Night?
Mar. My good Lord. 'Both. We doe my Lord.
Ham. I am very glad to fee you : good euen Sir. Ham. Arm'd, fay you?

But what in faith make you from Wittemberget Both. Arm'd, my Lord.
Hor. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. Ham. From top to toe/
Ham. I would not haue your Enemy fay fo; 'Both. My Lord,from head to foote.

Nor fliall you doe mine eare that violence, Ham. Then faw you not his face?
To make it trufter of your owne report Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beauer vp.
Againft your felfe. I know you are no Truant: Ham. What, lookt he frowningly?
But what is your affaire in Elfenour ? Hor. A countenance more in forrow then in anger.
Wee'l teach you to drinke deepe, ere you depart. Ham. Pale, or red?

Hor. My Lord, I came to fee your Fathers Funerall. Hor. Nay very pale.
Ham. I pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student) Ham. And fixt his eyes vpon you?

I thinke it was to fee my Mothers Wedding. Hor. Moft conftantly.
Hor. Indeed my Lord, it followed hard vpon. Ham. I would I had beene there.
Ham. Thrift, thrift Horatio : the Funerall Bakt-meats Hor. It would haue much amaz'd you.

Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tables; Ham. Very like, very like : ftaid it long? (dred.
Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen, Hor. While one with moderate haft might tell a hun-
Ere I had euer feene that day Horatio. *All. Longer,longer.
My father, me thinkes I fee my father. Hor. Not when I faw't.

Hor. Oh where my Lord? Ham. His Beard was grifiy.? no.
Ham. In my minds eye (Horatio) Hor. It was, as I haue feene it in his life,
Hor. I faw him once; he was a goodly King. A Sable Siluer'd. (gaine.
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all : Ham. lie watch to Night; perchance 'twill wake a-

I lhall not look vpon his like againe. Hor. I warrant you it will.
Hor. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefternight. Ham. If it afTume my noble Fathers perfon,
Ham. Saw? Who ? lie fpeake to it, though Hell it felfe fhould gape
Hor. My Lord, the King your Father. And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,
Ham. The King my Father? If you haue hitherto conceald this fight;
Hor. Seafon your admiration for a while Let it bee treble in your filence ftill:

With an attent eare; till I may deliuer And whatfoeuer els fhall hap to night,
Vpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen, Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongue;
This maruell to you. I will requite your loues; fo, fare ye well:

Ham. For Heauens loue let me heare. Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue,
Hor. Two nights together,had thefe Gentlemen He vifit you.

(Marcelliu and Barnardo] on their Watch All. Our duty to your Honour. Exeunt.
In the dead waft and middle of the night Ham. Your loue,as mine to you: farewell.
Beene thus encountred. A figure like your Father, My Fathers Spirit in Armes ? All is not well:
Arm'd at all points exactly, Cap a Pe, I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were come ;
Appeares before them, and with follemne march Till then fit ftill my foule; foule deeds will rife,
Goes flow and ftately : By them thrice he walkt, Though all the earth orewhelm them to mens eies. Sxit.
By their oppreft and feare-furprized eyes,
Within his Truncheons length; whilft they beftil'd

Almoft to lelly with the Aft of feare, Scena Tertia.Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me
In dreadful! fecrecie impart they did,
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch,
Whereas they had deliuer'd both in time, Enter Laertes and Ophelia.
Forme of the thing; each word made true and good, Laer. My necefTaries are imbark't; Farewell :
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : And Sifter, as the Winds giue Benefit,
Thefe hands are not more like. And Conuoy is afliftant; doe not fleepe,

Ham. But where was this? But let me heare from you.
Mar. My Lord, vpon the platforme where we watcht. Ofbel. Doe you doubt that?
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it? Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his fauours,
Hor. My Lord, I did; Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Bloud;

But anfwere made it none : yet once me thought A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature;
It lifted vp it head,and did addrefie Froward,not permanent; fweet not lafting
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : The fuppliance of a minute? No more.
But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ; Ophel. No more but fo.
And at the found itflirunke in haft away, Laer. Thinke it no more :
And vanifht from our fight. For nature crefTant does not grow alone,

Ham. Tis very ftrange. In thewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes,
Hor. As I doe liue my honourd Lord 'tis true ; The inward feruice of the Minde and Soule

And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty Crowes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now,
To let you know of it. And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmerch

Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles me. The vertue of his feare : but you muft feare His
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His greatneffe weigh'd, his will is not his owne ; Farewell: my Bleffing feafon this in thee.
For hee himfelfe is fubiect to his Birth : Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leaue, my Lord.
Hee may not, as vnuallued perfons doe, Polon. The time inuites you, goe, your feruants tend.
Carue for himfelfe ; for, on his choyce depends Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well
The fanctity and health of the weole State. What I haue faid to you.
And therefore muft his choyce be circumfciib'd Ofhe. Tis in my memory lockt,
Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that Body, And you your felfe fhall keepe the key of it.
Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fayes he loues you, Laer. Farewell. Exit Laer.
It fits your wifedome fo farre to beleeue it; Polon. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to you i
As he in his peculiar Sect and force Ofhe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Hamlet.
May giue his faying deed: which is no further, Polon. Marry, well bethought:
Then the maine voyce of Denmarly goes withall. Tis told me he hath very oft of late
Then weigh what loffe your Honour may fuftaine, Giuen priuate time to you; and you your felfe
If with too credent eare you lift his Songs ; Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounteous.
Or ]ofe your Heart; or your chart Treasure open If it be fo, as fo tis put on me;
To his vnmaftred importunity. And that in way of caution : I muft tell you,
Feare it Opbelia,feate it my deare Sifter, You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely,
And keepe within the reare of your Affection; As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour.
Out of the fhot and danger of Defire. What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth?
The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough, Ofhe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders
If {he vnmaske her beauty to the Moone : Of his affection to me.
Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftroakes, folon. Affection, puh. You fpeake like a greene Girle,
The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring Vnfifted in fuch perillous Circumftance.
Too oft before the buttons be difclos'd, Doe you beleeue his tenders, as you call them?
And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, Ofhe. I do not know, my Lord, what I Aould thinke.
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. Polon. Marry He teach you; thinke your lelfe a Baby,
Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare; That you haue tane his tenders for true pay,
Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. Which are not ftariing. Tender your felfe more dearly;

Of be. I fliall th'effectofthis good Leffon keepe, Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe,
As watchmen to my heart: but good my Brother Roaming it thus, you'l tender me a foole.
Doe not as feme vngracious Paftors doe, Opke. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with loue,
Shew me the fteepe and thorny way to Heauen; In honourable faihion.
Whilft like a puft and recklefle Libertine Polon. I, fafhion you may call it, go too,go too.
Himfelfe, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, Ofhe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech,
And reaks not his owne reade. My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen.

Laer. Oh, feare me not. Polon. I,Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know
Enter Polonitu. When the Bloud burnes, how Prodigall the Soule

I ftay too long; but here my Father comes: Giues the tongue vowes: thefe blazes,Daughter,
A double bleffing is a double grace; Giuing more light then heate; extinct in both,
Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. Euen in their promise, as it is a making;

Polon. Yet heere Laertes? Aboord, aboord for fhame, You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter,
The winde fits in the Ihoulder of your faile, Be fomewhat fcanter of your Maiden prefence;
And you are ftaid for there : my bleffing with you; Set your entreatments at a higher rate,
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory, Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,
See thou Character. Giue thy thoughts no tongue, Beleeue fo much in him, that he is young,
Nor any vnproportion'd thought his Aft : And with a larger tether may he walke,
Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: Then may be giuen you. In few, Ophelia,
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride, Doe not beleeue his vowes; for they are Breakers,
Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopes of Steele : Not of the eye, which their Inueftments fhow :
But doe not dull thy paime, with entertainment But meere implorators of vnholy Sutes,
Of each vnhatch't, vnfledg'd Comrade. Beware Breathing like fandtified and pious bonds,
Of entrance to a quarrell : but being in The better to beguile. This is for all :
Bear't that th'oppofed may beware of thee. I would not,in plaine tearmes, from this dme forth,
Giue euery man thine earejbut few thy voyce: Haue you fo flander any moment leifure,
Take each mans cenfurejbut referue thy iudgement: As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet:
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy; Looke too't, I charge you; come your wayes.
But not expreft in fancie; rich,not gawdie: Ophe. I ihall obey my Lord. Exeunt.
For the Apparell oft proclaimes the man.
And they in France of the beft ranck and ftation, Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellw.
Are of a moft felect and generous cheffin that. Ham. The Ayre bites fhrewdly : is it very cold?
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be; Hor. It is a nipping and an eager ayre.
For lone oft lofes both it felfe and friend: Ham. What hower now?

And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. Hor. I thinke it lacks of twelue.
This aboue all; to thine owne felfe be true: Mar. No, it is ftrooke. (feafon,
And it muft follow,as the Night the Day, Hor. Indeed I heard it not: then it drawes neere the
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke.

What
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"hat does this meane my Lord / (roufe, Hor. Haue after, to what iffue will this come ?

Ham. The King doth wake to night, and takes his Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmarke.
Keepes waflels and the fwaggering vpfpring reeles, Hor. Heauen will direct it.
And as he dreines his draughts of Renifh downe, Mar. Nay,let's follow him. Exeunt.
The kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out Snter Ghofl and Hamlet. (ther.

j The triumph of his Pledge. Ham: Where wilt thou lead me/ fpeak; He go no fur-
Horat. Is it a cuftome ? Gbo. Marke me.
Ham. I marry ift; Ham. I will.

And to my mind, though I am natiue heere, Gbo. My hower is almoft come,
And to the manner borne: It is a Cuftome When I to fulphurous and tormenting Flames
More honour'd in the breach, then the obferuance. Muft render vp my felfe.

Enter Gbofl. Ham. Alas poore Ghoft.
Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. Gho. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing
Ham. Angels and Minifters of Grace defend vs: To what I (hall vnfold.

Be thou a Spirit of health,or Goblin damn'd, Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare.
Bring with thee ayres from Heauen,or blafts from Hell, Gbo. So art thou to reuenge, when thou fhalt heare.
Be thy euents wicked or charitable, Ham. What?
Thou com'ft in fuch a queftionable fhape Gho. I am thy Fathers Spirit,
That I will fpeake to thee. He call thee Hamlet, Doom'd for a certaine terme to walke the night;
King, Father,Royal! Dane : Oh,oh,anfwer me, And for the day confin'd to faft in Fiers,
Let me not burft in Ignorance ; but tell Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature
Why thy Canoniz'd bones Hearfed in death, Are burnt and purg'd away ? But that I am forbid
Haue burft their cerments, why the Sepulcher To tell the fecrets of my Prifon-Houfe;
Wherein we faw thee quietly enurn'd, I could a Tale vnfold, whofe lighteft word
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble iawes, Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood,
To caft thee vp againe ? What may this meane ? Make thy two eyes like Starres, ftart from theii Spheres,
That thou dead Coarfe againe in compleat fteele, Thy knotty and combined locks to part,
Reuilits thus the glimpfes of the Moone, And each particular haire to ftand an end,
Making Night hidious? And we fooles of Nature, Like Quilles vpon the fretfull Porpentine :
So horridly to ihake our difpofition, But this eternall blafon muft not be
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our Soules, To eares of nelh and bloud; lift Hamlet, oh lift,
Say, why is this? wherefore? what fhould we doe? If thou didft euer thy deare Father luue.

Gbofl bec^ens Hamlet. Ham. Oh Heauen !
Hor. It beckons you to goe away with it, Gbo. Reuenge his foule and moft vnnaturall Murther.

As if it fome impartment did defire Ham. Murther ?
To you alone. Ghoft. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is;

Mar. Looke with what courteous action But this moft foule,ftrange,and vnnaturall.
It wafts you to a more remoued ground: Ham. Haft, haft me to know it,
But doe not goe with it. That with wings as fwift

Hor. No,by no meanes. As meditation,or the thoughts of Loue,
Ham. It will not fpeake: then will I follow it. May fweepe to my Reuenge.
Hor. Doe not my Lord. Gbofl. I finde thee apt,
Ham. Why, what /hould be the feare ? And duller fhould'ft thou be then the fat weede

I doe not fet my life at a pins fee; That rots it felfe in eafe,on Lethe Wharfe,
And for my Soule, what can it doe to that ? Would'ft thou not ftirre in this. Now Hamlet heare :
Being a thing immortallas it felfe : It's giuen out,that fleepingin mine Orchard,
It waues me forth againe; He follow it. A Serpent ftung me : fo the whole eare of Denmarke,

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord? Is by a forged proceffe of my desth
Or to the dreadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe, Rankly abus'd : But know thou Noble youth,
That beetles o're his bafe into the'Sea, The Serpent that did fting thy Fathers life,
And there afTumes fome other horrible forme, Now weares his Crowne.
Which might depriue your Soueraignty of Realon, Ham. O my Propheticke foule : mine Vncle ?
And draw you into madnefle thinke of it ? Ghoft. I that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft

Ham. It wafts me ftill: goe on, He follow thee. With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts.
Mar. You ftiall not goe my Lord. Oh wicked Wit,and Gifts,that haue the power
Ham. Hold off your hand. So to feduce? Won to to this fhamefull Luft
Hor. Be ruPd,you fhall not goe. The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene:
Ham. My fate cries out, Oh Hamlet, what a falling oft" was there,

And makes each petty Artire in this body, From me, whofe loue was of that dignity,
As hardy as the Nemian Lions nerue : That it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow
Still am I cal'd ? Vnhand me Gentlemen : I made to her in Marriage; and to decline
By Heau'n,Ile make a Ghoftofhim that lets me : Vpon a wretch, whofe Naturall gifts were poore
I fay away, goe on, He follow thee. To thofe of mine. But Vertue,as it neucr %vil be moued,

Exeunt gboft & Hamlet. Though Lewdneffe court it in a ftiape of Heauen :
Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. So Luft, though to a radiant Angell link'd,
Mar. Let's followj'tis not fit thus to obey him. Will fate it felfe in a Celeftiallbed,& prey on Garbage.

Oo But
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But foft,me thinkes I fent the Mornings Ayre; Hor. Not I, my Lord, by Heauen.
Briefe let me be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, Mar. Nor I, my Lord. (think it?
My cuftome alwayes in the afternoone; Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once
Vpon my fecure hower thy Vncle ftole But you'l be fecret?
With iuyce of curfed Hebenon in a Violl, 'Both. I, by Heau'n, my Lord.
And in the Porches of mine eares did poure Ham. There's nere a villaine dwelling in all Denmarke
The leaperous Diftilment; whofe effect But hee's an arrant knaue.
Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, Hor. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the
That fwift as Quick-filuer, it courfes through Graue,to tell vs this.
The naturall Cares and Allies of the Body; Ham. Why right,you are i'th'right;
And with a fodaine vigour it doth pofTet And fo, without more circumftance at all,
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke, I hold it fit that we (hake hands,and part:
The thin and wholfome blood : fo did it mine ; You,as your bufines and defires fhall point you :
And a moft inftant Tetter bak'd about, For euery man ha's bufineffe and defire,
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, Such as it is : and for mine owne poore part,
All my frnooth Body. Looke you, lie goe pray.
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord.
Of Life, of Crowne, and Queene at once difpatcht; Ham. I'm forry they offend you heartily :
Cut offeuen in the Bloffomes of my Sinne, Yes faith,heartily.
Vnhouzzled, difappointed, vnnaneld, Hor. There's no offence my Lord.
No reckoning made, but fent to my account Ham. Yes, by Saint Parric^e, but there is my Lord,
With all my imperfections on my head; And much offence too, touching this Vifion heere :
Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moft horrible: It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you :
If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; For your defire to know what is betweene vs,
Let not the Royall Bed of Denmarke be O'remafter't as you may. And now good friends,
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. As you are Friends,Schollers and Soldiers,
But howfoeuer thou purfueft this Act, Giue me one poore requeft.
Taint not thy mind ; nor let thy Soule contriue Hor. What is't my Lord? we will.
Againft thy Mother ought; leaue her to heauen , Ham. Neuer make known what you haue feen to night.
And to thofe Thornes that in her bofome lodge, 'Both. My Lord, we will not.
To pricke and fting her. Fare thee well at once; Ham. Nay, but fwear't.
The Glow-worme fhowes the Matine to be neere, Hor. Infaith my Lord, not I.
And gins to pale his vneffeclual] Fire: Mar. Nor I my Lord : in faith.
Adue,adue, Hamlet: remember me. Exit. Ham. Vpon my fword.

Ham. Oh all you hoft of Heauen ! Oh Earth; what els? Marcell. We haue fworne my Lord already.
And fliall I couple Hell / Oh fie : hold my heart; Ham. Indeed, vpon my fword, Indeed.
And you my finnewes, grow not inftant Old; Gho. Sweare, Gboji cries -under the Stage.
But beare me ftiffely vp: Remember thee? Ham. Ah ha boy,fayeft thou fo. Art thou there true-
I, thou poore Ghoft, while memory holds a feate penny ? Come one you here this fellow in the felleredge
In this diftrafted Globe : Remember thee ? Confent to fweare.
Yea, from the Table of my Memory, Hor. Propofe the Oath my Lord.
He wipe away all triuiall fond Records, Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue feene.
All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft, Sweare by my fword.
That youth and obferuation coppied there; Gho. Sweare.
And thy Commandment all alone fhall liue Ham. Hie &-vbitjue? Then wee'l fhift for grownd,
Within the Booke and Volume of my Braine, Come hither Gentlemen,
Vnmixt with bafer matter; yes, yes, by Heauen : And lay your hands againe vpon my fword,
Oh moft pernicious woman { Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard:
Oh Villaine, Villaine, fmiling damned Villaine I Sweare by my Sword.
My Tables,my Tables; meet it is I fet it downe, Gho. Sweare. (faft?
That one may fmile,and fmileand be a Villaine; Ham. Well faid old Mole,can'ft worke i'th' ground fo
At leaft Pm fure it may be fo in Denmarke ; A worthy Pioner, once more remoue good friends.
So Vnckle there you are : now to my word; Hor. Oh day and night:but this is wondrous ftrange.
It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me : I haue fworn't. Ham. And therefore as a ftranger glue it welcome.

Hor.& Mar.ivitbin. My Lord,my Lord. There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horatio,
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. Then are dream't of in our Philofophy But come,

Mar. Lord Hamlet. Here as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy,
Hor. Heauen fecure him. How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my felfe;
Mar. So be it. (As I perchance heereafter fhall thinke meet
Hor. Illo, ho,ho, my Lord. To put an Anticke difpofition on :)
Ham. Hillo, ho,ho, boy; come bird,come. That you at fuch time feeing me, neuer fhall
Mar. How ift't my Noble Lord ? With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head fhake;
Hor. What newes, my Lord? Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull Phrafe;
Ham. Oh wonderful! ! As well, we know,or we could and if we would,
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. Or if we lift to fpeake ; or there be and if there might,
Ham. No you'l reuealeit. Or fuch ambiguous gluing out to note,

That
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That you know ought of me> this not to doe . The youth you breath of guilty, be affur'd
So grace and mercy at your moft neede helpe you He clofes with you in this confequence:
Sweare. Good fir, or fo,or friend, or Gentleman.

Ghojl. Sweare. According to the Phrafe and the Addition,
Ham. Reft, reft perturbed Spirit: fo Gentlemen, Of man and Country.

With all my loue I doe commend me to you ; Reynol. Very good my Lord.
And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is, Polon. And then Sir does he this ?
May doe t'expreffe his loue and friending to you, He does : what was I about to fay?
God willing /hall not lacke : let vs goe in together, I was about to fay fomthing : where did I leaue ?
And ftill your fingers on your lippes I pray, Reynol. At clofes in the confequence :
The time is out of ioynt: Oh curfed fpight, At friend, or fo,and Gentleman.
That euer I was borne to fet it right. Polon. At clofes in the confequence, I marry,
Nay, come let's goe together. Bxeunt. He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman,

I faw him yefterday,or tother day;
Or then or then, with fuch and fuch;and as you fay,

Aft us Secundus. There was he gaming, there o'retooke in's Roufe,
There falling out at Tennis ; or perchance,
I faw him enter fuch a houfe of faile;
Videlicet, a Brothell, or fo forth. See you now;

Enter foloniut ,and Bjynoldo. Your bait of fallhood, takes this Cape of truth ;
folon. Giue him his money, and thefe notes Reynoldo. And thus doe we of wifedome and of reach
Reynol. I will my Lord. With windleffes,and with affaies of Bias,
Polon. You fhall doe maruels wifely: good Reynoldo, By indirections finde directions out:

Before you vifite him you make inquiry So by my former Lecture and aduice
Of his behauiour. Shall you my Sonnejyou haue me,haue you not ?

Reynol. My Lord, I did intend it. 'Reynol. My Lord I haue.
Polon. Marry, well faid 5 Polon. God buy you; fare you well.

Very well faid. Looke you Sir, Reynol. Good my Lord.
Enquire me firft what Danskersare in Paris; folon. Obferue his inclination in yourfelfe.
And how,and who;what meanes;and where they keepe: Reynol. I fhall my Lord.
What company, at what expence : and finding Polon. And let him plye his Muficke .
By this encompaffement and drift of queftion, Reynol. Well, my Lord. Exit.
That they doe know my fonne : Come you more neerer
Then your particular demands will touch it, Enter Ophelia.
Take you as 'twere fome diftant knowledge of him, Polon. Farewell :
And thus I know his father and his friends, How now Ophelia, what's the matter ?
And in part him. Doe you marke this Reynoldo? Ophe. Alas my Lord,I haue beene fo affrighted.

Reynol. I, very well my Lord. Polon. With what,in the name ofHeauen?
Polon. And in part him, but you may fay not well; Ophe. My Lord, as I was fowing in my Chamber,

But if't be hee I meane, hees very wilde; Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac'd,
Addi&ed fo and fo; and there put on him No hat vpon his head, his ftockings foul'd,
What forgeries you pleafe : marry, none fo ranke, Vngartred, and downe giued to his Anckle,
As may difhonour him ; take heed of that : Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other,
But Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips, And with a looke fo pitious in purport,
As are Companions noted and moft knowne As if he had been loofed out of hell,
To youth and liberty. To fpeake of horrors : he comes before me.

"R^eyncl. As gaming my Lord. folon. Mad for thy Loue ?
felon. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, Ophe. My Lord,I doe not know:but truly I do feare it.

Qu_arelling, drabbiug. You may goe fo farre. Polon. What faid he?
Reynol. My Lord that would difhonour him. Ophe. He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard ;
folon. Faith no, as you may feafon it in the charge; Then goes he to the length of all his arme;

You muft not put another fcandall on him, And with his other hand thus o're his brow,
That hee is open to Incontinencie; He fals to fuch perufall of my face,
That's not my meaning:but breath his faults fo quaintly, As he would draw it. Long ftaid he fo,
That they may feeme the taints of liberty; At laft,a little fhaking of mine Arme :
The flafh and out-breake of a fiery minde, And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe;
A fauagenes in vnreclaim'd bloud of generall affault. He rais'd a figh,fo pittious and profound,

Reynol. But my good Lord. That it did feeme to fhatter all his bulke,
Polon. Wherefore fhould you doe this ? And end his being. That done, he lets me goe,
Reynol. I my Lord, I would know that. And with his head ouer his fhoulders turn'd,
Polon. Marry Sir, heere's my drift, He feem'd to finde his way without his eyes,

And I belieue it is a fetch of warrant: For out adores he went without their helpe;
You laying thefe flight fulleyes on my Sonne, And to the laft, bended their light on me.
As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i'th' working : (found, Polon. Goe with me, I will goe feeke the King,
Marke you your party in conuerfe ; him you would This is the very extafie of Loue,
Hauing euer feene. In the prenominate crimes, Whofe violent property foredoes it felfe,

And
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And leads the will to defperate Vndertakings, Queene. Amen.
As oft as any paffion vnder Heauen, Enter Poloniuf.
That does afflift our Natures. I am forrie, Pol. Th'AmbafTadors from Norwey, my good Lord,
What haue you giuen him any hard words of late? Are ioyfully return'd.

Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command, King. Thou ftill haft bin the Father of good Newes.
I did repell his Letters, and deny'de Pol. Haue I, my Lord ? Allure you, my good Liege,
His accefle to me. I hold my dutie, as I hold my Soule,

Pol. That hath made him mad. Both to my God, one to my gracious King:
I am forrie that with better Ipeed and iudgement And I do thinke, or elfe this braine of mine
I had not quoted him. I feare he did but trifle, Hunts not the traile of Policie,fo fure
And meant to wracke thee : but befhrew my iealoufie : As I haue vs'd to do : that I haue found
It feemes it is as proper to our Age, The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie.
To caft beyond our (elues in our Opinions, King. Oh fpeake of that, that I do long to heare.
As it is common for the yonger fort fol. Giue firft admittance to th'Ambafiadors,
To lacke difcretion. Come,go we to the King, My Newes fliall be the Newes to that great Feaft.
This muft be knowne, w being kept clofe might moue King. Thy felfe do grace to them,and bring them in.
More greefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue. Exeunt. He tels me my fweet Queene, that he hath found

The head and fourfe of all your Sonnes diftemper.
^a. I doubt it is no other, but the maine,

Scena Secunda. His Fathers death,and our o're-hafty Marriage.Enter foloitius i*Uolfumattdi and Cornelius.
King. Well, we (hall lift him. Welcome good French:

Say Voltumand, what from our Brother Norwey /
Enter King,Queene, Rojlncrane, and Guilden- Volt. Moil faire returne of Greetings, and Defires.

flerne Cumalys. Vpon our firft, he fent out to fupprefle
King, Welcome deere T^ojincrance and Guildenflerne. His Nephewes Leuies, which to him appear'd

Moreouer, that we much did long to fee you, To be a preparation 'gainft the Poleak :
The neede we haue to vfe you, did prouoke But better look'd into, he truly found
Our haftie fending. Something haue you heard It was againft your Highnefle, whereat greened,]
Of Hamlets transformation : fo I call it, That fo his Sicknefle, Age,and Impotence
Since not th'exterior, nor the inward man Was falfely borne in hand, fends out Arrefts
Refembles that it was. What it fhould bee On Fortlnbrat, which he (in breefe) obeyes,
More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put him Receiues rebuke from Norwey: and in fine,
So much from th'vnderftanding of himfelfe, Makes Vow before his Vnkle,neuer more
I cannot deeme of. I intreat you both, To giue th'a/Tay of Armes againft your Maieftie.
That being of fo young dayes brought vp with him : Whereon old Norwey, ouercome with ioy,
And fince fo Neighboured to his youth,and humour, Giues him three thouland Crownes in Annuall Fee,
That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Court And his Commimon to imploy thofe Soldiers
Some little time : fo by your Companies So leuied as before, againft the Poleak :
To draw him on to pleafures,and to gather With an intreaty heerein further fhewne,
So much as from Occafions you may gleane, That it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffe
That open'd lies within our remedie. Through your Dominions,for his Enterprize,

Qu. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you, On fuch regards of fafety and allowance,
And fure I am, two men there are not liuing, As therein are fet downe.
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you King. It likes vs well :
To fhew vs fo much Gentrie, and good will, And at our more confider'd time wee'l read,
As to expend your time with vs a-while, Anfwer,and thinke vpon this BulinefTe.
For the fupply and profit of our Hope, Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Labour.
Your Vifitation /hall receiue fuch thankes Go to your reft, at night wee'l Feaft together.
As fits a Kings remembrance. Moft welcome home. £xit Ambaff.

Rojtn. Both your Maiefties Pol. This bufinefTe is very well ended.
Might by the Soueraigne power you haue of vs, My Liege, and Madam, to expoftulate
Put your dread pleafures, more into Command What Maieftie fhould be, what Dutie is,
Then to Entreatie. Why day is day ; night, night; and time is time.

Gull. We both obey, Were nothing but to wafte Night,Day, and Time.
And here giue vpourfelues, in the full bent, Therefore, fince Breuitie is the Soule of Wit,
To lay our Seruices freely at your feete, And tedioufneffe, the limbes and outward flouriflies,
To be commanded. I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad :

King. Thankes Rofincrance, and gentle Gialdenflerne. Mad call I it; for to define true Madneffe,
£>u. Thankes Guildenfterne and gentle Rofincrance. What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad.

And I befeech you inftantly to vifit But let that go.
My too much changed Sonne. Qu. More matter, with lefle Art.
Go fome of ye, Pol. Madam, I fweare I vfe no Art at all:
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. That he is mad, 'tis true : 'Tis true 'tis pittie,

Gull. Heauens make our prefence and our praftifes And pittie it is true : A foolifti figure,
Pleafant and helpfull to him. Exit. But farewell it: for I will vfe no Art.

Mad

750



The Tragedie of Hamlet. 261
Mad let vs grant him then : and now remaines In the Lobby.
That we finde out the caufe of this effect, Qu. So he ha's indeed.
Or rather fay, the caufe of this defect ; Pol. At fuch a time He loofe my Daughter to him,
For this effect defedtiue, comes by caufe, Be you and I behinde an Arras then,
Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. Perpend, Marke the encounter : If he loue her not,
I haue a daughter : haue,whil'ft fhe is mine, And be not from his reafon falne thereon ;
Who in her Dutie and Obedience, marke, Let me be no Affiftant for a State,
Hath giuen me this : now gather, and furmife. And keepe a Farme and Carters.

The Letter. King. We will try it.
To the Q,ehfliall,and my Soules Idoll, the mojj beautified 0-

phslia. Enter Hamlet reading on a Sooi^e.
That's an ill Phrafe, a vilde Phrafe, beautified is a vilde
Phrafe : but you mall heare thefe in her excellent white ^u. But looke where fadly the poore wretch
bofome, thefe. Comes reading.

Qu. Came this from Hamlet to her. fol. Away I do befeech you, both away,
Pol. Good Madam ftav awhile, I will be faithfull. He boord him prefently. Exit King & Queen.

Doubt thou, the Starres are fire, Oh giue me leaue. How does my good Lord Hamlet ?
Doubt, that the Sunne doth moue : Ham. Well, God-a-mercy.
Doubt Truth to be a Lier, Pol. Do you know me,my Lord?
But neu-r Doubt, I hue. Ham. Excellent, excellent well : y'are a Fishmonger.
0 deere Ophelia, I am ill at thefe Number;: 1 haue net Art to Pol. Not I my Lord.
reckon my grones; but that I hue thee heft, oh moft 'Bcft be- Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man.
leeue it. tAdieu. fol. Honeft,my Lord?

Thine euermore moft deere Lady, whilft this Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes, is to bee
(^Machine u to him, Hamlet. one man pick'd out of two thoufand.

This in Obedience hath my daughter fhew'd me : Tol. That's very true,my Lord.
And more aboue hath his foliciting, Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge,
As they fell out by Time, by Meanes,and Place,
All giuen to mine eare. 

being a good killing Carrion 
Haue you a daughter?

King. But how hath fhe receiu'd his Loue? Pol. I haue my Lord.
Pol. What do you thinke of me ? Ham, Let her not walke i'th'Sunne : Conception is a
King. As of a man, faithfull and Honourable. blefsing, but not as your daughter may conceiue.Friend
Pol.l wold faine proue fo.But what might you think ? looke too't.

When I had feene this hot loue on the wing, Po/.How fay you by that?Still harping on my daugh-
As I perceiued it, I muft rell you that ter: yet he knew me not at firft; he faid I was a Fi/hmon-
Before my Daughter told me.what might you ger : he is farre gone, farre gone : and truly in my youth,
Or my deere Maieftie your Queene heere, think, I fuffred much extreamity for loue : very neere this. lie
If I had playd the Deske or Table-booke, fpeake to him againe. What do you read my Lord?
Or giuen my heart a winking, mute and dumbe, Ham. Words, words, words.
Or look'd vpon this Loue,with idle fight, Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ?
What might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, Ham. Betweene who ?
And (my yong Miftris) thus I did befpeake Pol. I meane the matter you meane,my Lord.
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Starre, Ham. Slanders Sir : for the Satyricall flaue faies here,
This muft not be : and then, I Precepts gaue her, that old men haue gray Beards; that their faces are wrin-
That fhe fliould locke her felfe from his Refort, kled : their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tree
Admit no Meflengers, receiue no Tokens: Gumme : and that they haue a plentifull locke of Wit,
Which done, fhe tooke the Fruites of my Aduice, together with weake Hammes. All which Sir, though I
And he repulfed. A (hort Tale to make, moft powerfully, and potently beleeue ; yet I holde it
Fell into a SadnefTe, then into a Faft, not Honeftie to haue it thus fet downe : For you your
Thence to a Watch, thence into a Weaknefle, felfe Sir, fhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could
Thence to a LightnefTe,and by this declenfion go backward.
Inw the Madneffe whereon now he raues, Pol, Though this be madnefle,
And all we waile for. Yet there is Method in't : will you walke

King. Do you thinke 'tis this? Out of the ayre my Lord ?
Qu. It may be very likely. Ham. Into my Graue?
Po/.Hath there bene fuch a time, I'de fain know that, Pol. Indeed that is out o'th'Ayre :

That I haue poffitiuely faid, 'tis fo, How pregnant (fometimes)his Replies are?
When it prou'd otherwife? A happineffe,

King. Not that I know. That often Madneffe hits on,
Pol. Take this from this; if this be otherwife, Which Reafon and Sanitie could not

If Circumftances leade me, I will finde So profperoufly be deliuer'd of.
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede I will leaue him,
Within the Center. And fodainely contriue the meanes of meeting

King. How may we try it further ? Betweene him,and my daughter.
Pol. You know fometimes My Honourable Lord, I will moft humbly

He walkes foure houres together, heere Take my leaue of you.
003 Ham
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Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I deale iuftly with me : come,come; nay fpeake.

will more willingly part withall, except my life, my Guil. What fhould we fay my Lord ?
life. Ham. Why any thing. But to the purpofe; you were

folon. Fare you well my Lord. fent for; and there is a k'mde confeffion in your lookes;
Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. which your modefties haue not craft enough to co-
folon. You goe to feeke my Lord Hamlet; there lor, I know the good King & Queene haue fent for you.

hee is. Rojin. To what end my Lord ?
Ham. That you muft teach me : but let mee coniure

Enter Rojincran and Gulldenjierne. you by the rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancy of
Rojin. God faue you Sir. our youth,by the Obligation of our euer-preferued loue,
Guild. Mine honour'd Lord ? and by what more deare, a better propofer could charge
Rojin. My moft deare Lord? you withall ; be euen and direct with me, whether you
Ham. My excellent good friends ? How do'ft thou were fent for or no.

Gulldenjierne^ Oh, Rojincrane ; good Lads : How doe ye Rofm, What fay you?
both ? Ham. Nay then I haue an eye of you: if you loue me

Rojin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. hold not off.
Guild. Happy, in that we are not ouer-happy : on For- Quil. My Lord, we were fent for.

tunes Cap, we are not the very Button. Ham. I will tell you why ; fo fhall my anticipation
Ham. Nor the Scales of her Shoo ? preuent your difcouery of your fecricie to the King and
Rojin. Neither my Lord. Qiieene:moult no feather, I haue of late, but wherefore
Ham. Then you Hue about her wafte, or in the mid- I know not, loft all my mirth, forgone all cuftome of ex-

dle of her fauour ? ercife; and indeed,it goes fo heauenly with my dilpofiti-
Quil. Faith, her priuates, we. on;that this goodly frame the Earth, feemes to me a fter-
Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune ? Oh, moft true : rill Promontory; this moft excellent Canopy the Ayre,

fhe is a Strumpet. What's the newes? look you, this braue ore-hanging, this Maiefticall Roofe,
5(o/Jn. None my Lord; but that the World's growne fretted with golden fire : why, it appeares no other thing

honeft. to mee, then a foule and peftilent congregation of va-
Ham. Then is Doomefday neere : But your newes is pours. What a piece of worke is a man ! how Noble in

not true. Let me queftion more in particular : what haue Reafon ? how infinite in faculty? in forme and mouing
you my good friends, deferued at the hands of Fortune, how expreffe and admirable ? in Adlion, how like an An-
that fhe fends you to Prifon hither? gel ? in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty of the

Gull. Prifon, my Lord ? world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, what is
Ham. Denmark's a Prifon. this Quinteffence of Duft ? Man delights not me ; no,
Rofin. Then is the World one. nor Woman neither; though by your fmiling you feeme
Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con- to fay fo.

fines, Wards, and Dungeons; Denmartg being one o'th' Rojin. My Lord , there was no fuch ftuffe in my
worft. thoughts.

Rojin. We thinke not fo my Lord, Ham. Why did you laugh, when I faid, Man delights
Ham. Why then 'tis none to youjrbr there is nothing not me ?

either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo : to me it is Rojin. To thinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Man,
a prifon. what Lenton entertainment the Players fhall receiue

Rojin. Why then your Ambition makes it one : 'tis from you : wee coated them on the way, and hither are
too narrow for your minde. they comming to offer you Seruice.

Ham. O Cod, I could be bounded in a nut/hell, and Ham. He that playes the King fhall be welcome; his
count my felfe a King of infinite fpace ; were it not that Maiefty fhall haue Tribute of mee : the aduenturous
I haue bad dreames. Knight fhal vfe his Foyle and Target : the Louer fhall

Guil. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the not figh gratis, the humorous man fhall end his part in
very fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerely the fhadow peace : the Clowne fhall make thofe laugh whofe lungs
of a Dreame. are tickled a'th' fere : and the Lady fhal) fay her minde

Ham. A dreame it felfe is but a fhadow. freely; or the blanke Verfe fhall halt for't: what Players
Rojin. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fb ayry and are they?

light a quality, that it is but a fhadowes fhadow. Rojin. Euen thofe you were wont to take delight in
Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies; and our Mo- the Tragedians of the City.

narchs and out-ftretcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: Ham. How chances it they trauaile ? their refi-
fhall wee to th' Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea- dence both in reputation and profit was better both
fon? wayes.

'Both. Wee'l wait vpon you. Rojin. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes
Ham. No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the of the late Innouation f

reft of my feruants : for to fpeake to you like an honeft Ham. Doe they hold the fame estimation they did
man : I am moft dreadfully attended; but in the beaten when I was in the City ? Are they fo follow'd ?
way of friendfhip. What make you at Elfonower? Rojin. No indeed, they are not.

~Rj>(in, To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. Ham. How comes it f doe they grow rufty ?
Ham. Begger that I am,I am euen poore in thankes; Rojin. Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted

but I thanke you : and fure deare friends my thanks pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, little
are too deare a halfepeny; were you not fent for ? Is it Yafes, that crye out on the top of queftion ; and
your owne inclining ? Is it a free vifitation ? Come, are moft tyrannically clap't for't : thefe are now the

falhi-
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fafhion, and fo be-ratled the common Stages (fo they The which he loued paffing well.
call them) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraide of Pol. Still on my Daughter.
Goofe-quils,and dare fcarfe come thither. Ham. Am I not i'th'right old lepbta?

Ham. What are they Children? Who maintains'em? Polon. If you call me lepbta my Lord, I haue a daugh-
How are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the Quality no ter that I loue pafling well.
longer then they can fing ? Will they not fay afterwards Ham. Nay that followes not.
if they fhould grow themfelues to common Players (as Polon. What followes then, my Lord ?
it is like moft if their meanes are noi better) their Wri- Ha.Why, As by lot, God wot : and then you know, It
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their came to pafle, as moft like it was: The firft rowe of the
owne Succeffion. Ports Cbanfon will (hew you more. For looke where my

Rofin.Faith there ha's bene much to do on both fides: Abridgements come.
and the Nation holds it no linne, to tarre them to Con- Enter foure or fine Players.
trouerfie. There was for a while, no mony bid for argu- Y'are welcome Matters, welcome all. I am glad to fee
ment, vnlefle the Poet and the Player went to Cuffes in thee well : Welcome good Friends. O my olde Friend ?
the Queftion. Thy face is valiant fince I faw thee laft : Com'ft thou to

Ham. Is't poffible ? beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong Lady and Mi-
Guild. Oh there ha's beene much throwing about of ftris?Byrlady your Ladiihip is neerer Heauen then when

Braines. I faw you laft, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God
Ham, Do the Boyes carry it away ? your voice like a peece of vncurrant Gold be not crack'd
Rojin.l that they do my Lord, Hercules & his load too. within the ring. Mafters, you are all welcome:wee'l e'ne
Ham. It is not ftrange : for mine Vnckle is King of to't like French Faulconers, flie at any thing we fee: wee'l

Denmarke, and thofe that would make movves at him haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue vs a taft of your qua-
while my Father liued ; giue twenty, forty, an hundred lity : come, a pafiionate fpeech.
Ducates a peece, for his picture in Little. There is fome- l.Play. What fpeech, my Lord ?
thing in this more then Naturall, if Philolbphie could Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a Ipeech once, but it was
finde it out. neuer Acted : or if it was,not aboue once, for the Play I

Flour i/b for the Players. remember pleas'd not the Million, 'twas Cauiarie to the
Guil. There are the Players. Generall : but it was (as I receiu'd it, and others, whofe
Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcom to Slfonower: your iudgement in fuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an

hands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafhion excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scosnes, fet dovvne
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, with as much modeftie, as cunning. I remember one faid,
left my extent to the Players( which I tell you muft ihew there was no Sallets in the lines, to make the matter fa-
fairely outward)ihould more appeare like entertainment uoury; nor no matter in the phrafe, that might indite the
then yours. You are welcome : but my Vnckle Father, Author of affectation,but cal'd it an honeft method.One
and Aunt Mother are deceiu'd. cheefe Speech in it, I cheefely lou'd, 'twas vEneat Tale

Guil. In what my deere Lord ? to Dido, and thereabout of it efpecially, where he fpeaks
Ham. I am but mad North,North-Weft : when the of Priams flaughter. If it liue in your memory, begin at

Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke from a Handfaw. this Line, let me fee, let me fee : The rugged Pyrrbuslike
Enter Polonius. \\\Hyrcanian Beaft. It is not fo : it begins with Pyrrbui

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. The rugged Tyrrhui, he whofe Sable Armes
Ham. Hearke you Guildenfterne, and you too : at each Blacke as his purpofe, did the night refemble

eare a hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet When he lay couched in the Ominous Horie,
out of his fwathing clouts. Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fmear'd

Rojln.Happily he's the fecond time come to them: for With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foote
they fay, an old man is twice a childe. Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick'd

Ham. I will Prophefie. Hee comes to tell me of the With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes,
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor- Bak'd and imparted with the parching ftreets,
ning 'twas fo indeed. That lend a tyrannous, and damned light

iW. My Lord, I haue Newes to tell you. To their vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire,
Ham. My Lord, I haue Newes to tell you. And thus o're-fized with coagulate gore,

When RoJ/iiu an Actor in Rome 
Pol. The Actors are come hither my Lord. 

With eyes like Carbuncles, the hellifh Pyrrbui
Old Grandfire Priam feekes.

Ham. Buzze, buzze. Pol. Fore God,my Lord, well fpoken, with good ac-
Pol. Vpon mine Honor. cent,and good difcretion.
Ham. Then can each After on his Affe 

Pokn. The beft Actors in the world, either for Trage- 
7.Player. Anon he findes him,

Striking too Ihort at Greekes. His anticke Sword,
die, Comedie, Hiftorie, Paftorall : Paftoricall-Comicall- Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles
Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall : Tragicall- Repugnant to command : vnequall match,
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Scene indiuible, or Po- Pyrrbui at Priam driues, in Rage ftrikes wide :
em vnlimited. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor PlautM But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword,
too light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty. Thefe are Th'vnnerued Father fals. Then fenfelefle Illium,
the onely men. Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top

Ham. O lephta ludge of Ifrael, what a Treafure had'ft Stoopes to his Bace, and with a hideous crafh
thou ? Takes prifoner fyrrbw eare. For loe,his Sword

Pol. What a Treafure had he, my Lord? Which was declining on the Milkie head
Ham. Why one faire Daughter,and no more, Of Reuerend Triam,feem'd i'th'Ayre to ftieke :

So
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264 The Tr age die of Hamlet.
So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrbtu flood, Rofin. Good my Lord. Exeunt.
And like a Newtrall to his will and matter, did nothing. cyifanet Hamlet.
But as we often fee again ft fome ftorme, Ham. I fo, God buy'ye : Now I am alone.
A filence in the Heauens, the Racke ftand ftill, Oh what a Rogue and Pefint fiaue am I ?
The bold windes fpeechlefle, and the Orbe below Is it not monftrous that this Player heere,
As hufh as death : Anon the dreadfull Thunder But in a Fixion,in a dreame of Paffion,
Doth rend the Region. So after Tyrrhw paufe, Could force his foule fo to his whole conceit,
A rowfed Vengeance fets him new a-worke,l That from her working, all his vifage warm'd ;
And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall Teares in his eyes, diftraclion in's Afpeft,
On Mars his Armours, forg'd for proofe Eterne, A broken voyce,and his whole Function fuiting
With Jefie remorfe then Pyrrbiu bleeding fword With Formes, to his Conceit ? And all for nothing?
Now falles on Priam. For Hecuba ?

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, What's Hecuba to him.or he to Hecuba,
In generall Synod take away her power : That he mould weepe for her ? What would he doe,
Breake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, Had he the Motiue and the Cue for paffion
And boule the round Naue downe the hill of Heauen, That I haue ? He would drowne the Stage with teares,
As low as to the Fiends. And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech :

Pol. This is too long. Make mad the guilty,and apale the free,
Ham. It fhall to'th Barbars, with your beard. Pry- Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed,

thee fay on : He's for a ligge, or a tale of Baudry , or hee The very faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yet I,
fleepes. Say on ; come to Hecuba. A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall,peake

l.Play.But who, O who, had feen the inobled Queen. Like lohn a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufe,
Ham. The inobled Q_ueene ? And can fay nothing : No,not for a King,
Pol. That's good : Inobled Queene is good. Vpon whofe property, and moft deere life,
\.flay. Run bare-foot vp and downe, A damn'd defeate was made. Am I a Coward?

Threatning the flame Who calles me Villaine ? breakes my pate a-croffe ?
With BifTon Rheume : A clout about that head, Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face^
Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a Robe Tweakes me by'th'Nofe/1 giues me the Lye i'th'Throate,
About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines, As deepe as to the Lungs? Who does me this?
A blanket in th'Alarum offeare caught vp. Ha? Why I ihould take it : for it cannot be,
Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome fteep'd, But I am Pigeon-Liuer'd,and lacke Gall
'Gainft Fortunes State, would Treafon haue pronounc'd? To make Oppreffion bitter, or ere this,
But if the Gods themfelues did fee her then, I ihould haue fatted all the Region Kites
When ihe faw Pyrrhut make malicious fport With this Slaues Offall, bloudy : a Bawdy villaine,
In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes, RemorfelefTe, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindles villaine I
The inftant Burft of Clamour that /he made Oh Vengeance !
(Vnlefle things mortall moue them not at all) Who? What an Affe am I ? I fure, this is moft braue,
Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heauen, That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered,
And paffion in the Gods. Prompted to my Reuenge by Heauen,and Hell,

Pol. Looke where he ha's not turn'd his colour, and Muft(like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words,
ha's teares in's eyes. Pray you no more. And fall a Curling like a very Drab,

Ham. 'Tis well, He haue thee fpeake out the reft, A Scullion? Fye vpon't : Foh. About my Braine.
foone. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wel be- I haue heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play,
ftow'd. Do ye heare, let them be well vs'd : for they are Haue by the very cunning of the Scoene,
the Abftradis and breefe Chronicles of the time. After Bene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prefently
your death, you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then They haue proclaim'd their Malefaclions.
their ill report while you liued. For Murther, though it haue no tongue, will fpeake

Pol. My Lord, I will vfe them according to their de- With moft myraculous Organ. He haue thefe Players,
fart. Play fomething like the murder of my Father,

Ham. Gods bodykins man, better. Vfe euerie man Before mine Vnkle. He obferue his lookes,
after his defart, and who ihould fcape whipping : vfe He tent him to the quicke : If he but blench
them after your own Honor and Dignity. The le/Te they I know my courfe. The Spirit that I haue feene
deferue, the more merit is in your bountie. Take them May be the Diuell, and the Diuel hath power
in. T'alTume apleafing fhape, yea and perhaps

Pol. Come firs. Exit Talon. Out of my Weakneffe, and my Melancholly,
Ham. Follow him Friends:wee'l heare a play to mor- As he is very potent with fuch Spirits,

row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the Abufes me to damne me. He haue grounds
murther of Qon-zago ? More Relatiue then this : The Play's the thing,

Play. I my Lord. Wherein lie catch the Confcience of the King. Exit
Ham. Wee'l ha't to morrow night. You could for a

need ftudy a fpeech of fome dofen or fixteene lines, which Enter King, Queene, Polonitu, Ophelia, Ify-
I would fet downe,and infert in't? Could ye not? Jlncrance, Guildenftern, and Lords.

Play. I my Lord.
Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you King. And can you by no drift of circumftance

mock him not. My good Friends, He leaue you til night Get from him why he puts on this Confufion :
you are welcome to Eljonower ? Grating fo harflily all his dayes of quiet

With
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. That Flefh is heyre too? 'Tis a confummation

Rofin. He does confeffe he feeles himfelfe diftrafted, Deuoutly to be wifh'd. To dye to fleepe,
But rrom what caufe he will by no meanes fpeake. To fleepe, perchance to Dreame ; I, there's the rub,

Gull. Nor do we finde him forward to be founded, For in that fleepe of death, what dreames may come,
But with a crafty Madneffe keepes aloofe : When we haue fhufflel'd off this mortall coile,
When we would bring him on to fome Confeffion Muft giue vs pawfe. There's the refpeft
Of his true ftate. That makes Calamity of fo long life :

Qu. Did he receiue you well? For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time,
Rofin. Moft like a Gentleman. The OpprefTbrs wrong, the poore mans Contumely,
Guild. But with much forcing of his difpofition. The pangs of dilpriz'd Loue, the Lawes delay,
Rofin. Niggard of queftion, but of our demands The infolence of Office, and the Spumes

Moft free in his reply. That patient merit of the vnworthy takes,
Su. Did you affay him to any paftime ? When he himlelfe might his S^uietui make
Rofin. Madam, it fo fell out, that certaine Players With a bare Bodkin ? Who would thefe Fardles beare

We ore-wrought on the way : of thefe we told him, To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life,
And there did feeme in him a kinde of ioy But that the dread of fomething after death,
To heare of it: They are about the Court, The vndifcouered Countrey, from whofe Borne
And (as I thinke) they haue already order No Traueller returnes, Puzels the will,
This night to play before him. And makes vs rather beare thofe illes we haue,

Pol. 'Tis moft true : Then flye to others that we know not of.
And he beleech'd me to intreate your Maiefties Thus Confcience does make Cowards of vs all,
To heare, and fee the matter. And thus the Natiue hew of Refolution

King.Vfith all my heart,and it doth much content me Is ficklied o're, with the pale caft of Thought,
To heare him fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, And enterprizes of great pith and moment,
Giue him a further edge, and driue his purpofe on With this regard their Currants turne away,
To thefe delights. And loofe.the name of Aclion. Soft you now,

Rojin. We (hall my Lord. Bxeunt, The faire Ophelia? Nimph, in thy Orizons
King. Sweet Qertrude leaue vs too, Be all my finnes remembred.

For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hither, Of be. Good my Lord,
That he, as'twere by accident, may there How does your Honor for this many a day?
Affront Ophelia. Her Father.and my felfe(lawfui efpials) Ham. I humbly thanke you : well, well, well.
Will fo beftow our felues, that feeing vnfeene Ophe. My Lord, I haue Remembrances of yours,
We may of their encounter frankely iudge, That I haue longed long to re-deliuer.
And gather by him, as he is behaued, I pray you now, receiue them.
IPt be th'afflicYion of his loue,or no. Ham. No, no, I neuer gaue you ought.
That thus he fuffers for.1, Ophe. My honor'd Lord, I know right well you did,

Qu. I fhall obey you, And with them words of fo fweet breath compos'd,
And for your part Ophelia, I do wifh As made the things more rich, then perfume left:
That your good Beauties be the h.ippy caufe Take thefe againe, for to the Noble minde
Of Hamlets wildenelTe : fo fhall I hope your Vertues Rich gifts wax poore, when giuers proue vnkinde.
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, There my Lord.
To both your Honors. Ham. Ha,ha : Are you honeftj?

Ophe. Madam, I wifli it may. Ophe. My Lord.
Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracious fo pleafe ye Ham. Are you faire ?

We will beftow our felues : Reade on this booke, Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip ?
That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour Ham. That if you be honeft and faire, your Honefty
Your lonelineffe. We are oft too blame in this, fhould admit no difcourfe to your Beautie.
'Tis too much prou'd, that with Deuotions vifage, Ofbe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comerce
And pious Aftion, we do furge o're then your Honeftie ?
The diuell himfelfe. Ham. I trulie : for the power of Beautie, will fooner

King. Oh 'tis true: transforme Honeftie from what it is, to a Bawd, then the
How Imart a lafh that fpeech doth glue my Confcience ? force of Honeftie can tranflate Beautie into his likeneffe.
The Harlots Cheeke beautied with plaift'ring Art This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it
Is not more vgly to the thing that helpes it, proofe. I did loue you once.
Then is my deede, to my moft painted word. Ophe. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo.
Oh heauie burthen ! Ham. You fhould not haue beleeued me. For vertue

Pol. I heare him comming, let's withdraw my Lord. cannot fo innocculate our old ftocke, but we fhall rellifh
Exeunt. of it. I loued you not.

Enter Hamlet. Ophe. I was the more deceiued.
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queftion: Ham. Get thee to a Nunnerie. Why would'ft thou

Whether 'tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer be a breeder of Sinners? 1 am my felfe indifferent honeft,
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, but yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were bet-
Or to take Armes againft a Sea of troubles, ter my Mother had not borne me. I am very prowd, re-
And by oppofing end them : to dye,to fleepe uengefull, Ambitious, with more offences at my becke,
No more ; and by a fleepe, to fay we end then I haue thoughts to put them in imagination, to giue
The Heart-ake, and the thoufand Naturall fhockes them fhape, or time to afte them in. What fhould fuch

Fel-
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Fellowes as I do, crawling betweene Heauen and Earth.
We are arrant Knaues all, beleeue none of vs. Goe thy Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players.
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ?

Opbe. At home, my Lord. Ham. Speake the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc'd
Ham. Let the doores be {hut vpon him, that he may it to you trippingly on the Tongue : But if you mouth it,

play the Foole no way, but in's owne houfe. Farewell. as many of your Players do, I had as liue the Town-Cryer
Opbe. O helpe him, you fweet Heauens. had fpoke my Lines : Nor do not faw the Ayre too much
Ham. Ifthou doeft Marry, lie giue thee this Plague your hand thus, but vfe all gently ; for in the verie Tor-

for thy Dovvrie. Be thou as chaft as Ice, as pure as Snow, rent, Tempeft, and (as I may fay) the Whirle-winde of
thou fhalt not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. Paffion, you muft acquire and beget a Temperance that
Go, Farewell. Or if thou wilt needs Marry, marry a fool : may giue it SrnoothnefTe. O it offends mee to the Soule,
for Wife men know well enough, what monfters you to fee a robuftious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, teare a Paffi-
make of them. To a Nunnery go, and quickly too. Far- on to tatters, to verie ragges, to fplit the eares of the
well. Groundlings : who (for the moft part) are capeable of

Opbe. O heauenly Powers,reftore him. nothing, but inexplicable dumbe fhewes,£ noife: I could
Ham. I haue heard of your pratlings too wel enough. haue fuch a Fellow whipt for o're-doing Termagant : it

God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an- out-Herod's Herod. Pray you auoid it.
Other.-you gidge,you amble,and you lifpe, and nickname Player. I warrant your Honor.
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneffe, your Ig- Ham. Be not too tame neyther : but let your owne
norance.Go too, He no more on't, it hath made me mad. Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action to the Word,
I fay, we will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that are the Word to the Action, with this fpeciall obferuance :
married already, all but one fhall liue, the reft /hall keep That you ore-ftop not the modeftie of Nature ; for any
as they are. To a Nunnery,go. Exit Hamlet. thing fo ouer-done, is fr3 the purpofe of Playing, whofe

Of be. O what a Noble minde is heere o're-throwne ? end both at the firft and now, was and is, to hold as 'twer
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollers : Eye, tongue, fword, the Mirrour vp to Nature; to /hew Vertue her owne
Th'expectanfie and Roie of the faire State, Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the verie Age and
The glaffe of Faihion, and the mould of Forme, Bodie of the Time, his forme and prelTure. Now, this
Th'obferu'd of all Obferuers, quite,quite downe. ouer-done, or come tardie off, though it make the vnskil-
Haue I of Ladies mod delect and wretched, full laugh, cannot but make the ludicious greeue; The
That fuck'd the Honie of his Muficke Vowes : cenfure of the which One, muft in your allowance o're-
Now fee that Noble,and moft Soueraigne Reafon, way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee Players
Like fweet Bels iangled out of tune,and harfh, that I haue feene Play, and heard others praife, and that
That vnmatch'd Forme and Feature of blowne youth, highly (not to fpeake it prophanely) that neyther hauing
Blafted wirh extalie. Oh woe is me, the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, Pagan,
T'haue feene what I haue feene : fee what I fee. or Norman, haue fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I haue

thought fome of Natures louerney-men had made men,
Enter Kin<r, and Poloniui. and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab-

King. Loue ? His affections do not that way tend, hominably.
Nor what he fpake, though it lack'd Forme a little, flay. I hope we haue reform'd that indifferently with
Was not like Madneffe. There's fomething in his foule ? vs, Sir.
O're which his Melancholly fits on brood, Ham. O reforme it altogether. And let thofe that
And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe play your Clownes, fpeake no more then is fet downe for
Will be fome danger, which to preuent them. For there be of them, that will themfelues laugh,
I haue in quicke determination to fet on fome quantitie of barren Spectators to laugh
Thus fet it downe. He fhall with fpeed to England too, though in the meane time, fome necefTary Queftion
For the demand of our neglected Tribute : of the Play be then to be confidered : that's Villanous, &
Haply the Seas and Countries different fhewes a moft pittifull Ambition in the Foole that vfes
With variable Obiefts, fhall expell it. Go make you readie. Exit Players.
This fomething fetled matter in his heart:
Whereon his Braines ftill beating, puts him thus Enter PoloniuJ, l^ofincrance,and Guildenfterne.
From fafhion of himfelfe. What thinke you on't?

fo/. It /hall do well. But yet do I beleeue How now my Lord,
The Origin and Commencement of this greefe Will the King heare this peece of Worke?
Sprung from neglected loue. How now Ophelia? Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently.
You neede not tell vs, what Lord Hamlet faide, Ham. Bid the Players make haft. Exit Polonius.
We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe, Will you two helpe to haften them ?
But if you hold it fit after the Play, 'Both. We will my Lord. Exeunt.
Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him Suter Horatio.
To /hew his Greefes : let her be round with him, Ham. What hoa, Horatio ?
And lie be plac'd fo, pleafe you in the eare Hora. Heere fweet Lord, at your Seruice.
Of all their Conference. If/he finde him not, Ham. Horatio, thou art eene as iuft a man
To England fend him : Or confine him where As ere my Conuerfadon coap'd withall.
Your wiledome beft fhall thinke. Hora. O my deere Lord.

King. It fhall be fo : Ham. Nay,do not thinke I flatter :
Madnefle in great Ones, muft not vnwatch'd go. For what aduancement may I hope from thee,

Exeunt. That no Reuennew haft, but thy good fpirits
To
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To feed & cloath thee. Why fhold the poor be flatter'd ? Ham. Nothing.
No, let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, Ofhe. You are merrie, my Lord ?
And crooke the pregnant HinJges of the knee, Ham. Who I ?
Where thrift may follow faining? Doft thou heare, Ofhe. I my Lord.
Since my deere Soule was Miftris of my choyfe, Ham. Oh God, your onely ligge-maker: what Ihould
And could of men diftinguifh, her election a man do, but be merrie. For looke you how cheereful-
Hath feal'd thee for her felfe. For thou haft bene ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within's two
As one in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing. Houres.
A man that Fortunes buffets, and Rewards Ofhe. Nay, 'tis twice two moneths,my Lord.
Hath 'tane with equall Thankes. And bleft are thofe, Ham. So long? Nay then let the Diuel weare blacke,
Whofe Blood and ludgement are fo well co-mingled, for He haue a fuite of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mo-
That they are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, neths ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there's hope, a
To found what flop fhe pleafe. Giue me that man, great mans Memorie, may out-liue his life halfe a yeare :
That is not Paffions Slaue, and I will weare him But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : or elfe fhal!
In my hearts Core: I,in my Heart of heart, he lufter not thinking on, with the Hoby-horfTe, whole
As I do thee. Something too much of this. Epitaph is, For o, For o, the Hoby-horfe is forgot.
There is a Play to night before the King,
One Scoene of it comes neeve the Circumftance Hoboyes play. The dumbe fhew enters.
Which I haue told thee,of my Fathers death. Enter a King and l^ueene, very louingly; the S^ueene embra-
I prythee, when thou fee'ft that A die a-foot, cing him. She fyeeles ,and mattes Jbtw of Proteftation vnto
Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule him. He tal^es her <vf, and declines his head -upon her necl^.
Obferue mine Vnkle : If his occulted guilt, Layes him downe vpon a Ban^e of Flowers. She feeing him
Do not it felfe vnkennell in one fpeech, a-j}eepe, leaues him. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off bis
It is a damned Ghoft that we haue feene : Crowne, kjjfts it ,andpowres poyfon in the Kings eares, and
And my Imaginations are as foule Exits. The Queene returnes, findes the King dead, and
As Vulcans Stythe. Giue him needfull note, mattes pajjionate Action. The Poyfoner, with jome two or
For I mine eyes will riuet to his Face : three refutes comes in againe, feeming to lament with her.
And after we will both our Judgements ioyne, The dead body a carried away : The Poyfoner Wooes the
To cenlure of his feeming. S^ueene with Gifts, fhe feemes loath and "unwilling awhile,

Hora. Well my Lord. but in the end,accepts his loue. Exeunt
If he fteale ought the whil'ft this Play is Playing,
And icape detecting, I will pay the Theft. Ofhe. What meanes this, my Lord ?

Ham. Marry this is Miching iJlfalicbo, that meanes
Enter King, Qwene, Polonius, Ophelia, Rifincrance, Mifcheefe.

Quildenjlerne, and other Lords attendant, rritb Ofhe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the
hii Guard carrying Torches. Danijb Play?

March. Sound a Flourijh. Ham. We (hall know by thefe Fellowes: the Players
cannot keepe counfell, they'l tell all.

Ham They are comming to the Play : I muft be idle. Of be. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant?
Get you a place. Ham. I, or any fhew that you'l fhew him. Bee not

King. How fares our Colin Hamlet? you alhim'd to Ihew, hee'l not fhame to tell you what it
Ham. Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelions dilh : I eate meanes.

the Ayre promife-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. Ofhe. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the
King. I haue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, thefe Play.

words are not mine. Enter Prologue.
Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once For iis, and for our Tragedie,

i'th'Vniuerfity, you fay? Heere jlooping to your Ciemencie :
Po/on.That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good JVe begge your hearing Patientlie.

Adtor. Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Poefie of a Ring ?
Ham. And what did you enadt ? Ofhe. 'Tis briefe my Lord.
Pol. I did enadt luliui C<fjar* * was kill'd i'th'Capitol: Ham. As Womans loue.

Bruttu kill'd me.

Ham. It was a bruite part of him, to kill fo Capitall a Enter Kin? and hii Queene.O "*"*J

Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? King.fall thirtie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round,
Rojin. I my Lord, they ftay vpon your patience. Nepfunes fait Wafli, and Tellia Orbed ground :
Qu. Come hither my good Hamlet, fit by me. And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed fheene,
Ha. No good Mother, here's Mettle more attradtiue. About the World haue times twelue thirties beene,
Pol. Oh ho, do you marke that / Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands
Ham. Ladie, lhall I lye in your Lap ? Vnite comutuall,in moft facred Bands.
Ofhe. No my Lord. 'Bap. So many iournies may the Sunne and Moone
Ham. I meane, my Head vpon your Lap ? Make vs againe count o're, ere loue be done.
Of he. I my Lord. But woe is me, you are fo licke of late,
Ham. Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? So farre from cheere,and from your forme ftate,
Ofhe. I thinke nothing, my Lord. That I diftruft you : yet though I di'iruft,
Ham. That's a faire thought to ly between Maids legs Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft :
Ofhe. What is my Lord ? For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantitie,

In
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In neither ought, or in extremity : fence i'th'world.
Now what my loue is, proofe hath made you know, King. What do you call the Play ?
And as my Loue is fiz'd, my Feare is fo. Ham. The Moufe-trap : Marry how? Tropically :

King. Faith I muft leaue thee Loue, and fhortly too : This PUy is the Image of a murder done in Vienna: Qon-
My operant Powers my Functions leaue to do : zago is the Dukes name, his wife *Baptifta : you fhall fee
And thou fhalt Hue in this faire world behinde, anon : 'tis a knauifh peece of worke : But what o'that ?
Honour'd, belou'd, and haply, one as kinde. Your Maieftie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches
For Husband fhalt thou - vs not : let the gall d iade winch:our withers are vnrung.

Bap. Oh confound the reft : Enter Lucianui.
Such Loue, muft needs be Treafon in my breft : This is one Lucianui nephew to the King.
In fecond Husband, let me be accurft, Of be. You are a good Chorus, my Lord.
None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firft.1 Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your loue :

Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. if I could fee the Puppets dallying.
'Baft. The infhnces that fecond Marriage moue, Ophe. You are keene my Lord, you are keene.

Are bafe refpedls of Thrift, but none of Loue. Ham. It would coft you a groaning, to take off my
A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead,
When fecond Husband kifTes me in Bed. Ophe. Still better and worfe.

King. I do beleeue you. Think what now you fpeak : Ham. So you miftake Husbands.
But what we do determine, oft we breake : Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy damnable Faces, and
Purpofe is but the flaue to Memorie, begin. Come, the croaking Rauen doth bellow for Re-
Of violent Birth, but poore validitie: " uenge.
Which now like Fruite vnripe ftickes on the Tree, Litcian. Thoughts blacke, hands apt,
But fall vnfhaken, when they mellow bee. Drugges fit, and Time agreeing :
Moft neceflary 'tis, that we forget Confederate feafon, elfe, no Creature feeing :
To pay our felues, what to our felues is Jebt: Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds collected,
What to our lelues in paffion we propofe, With Hecats Ban, thrice blafted, thrice infedled,
The paffion ending, doth the purpofe lofe. Thy naturall Magicke,and dire propertie,
The violence of other Greefe or loy, On wholfome life, vfurpe immediately.
Their owne ennadtors with themfelues deftroy : Ponres the poyfon in bif eares .
Where loy moft Reuels, Greefe doth moft lament; Ham. He poyfons him i'th'Garden for's eftate : His
Greefe ioyes, loy greeues on (lender accident. name's Gonzago : the Story is extant and writ in choyce
This world is not for aye, nor 'tis not ftrange Italian. You fhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the
That euen our Loues fhould with our Fortunes change. loue of Gonz.ago's wife.
For 'tis a queftion left vs yet to proue, Ophe. The King rifes.
Whether Loue lead Fortune,or elfe Fortune Loue. Ham. What, frighted with falfe fire.
The great man downe, you marke his fauourites rlies, Qu. How fares my Lord?
The poore aduanc'd, makes Friends of Enemies : Pol. Giue o're the Play.
And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend, King. Giue me fome Light. Away.
For who not needs, fhall neuer lacke a Frend : All. Lights, Lights, Lights. Exeunt
And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, Manet Hamlet & Horatio.
Direftly feafons him his Enemie. Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere go weepe,
But orderly to end, where I begun, The Hart vngalled play :
Our Willes and Fates do fo contrary run, For fome muft watch, while fome muft fleepe ;
That our Deuices ftill are ouerthrowne, So runnes the world away.
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. Would not this Sir, and a Forreft of Feathers, if the reft of
So thinke thou wilt no fecond Husband wed. my Fortunes turne Turke with me; with two Prouinciall
But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. Rofes on my rac'd Shooes, get me a Fellowfhip in a crie

'Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light, of Players fir.
Sport and repofe locke from me day and night : Her. Halfe a fhare.
Each oppofite that blankes the face of ioy, Ham. A whole one I,
Meet what I would haue well, and it deftroy j For thou doft know : Oh Daman deere,
Both heere, and hence, purfue me lafting ftrife, This Realme difmantled was of loue himfelfe,
If once a Widdow, euer I be Wife. And now reignes heere.

Ham. If fhe fhould breake it now. A verie verie Paiocke.
King. 'Tis deepely fworne : Hora. You might haue Rim'd.

Sweet, leaue me heere a. while, Ham. Oh good Horatio, He take the Ghofts word for
My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile a thoufand pound. Did'ft perceiue ?
The tedious day with fleepe. Hora. Verie well my Lord.

Qu. Sleepe rocke thy Braine, Sleepes Ham. Vpon the talke of the poyfoning?
And neuer come mifchance betweene vs twaine. Exit Hora. I did verie well note him.

Ham. Madam,how like you this Play? Enter Rojincrance and Guildenfterne.
Qu. The Lady protefts to much me thinkes. Ham. Oh,ha? Come fome Mufick.Come y Recorders:
Ham. Oh but fhee'l keepe her word. For if the King like not the Comedie,
King. Haue you heard the Argument, is there no Of- Why then belike he likes it not perdie.

fence in't ? Come fome Muficke.

Ham. No, no, they do but left, poyfon in left, no Of- Guild. Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word with you.
Ham.
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Ham. Sir, a whole Hiftory. you make of me : you would play vpon mee ; you would
(juild. The King, fir. feeme to know my ftops : you would pluck out the heart
Ham. I fir, what of him ? ot my Myfterie ; you would found mee from my loweft
Guild. Is in his retyrement, maruellous diftemper'd. Note, to the top of my CompafTe: and there is much Mu-
Ham. With drinke Sir ? ficke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet cannot
Cjuild. No my Lord, rather with choller. you make it. Why do you thinke, that I am eafier to bee
Ham. Your wifedome fliould fhew it felfe more ri- plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inftrument you will,

cher, to fignifie this to his Doctor: for for me to put him though you can fret me, you cannot play vpon me. God
to his Purgation, would perhaps plundge him into farre blefle you Sir.
more Choller. Enter Polonius.

Guild. Good my Lord put your difcourfe into fome
frame,and ftart not fo wildely from my aftayre. Polon. My Lordjthe Queene would fpeak with you,

Ham. I am tame Sir, pronounce. and prefently.
Guild. The Queene your Mother, in moft great affli- Ham. Do you fee that Clowd? that's almoft in fhape

ction of fpirit, hath fent me to you. like a Camell.
Ham. You are welcome. Polon, By'th'MifTe, and it's like a Camell indeed.
Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Weazell.

the right breed. If it fhall pleafe you to make me a whol- Pokn. It is back'd like a Weazell.
fome anfwer, I will doe your Mothers command'ment : Ham. Or like a Whale ?
if not, your pardon, and my returne fhall bee the end of Polon. Verie like a Whale.
my BufinefTe. Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by and by :

Ham. Sir, I cannot. They foole me to the top of my bent.
Gnild. What,my Lord? I will come by and by.
Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwere : my wits dif- Polon. I will fay fo. Exit.

eas'd. But fir, fuch anfwers as I can make,you fhal com- Ham. By and by, is eafily faid. Leaue me Friends:
mand : or rather you fay, my Mother : therfore no more 'Tis now the verie witching time of night,
but to the matter. My Mother you fay. When Churchyards yawne,and Hell it felfe breaths out

Rojin. Then thus fhe fayes : your behauior hath ftroke Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood,
her into amazement, and admiration. And do fuch bitter bufinefie as the day

Ham. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can fo aftonifh a Would quake to looke on. Soft now, to my Mother :
Mother. But is there no fequell at the heeles of this Mo- Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; let not euer
thers admiration ? The Soule of Nero, enter this firme bofome :

Roftn. She defires to fpeake with you in her Cloflet, Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall,
ere you go to bed. I will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe none :

Ham. We fhall obey, were me ten times our Mother. My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites.
Haue you any further Trade with vs? How in my words fomeuer fhe be fhent,

Rojin. My Lord,you once did loue me. To giue them Seales, neuer my Soule confent.
Ham. So I do ftill, by thefe pickers and flealers.
Rojin. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftem- Enter King,Rojlncrance,and Guildenjlerne.

per?You do freely barre the doore of your owne Liber- Kinfr. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with vs,
tie, if you deny your greefes to your Friend. To let his madneffe range. Therefore prepare you,

Ham. Sir I lacke Aduancement. I your Commimon will forthwith difpatch,
Rojin. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of And he to England fhall along with you :

the King himfelfe, for your Succeffion in Denmarke ? The termes of our eftate, may not endure
Ham. I, but while the graffe growes, the Prouerbe is Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourely grow

fomething mufty. Out of his Lunacies.
Enter one with a Recorder. Guild. We will our felues prouide :

O the Recorder. Let me lee, to withdraw with you, why Moft holie and Religious feare it is
do you go about to recouer the winde of mee, as if you To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe
would driue me into a toyle ? That liue and feede vpon your Maieftie.

Guild, O my Lord, if my Dutie be too bold, my loue Rofm. The fingle
is too vnmannerly. And peculiar life is bound

Ham. I do not well vnderftand that. Will you play With all the ftrength and Armour of the minde,
vpon this Pipe ? To keepe it felfe from noyance : but much more,

Guild. My Lord, I cannot. That Spirit, vpon whofe fpirit depends and refts
Ham. I pray you. The Hues of many, the ceafe of Maieftie
Guild. Beleeue me, I cannot. Dies not alone; but like a Gulfe doth draw
Ham. I do befeech you. What's neere it, with it. It is a maflie wheele
Cjuild. I know no touch of it,my Lord. Fixt on the Somnet of the higheft Mount,
Ham. 'Tis as eafie as lying : gouerne thefe Ventiges To whofe huge Spoakes, ten thoufand lefTer things

with your finger and thumbe, giue it breath with your Are mortiz'd and adioyn'd : which when it falles,
mouth, and it will difcourfe moft excellent Muficke. Each fmall annexment, pettie confequence
Looke you, thefe are the ftoppes. Attends the boyftrous Ruine. Neuer alone

Guild. But thefe cannot I command to any vtterance Did the King fighe, but with a generall grone.
of hermony, I haue not the skill. King. Arme you, I pray you to this fpeedie Voyage;

Ham. Why looke you now, how vnworthy a thing For we will Fetters put vpon this feare,
Which
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Which now goes too free-footed. When he is drunke afleepe : or in his Rage,

Both. We will hafle vs. Exeunt Gent. Or in th'inceftuous pleafure of his bed,
Enter Poloniw. At gaming, fwearing, or about fome acle

Pol. My Lord, he's going to his Mothers Cloffet: That ha's no rellifh of Saluation in't,
Behinde the Arras He conuey my felfe Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at Heauen,
To heare the ProcefTe. He warrant fhee'l tax him home, And that his Soule may be as damn'd aud blacke
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftayes,
'Tis meete that fome more audience then a Mother, This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit.
Since Nature makes them partiall, ihould o're-heare King. My words flye vp, my thoughts remain below,
The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, Words without thoughts, neuer to Heauen go. Exit.
lie c.ill vpon you ere you go to bed,
And tell you what I know. Enter S^ueene and Poloniuf.

King. Thankes deere my Lord. Pol. He will come ftraight :
Oh my offence is ranke, it fmels to heauen, Looke you lay home to him,
It hath the primall eldeft curie vpon't, Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with,
A Brothers murther. Pray can I not, And that your Grace hath fcree'nd,and ftoode betweene
Though inclination be as fharpe as will: Much heate,and him. lie filence me e'ene heere : \
My ftronger guilt,defeats my Itrong intent, Pray you be round with him.
And like a man to double bufinefle bound, Ham.Tfitbin. Mother, mother, mother.
I ftand in paufe where I /hall firft begin, Qu. He warrant you, feare me not.
And both negleft ; what if this curfed hand Withdraw, I heare him comming.
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, Enter Hamlet.
Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heauens Ham. Now Mother,what's the matter?
To wafh it white as Snow? Whereto ferues mercy, Qu. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended.
But to confront the vifage of Offence? Ham. Mother, you haue my Father much offended.
And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, S^u. Come,come, you anfwer with an idle tongue.
To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall, Ham. Go,go,you queftion with an idle tongue.
Or pardon'd being downe ? Then lie looke vp, Qu. Why how now Hamlet?
My fault is paft. But oh, what forme of Prayer Ham. Whats the matter now?
Can ferue my turne ? Forgiue me my foule Murther: Qu. H^ue you forgot me?
That cannot be, fince I am ftill pofleft Ham. No by the Rood,not fo :
Of thofe efrefts for which I did the Murther. You are the Qiaeene, your Husbands Brothers wife,
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition,and my Queene : But would you were not fo. You are my Mother.
May one be pardon'd,and retaine th'offence ? Qu. Nay, then lie fet thofe to you that can fpeake.
In the corrupted currants of this world, Ham. Come,come, and fit you downe, you fhall not
Offences gilded hand may fhoue by luftice, boudge :
And oft'tis feene, the wicked prize it felfe You go not till I fet you vp a glafle,
Buyes out the Law; but 'tis not fo aboue, Where you may fee the inmoft part of you ?
There is no fhuffling, there the Aftion lyes Qu. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me ?
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell'd Helpe, helpe, hoa.
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults, Pol. What hoa, helpe, helpe, helpe.
To giue in euidence. What then ? What refts? Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate,dead.
Try what Repentance can. What can it not1? Pol. Oh I am flaine. Kdles Polon ius.
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? Qu. Oh me,what haft thou done/
Oh wretched ftate ! Oh bofome, blacke as death ! Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ?
Oh limed foule, that ftrugling to be free, Qu. Oh what a raft, and bloody deed is this ?
Art more ingag'd : Helpe Angels, make aflay : Ham. A bloody deed,almoft as bad good Mother,
Bow ftubborne knees,and heart with firings of Steele, As kill a King, and rnjrrie with his Brother.
Be foft as finewes of the new-borne Babe, Qu. As kill a King ?
All may be well. Ham. I Lady, 'twas my word.

Enter Hamlet. Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foole farewell,
I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune,

Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying, Thou find'ft to be too bufie,is fome danger.
And now He doo't, and fo he goes to Heauen, Leaue wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe,
And fo am I reueng'd : that would be fcann'd, And let me wring your heart, for fo I ihall
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that If it be made of penetrable ftuffe;
I his foule Sonne, do this fame Villaine fend If damned Cuftome haue not braz'd it fo,
To heauen. Oh this is hyre and Sallery, not Reuenge. That it is proofe and bulwarke againft Senfe.
He tooke my Father groffely, full of bread, j^.What haue I done, that thou dar'ft wag thy tong,
With all his Crimes broad blowne,as frefh as May, In noife fo rude againft me ?
And how his Audit ftands,who knowes,faue Heauen: Ham. Such an A&
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought That blurres the grace and bluih of Modeftie,
'Tis heauie with him : and am I then reueng'd, Cals Vertue Hypocrite, takes ofYthe Rofe
To take him in the purging of his Soule, From the faire forehead of an innocent loue,
When he is fit and feafon'd for his paflage ? No. And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage vowes
Vp Sword,and know thou a more horrid hent As falfe as Dicers Oathes. Oh fuch a deed,

As
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As from the body of Contraction pluckes Speake to her Hamlet.
The very foule, and fweete Religion makes Ham. How is it with you Lady ?
A rapfidie of words. Heauens face doth glow, Qu. Alas, how is't with you ?
Yea this folidity and compound mafic, That you bend your eye on vacancie,
With triftfull vifage as againft the doome, And with their corporall ayre do hold difcourfe.
Is thought-ficke at the act. Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely peepe,

Qu. Aye me ; what act, that roares fo lowd, & thun- And as the fleeping Soldiours in th'Alarme,
ders in the Index. Your bedded haire, like life in excrements,

Ham. Looke heere vpon this Picture, and on this, Start vp, and ftand an end. Oh gentle Sonne,
The counterfet prefentment of two Brothers : Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper
See what a grace was feated on his Brow, Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke ?
Hyperions curies, the front of loue himfelfe, Ham. On him, on him : look you how pale he glares,
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command His forme and caufe conioyn'd, preaching to ftones,
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me,
New lighted on a heauen-kiffing hill: Leaft with this pitteous action you conuert'
A Combination, and a forme indeed, My fterne effects : then what I haue to do,
Where euery God did feeme to fet his Seale, Will want true colour ; teares perchance for blood.
To giue the world affurance of a man. Qu. To who do you fpeake this?
This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. Ham. Do you fee nothing there?
Heere is your Husband, like a Mildew'd eare Qu. Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee.
Blafting his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes? Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ?
Could you on this faire Mountaine leaue to feed, Qu. No, nothing but our felues.
And batten on this Moore ? Ha ? Haue you eyes ? Ham. Why look you there: looke how it fteals away:
You cannot call it Loue : For at your age, My Father in his habite, as he liued,
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, Looke where he goes euen now out at the Portall. Exit.
And waites vpon the ludgement : and what ludgement Qu. This is the very coynage of your Braine,
Would ftep from this, to this ? What diuell was't, This bodileffe Creation extafie is very cunning in.
That thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ? Ham. Extafie?
O Shame I where is thy Bluft ? Rebellious Hell, My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keepe time,
If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones, And makes as healthfull Muficke. It is not madneffe
To flaming youth, let Vertue be as waxe, That 1 haue vttered ; bring me to the Teft
And melt in her owne fire. Proclaime no flume, And I the matter will re-word : which madneffe
When the compulfiue Ardure giues the charge, Would gamboll from. Mother, for loue of Grace,
Since Froft it felfe, as actiuely doth burne, Lay not a flattering Vnction to your foule,
As Reafon panders Will. That not your trefpaffe, but my madneffe fpeakes:

Qu. O Hamlet, fpeake no more. It will but skin and filme the Vlcerous place,
Thou turn'ft mine eyes into my very foule, Whil'ft ranke Corruption mining all within,
And there I fee fuch blacke and grained fpots, Infects vnfeene. Confeffe your felfe to Heauen,
As will not leaue their Tinct. Repent what's paft, auoyd what is to come,

Ham. Nay, but to liue And do not fpred the Compoft or the Weedes,
In the ranke fweat of an enfeamed bed, To make them ranke. Forgiue me this my Vertue,
Stew'd in Corruption; honying and making loue For in the fatneffe of this purfie times,
Ouer the nafty Stye. Vertue it felfe, of Vice muft pardon begge,

<%u. Oh fpeake to me, no more, Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good.
Thefe words like Daggers enter in mine eares. Qu. Oh Hamh-t,
No more fweet Hamlet. Thou haft cleft my heart in twaine.

Ham. A Murderer, and a Villaine : Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it,
A Slaue, that is not twentieth patt the tythe And liue the purer with the other halfe.
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, Good night, but go not to mine Vnkles bed,
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule. Affume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refraine to night,
That from a ihelfe,the precious Diadem ftole, And that fhall lend a kinde of eafineffe
And put it in his Pocket. To the next abftinence. Once more goodnight,

Qu. No more. And when you are defirous to be bleft,i
Enter Gbofl. lie bleffing begge of you. For this fame Lord,

Ham. A King of fhreds and patches. I do repent: but heauen hath pleas'd it fo,
Saue me ; and houer o're me with your wings To punifti me with this, and this with me,
Vou heauenly Guards. What would you gracious figure? That I muft be their Scourge and Minifter.

Qg. Alas he's mad. I will beftow him, and will anfwer well
Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide, The death I gaue him : fo againe, good night.

That laps't in Time and Paffion, lets go by I muft be cruell, onely to be kinde ;
Th'important acting of your dread command ? Oh fay. Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behinde.

Qboji. Do not forget: this Vifitation Qu. What fliall I do ?
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do :
But looke, Amazement on thy Mother fits ; Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed,
O ftep betweene her, and her fighting Soule, Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe,
Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftrongeft workes. And let him for a paire of reechie kiffes,
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Or padling in your necke with his damn'd Fingers, To let them know both what we meane to do,
Make you to rauell all this matter out, And what's vntimely done. Oh come away,
That I eflentially am not in madnefle, My foule is full of difcord and difmay. Exeunt.
But made in craft. 'Twere good you let him know, Enter Hamlet.
For who that's but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, Ham. Safely flowed.
Would from a Paddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe, Gentlemen rvitbin. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet.
Such deere concernings hide, Who would do fo, Ham. What noife? Who cals on Hamlet?
No in defpight of Senfe and Secrecie, Oh heere they come. Enter Rof.and Guildenfterne.
Vnpegge the Basket on the houfes top : Ro. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body?
Let the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape Ham. Compounded it with duft, whereto 'tis Kinne.
To try Conclufions in the Basket, creepe Rojin. Tell vs where 'tis, that we may take it thence,
And breake your owne necke downe. And beare it to the Chappell.

S^u. Be thou afTur'd, if words be made of breath, Ham. Do not beleeue it.
And breath of life : I haue no life to breath Rojin. Beleeue what ?
What thou haft faide to me. Ham. That I can keepe your counfell, and not mine

Ham. I muft to England, you know that ? owne. Befides, to be demanded of a Spundge, what re-
Qu. Alacke I had forgot : 'Tis fo concluded on. plication fliould be made by the Sonne of a King,
Ham. This man fhall fet me packing : Rojin. Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord ?

He lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome, Ham. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings Countenance, his
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Counfellor Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the King
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft graue, beft feruice in the end. He keepes them like an Ape in
Who was in life, a foolifh prating Knaue. the corner of his law, firft mouth'd to be laft fwallowed,
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. when he needes what you haue glean'd', it is but fquee-
Good night Mother. zing you, and Spundge you mall be dry againe.

Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonium. Rojin. I vnderftand you not my Lord.
Enter King. Ham. I am glad of it : a knauifh fpeech ileepes in a

King. There's matters in thefe fighes. foolifh eare.
Thefe profound heaues Rojin. My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body is,
You muft tranflate ; Tis fit we vnderftand them. and go with vs to the King.
Where is your Sonne ? Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not

£>u. Ah my good Lord, what haue I feene to night ?
King. What Gertrude? How do's Hamlet? 

with the body. The King, is a thing 
Quild. A thing my Lord ?

£>u. Mad as the Seas, and winde, v/hen both contend Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him, hide Fox, and all
Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefTe fit after. Exeunt
Behinde the Arras, hearing fomething ftirre, Enter King.
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, King. I haue fent to feeke him, and to find the bodie :
And in his brainifh apprehension killes How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe :
The vnfeene good old man. Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him :

King. Oh heauy deed : Hee's loued of the diftrafted multitude,
It had bin fo with vs had we beene there : Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes :
His Liberty is full of threats to all, And where 'tis fo, th'Offenders fcourge is weigh'd
To you your felfe, to vs, to euery one. But neerer the offence : to beare all fmooth,and euen,
Alas, how fhall this bloody deede be anfwered ? This fodaine fending him away, muft feeme
It will be laide to vs, whofe prouidence Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperate growne,
Should haue kept fhort, reftrain'd, and out of haunt, By defperate appliance are releeued,
This mad yong man. But fo much was our loue, Or not at all. Enter Rojincrane.
We would not vnderftand what was moft fit, How now? What hath befalne ?
But like the Owner of a foule difeafe, Rojin. Where the dead body is beftow'd my Lord,
To keepe it from divulging, let's it feede We cannot get from him.
Euen on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? King. But where is he ?

Qu. To draw apart the body he hath kild, Rojin. Without my Lord, guarded to know your
O're whom his very madnefle like fome Oare pleafure.
Among a Minerall of Mettels bafe King. Bring him before vs.
Shewes it felfe pure. He weepes for what is done. Rofin. Hoa, Guildenfteruef Bring in my Lord.

King. Oh Gertrude, come away :
The Sun no fooner fhail the Mountaines touch, Enter Hamlet and Guildenfterne.
But we will fliip him hence, and this vilde deed, King. Now Hamlet, where's Polonitu ?
We muft with all our Maiefty and Skill Ham. At Supper.
Both countenance,and excufe. Enter Rof.& Guild. King. At Supper? Where ?
Ho Guildenflern : Ham.Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a cer-
Friends both go ioyne you with fome further ayde : taine conuocation of wormes are e'ne at him. Your worm
Hamlet in madnefTe hath Poloniiu flaine, is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures elfe
And from his Mother Cloflets hath he drag'd him. to fat vs,and we fat our felfe for Magots. Your fat King,
Go feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body and your leane Begger is but variable feruice to dimes,
Into the Chappell. I pray you haft in this. Exit Qent. but to one Table that's the end.
Come Gertrude, wee'l call vp our wifeft friends, King. What doft thou meane by this ?

Ham.
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Ham. Nothing but to mew you how a King may go Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought,

a Progrefie through the guts of a Begger. Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily.
King. Where is Polonius. Qu. 'Twere good fhe were fpoken with,
Ham. In heauen, fend thither to fee. If your MefTen- For fhe may ftrew dangerous conieftures

ger finde him not there, feeke him i'th other place your In ill breeding minds. Let her come in.
felfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is)
fhall nofe him as you go vp the ftaires into the Lobby. Each toy feemes Prologue, to fome great amifTe,

King. Go feeke him there. So full of ArtlefTe iealoufie is guilt,
Ham. He will ftay till ye come. It fpill's it felfe, in fearing to be fpilt.
K. Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety Enter Ophelia dijlratfed.

Which we do tender, as we deerely greeue Ophe, Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark.
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence £%u. How now Ophelia?
Wich fierie Qmckneffe. Therefore prepare thy felfe, Ophe. Horn Jhonld I your true loue faotv from another one?
The Barke is readie, and the winde at helpe, By his Cockle hat and ftajfe,and his Sandal Jboone.
Th'Affociates tend, and euery thing at bent i$u. Alas fweet Lady: what imports this Song ?
For England. Of he. Say you? Nay pray you marke.

Ham. For England ? He is dead and gone Lady, he « dead and gone,
Kin?. I Hamlet.& At his head a graffe-greene Turfe, at his heeles a Jtor.e.
Ham. Good. Enter King.
King. So is it, if thou knew'ft our purpofes. Qu Nay but Ophelia.
Ham. I fee a Cherube that fee's him : but come, for Ophe. Pray you marke.

England. Farewell deere Mother. White his Shrorv'd as the <JV[ountaine Snow.
King. Thy louing Father Hamlet. Qu. Alas,looke heere my Lord.
Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother is man and Of he. Larded with Jweet flowers :

wife : man & wife is one flefh, and fo my mother.Come, Which bewept to the graue did not go,
for England. Exit With true-loue Jhowres.

King. Follow him at foote, King. How do ye, pretty Lady ?
Tempt him with fpeed aboord : Ophe. Well, God dil'd you. They fay the Owle was
Delay it not, He haue him hence to night. a Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what we are, but
Away, for euery thing is Seal'd and done know not what we may be. God be at your Table.
That elfe leanes on th'Affaire,pray you make haft. King. Conceit vpon her Father.
And England, if my loue thou holdft at ought, Ophe. Pray you let's haue no words of this: but when
As my great power thereof may giue thee fenfe, they aske you what it meanes,fay you this :
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red To morroiv is S. Valentines day,all in the morning betime,
After the Danifh Sword, and thy free awe And la eflfaid at your Window, to be your Valentine.
Payes homage to vs ; thou maift not coldly fet Then "up he rofe, & dond his clothes, & dupt the chamber dore,
Our Soueraigne ProcefTe, which imports at full Let in the Maid, that out a <iMaid, neuer departed more.
By Letters coniuring to that effeft King. Pretty Ophelia.
The prefent death of Hamlet. Do it England, O^f.Indeed la? without an oath lie make an end ont.
For like the Hedlicke in my blood he rages, 'By gis ,and by S. Qbarity,
And thou muft cure me: Till I know 'tis done, Alacke,andjie for Jhame :
How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun. Sxit Yang men nil doo't ,if they come roo'r,

By Coct(e they are too blame.
Enter Fortinbras with an Armle. S^uoth Jhe before you tumbled me,

For. Go Captaine, from me greet the Danifh King, You promis'd me to Wed :
Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortinbras So would I ha done by yonder Sunne,
Claimes the conveyance of a promis'd March And thou hadjl not come to my bed.
Ouer his Kingdome. You know the Rendeuous: King. How long hath fhe bin this?
If that his Maiefty would ought with vs, Ophe. I hope all will be well. We muft bee patient,
We mall exprefie our dude in his eye, but I cannot choofe but weepe, to thinke they fhould
And let him know fo. lay him i'th'cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of it,

Cap. I will doo't, my Lord. and fo I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my
For. Go fafely on. Exit. Coach : Goodnight Ladies : Goodnight fweet Ladies :

Enter Queene and Horatio. Goodnight, goodnight. Sxit.
£>u. I will not fpeake with her. King. Follow her clofe,
Hor. She is importunate, indeed diftraft, her moode Giue her good watch I pray you :

will needs be pittied. Oh this is the poyfon of deepe greefe, it fprings
<%u. What would fhe haue ? All from her Fathers death. Oh Cfertrude, Gertrude,
Hor. She fpeakes much of her Father; faies fhe heares When forrowes comes, they come not fingle fpies,

There's trickes i'lh'world, and hems, and beats her heart, But in Battaliaes. Firft,her Father flaine,
Spumes enuioufly at Strawes, fpeakes things in doubt, Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author
That carry but halfe fenfe : Her fpeech is nothing, Of his owne iuft remoue : the people muddied,
Yet the vnfhaped vfe of it doth moue Thicke and vnwholfome in their thoughts,and whifpers
The hearers to CollecYion; they ayme at it, For good Polonitu death ; and we haue done but greenly
And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts,! In hugger mugger to interre him. Poore Ophelia
Which as her winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them, Diuided from her felfe, and her faire ludgement,

p p 3 Without
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Without the which we are Pictures,or meere Beafts. King. Good Laertes :
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe, If you defire to know the certaintie
Her Brother is in fecret come from France, Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your reuenge,
Keepes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds, That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe,
And wants not Buzzers to infedr. his eare Winner and Loofer.

With peftilent Speeches of his Fathers death, Laer. None but his Enemies.
Where in neceffitie of matter Beggard, King. Will you know them then.
Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne La. To his good Friends, thus wide He ope my Annes :
In eare and eare. O my deere Gertrude, this, And like the kinde Life-rend'ring Politician,
Like to a murdering Peece in many places, Repaft them with my blood.
Giues me fuperfluous death. A Noife nitbin. King. Why now you fpeake

Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman.
Enter a Mcffenger. That I am guiltlefle of your Fathers death,!

£}u. Alacke, what noyfe is this ? And am moft fenfible in greefe for it,
King. Where are my Switzers? It fhall as leuell to your Judgement pierce

Let them guard the doore. What is the matter ? As day do's to your eye.
Mcf. Saue your felfe, my Lord. A noife -within. Let her come in.

The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) Enter Ophelia.
Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte Laer. How now? what noife is that ?
Then young Laertes, in a Riotous head, Oh heate drie vp my Braines, teares feuen times fait,
Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye.
And as the world were now but to begin, By Heauen,thy madnefTe fhall be payed by waight,
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, Till our Scale turries the beame. Oh Rofe of May,
The Ratifiers and props >ii euery word, Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fweet Ophelia :
They cry choofe we ? Laertes fhall be King, Oh Heauens, is't poffible, a yong Maids wits,
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, Should be as mortall as an old mans life?
Laertes /hall be King, Laertes King. Nature is fine in Loue, and where 'tis fine,

Qu. How cheerefully on the falfe Traile they cry, It fends fome precious inftance of it felfe
Oh this is Counter you falfe Danifh. Dogges. After the thing it loues.

Noife "within . Enter Laertes. Of he. They bore him barefaced on the Beer,
King. The doores are broke. Hey non nony, nony, by nony :
Laer. Where is the King, firs ? Stand you all without. And on his graue raines many a teare,
All. No, let's come in. Fare you well my Doue.
Laer. \ pray you giue me leaue. Laer. Had'ft thou thy wits, and did'ft perfwade Re-
^Al. We will, we will. uenge, it could not moue thus.
Laer. I thanke you : Keepe the doore. Ofbe. You muft fing downe a-downe, and you call

Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father. him a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheele becomes it ? It is
Qu. Calmely good Laertes. the falfe Steward that ftole his mafters daughter.
Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes Laer. This nothings more then matter.

Proclaimes me Baftard : Ofbe. There's Rofemary, that's for Remembraunce.
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot Pray loue remember : and there is Paconcies , that's for

Euen heere betweene the chafte vnfmirched brow Thoughts.
Of my true Mother. Laer. A document in madneffe, thoughts & remem-

King. What is the caufe Laertes, brance fitted.
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? Of he. There's Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther's
Let him go Gertrude : Do not feare our perfon : Rew for you, and heere's fome for me. Wee may call it
There's fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, Herbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you muft weare your Rew
That Treafon can but peepe to what it would, with a difference. There's a Dayfie, I would giue you
A£b little of his will. Tell me Laertes, fome Violets, but they wither'd all when myl Father dy-
Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. ed : They fay, he made a good end ;
Speake man. For bonny fweet Robin is all my lay.

Laer. Where's my Father f Laer. Thought, and Affllidtion, Paffion, Hell it felfe :
King. Dead. She turnes to Fauour, and to prettinefle.
^u. But not by him. Of he. And will he not come aga'me,
King. Let him demand his fill. tAnd will he not come againe:
Laer. How came he dead ? He not be luggel'd with. No,no,he if dead,go to thy Death-bed,

To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blackeft diuell. He neuer wil come againe,
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. His '"Beard as white as Snow,
I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand, All Flaxen was his Pole :
That both the worlds I giue to negligence, He is gone, he is gone,and we cajl away mone,
Let come what comes : onely He be reueng'd Gramercy on hh Soule.
Moft throughly for my Father. And of all Chriftian Soules, I pray God.

King. Who /hall ftay you ? God buy ye. Sxeunt Ophelia
Laer. My Will, not all the world, Laer. Do you fee this, you Gods ?

And for mymeanes, He husband them fo well, King. Laertes,! muft common with your greefe,
They fhall go farre with little. Or you deny me right: go but apart,

(Make
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Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, You mainly were ftirr'd vp?
And they fhall heare and iudge'twixt you and me ; King. O for two fpeciall Reafons,
I* by direct or by Colaterall hand Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed,
They finde vs touch'd, we will our Kingdome giue, And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother,
Our Crowne, our Life,and all that we call Ours Liues almoft by his lookes : and for my lelfe,
To you in fatisfadtion. But if not, My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which,
Be you content to lend your patience to vs, She's fo coniunctiue to my life and foule;
And we fhall ioyntly labour with your foule That as the Surre moues not but in his Sphere,
To giue it due content. I could not but by her. The other Motiue,

Laer. Let this be fo : Why to a publike count I might not go,|
His meanes of death, his obfcure buriall; Is the great loue the generall gender beare him,
No Trophee,Sword, nor Hatchment o're his bones, Who dipping all his Faults in their affection,
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone,
Cry to be heard, as'twere from Heauen to Earth, Conuert his Gyues to Graces. So that my Arrowes
That I muft call in queftion. Too flightly timbred for fo loud a Winde,

King. So you (hall : Would haue reuerted to my Bow againe,
And where th'offence is, let the great Axe fall. And not where I had arm'd them.
I pray you go with me. Exeunt Laer. And fo haue I a Noble Father loft,

A Sifter driuen into defperate tearmes,
Enter Horatio, rrith an Attendant. Who was(if praifes may go backe againe)

Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age
Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? For her perfections. But my reuenge will come.
Ser. Saylors fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. King. Breake not your fleepes for that,
Hor. Let them come in, You muft not thinke

I do not know from what part of the world That we are made of ftufFe, fo flat, and dull,
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. That we can let our Beard be fhooke with danger,

Enter Say/or. And thinke it paftime. You fhortly fhall heare more,
Say. God blefTe you Sir. I lou'd your Father, and we loue our Selfe,
Hor. Let him blelFe thee too. And that I hope will teach you to imagine
Say. Hee fhall Sir, and't pleafe him. There's a Letter Enter a t^fejfenger.

for you Sir : It comes from th'AmbafTadours that was How now? What Newes?
bound for England, if your name be Horatio, as I am let Mef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This to your
to know it is. Maiefty : this to the Queene.

King. From Hamlet? Who brought them ?
Reads the Letter. <iMeJ. Saylors my Lord they fay, I faw them not :

HOratio, When thou Jhalt haue ouerlool^d this,giue thefe They were giuen me by Claudia, he receiu'd them.Fellowes fame meanes to the King : They haue Letters King. Laertes you fhall heare them :
for him. Ere fee wire two dayes old at Sea, a Pyrate of -very Leaue vs. Exit Mejfenger
ffarlicfye appointment gaue -us Chace. Finding our Jelues too High and Mighty, you Jhall know I am Jet na\ed on your
flaw of Sails, we put on a compelled Valour. In the Qr apple, I Kingdome. To morrow Jhall I begge leaue to fee your Kingly
boarded them : On the inftant they got cleare of our Sbippe, Jo Eyes. When I Jhall (firH asking your Pardon thereunto] re-
I alone became their Prisoner. They haue dealt with mee, life count th'Occajions of my fodaine,and more Jirange returne.
Theeues of <&-fercy, but they f>new what they did. I am to doe Hamlet.
a good turne for tkem_,. Let the King haue the Letters I baue What fhould this meane? Are all the reft come backe ?
Jent, and repairs thou to me with ai much haft as thou wauldeft Or is it fome abufe? Or no fuch thing ?
Jiye death. I haue words to Jpea^e in your eare, will ma^e thee Laer. Know you the hand ?
dnmbe, yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter. Kin. 'TisiHamlets Character, naked and in a Poft-
Thefe good Fellowes -trill bring thee where I am. Rofincrance fcript here he fayes alone : Can you aduife me ?
and Guildenfterne, hold their courfe for England. Of them Laer. I'm loft in it my Lord; but let him come,
I haue much to tell thee, Farewell. It warmes the very ficknefle in my heart,

He that thou fyowejl thine, That I fhall liue and tell him to his teeth;
Hamlet. Thus diddeft thou.

Come, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, Kin, If it be fo Laertes,as how fhould it be fo :
And do't the fpeedier, that you may direct me How otherwife will you be rul'd by me ?
To him from whom you brought them. Exit. Laer. If fo you'l not o'rerule me to a peace.

Kin. To thine owne peace : if he be now return'd,
Enter King and Laertes. As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes

King.Now muft your confcience my acquittance feal, No more to vndertake it; I will worke him
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, To an exployt now.ripe in my Deuice,
Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing eare, Vnder the which he fhall not choofe but fall;
That he which hath your Noble Father flaine, And for his death no winde of blame fhall breath,
Purfued my life. But euen his Mother fhall vncharge the practice,

Eaer. It well appeares. But tell me, And call it accident: Some two Monthes hence
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates, Here was a Gentleman of Normandy,
So crimefull, and fo Capitall in Nature, I'ue feene my felfe,and feru'd againft theiFrench,
As by your Safety, Wifedome,all things elfe, And they ran well on Horfebacke: but this Gallant

Had
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Had witchcraft in't; he grew into his Seat, I ha't: when in your motion you are hot and dry,
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, As make your bowts more violent to the end ,
As had he beene encorps't and demy-Natur'd And that he cals for drinke; lie haue prepar'd him
With the braue Beaft,lb farre he paft my thought, A Challice for the nonce; whereon but fipping,
That I in forgery of/hapes and trickes, If he by chance efcape your venom'd ftuck,
Come fhort of what he did. Our purpofe may hold there; how fweet Queene.

Laer. A Norman was't ?
Kin. A Norman. Enter Queene.
Laer. Vpon my life Lamourtd. Queen. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele,
Kin. The very fame. So faft they'l follow: your Sifter's drown'd Laertes.
Laer. I know him well, he is the Brooch indeed, Laer. Drown'd ! O where ?

And lemme of all our Nation. Queen. There is a Willow growes aflant a Brooke,
Kin. Hee mad confeffion of you, That fhewes his hore leaues in the glaflie ftreame :

And gaue you fuch a Mafterly report, There with fantafticke Garlands did /he come,
For Art and exercife in your defence ; Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dayfies, and long Purples,
And for your Rapier moft efpecially, That liberall Shepheards giue a groffer name;
That he cryed out,t'would be a fight indeed, But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them :
If one could match you Sir. This report of his There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, Clambring to hang; an enuious fliuer broke,
That he could nothing doe but wifh and begge, When downe the weedy Trophies, and her felfe,
Your fodaine comming ore to play with him; Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathesfpred wide,
Now out of this. And Mermaid-like, a while they bore her vp,

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord ? Which time /he chaunted fnatches of old tunes,
Kin. Laertes was your Father deare to you? As one incapable of her owie diftreffe,

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, Or like a creature Natiue, and indued
A face without a heart? Vnto that Element: but long it could not be,

Laer. Why aske you this ? Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke,
Kin. Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, Pul'd the poore wretch from her melodious buy,

But that I know Loue is begun by Time : To muddy death.
And that I fee in paffages of proofe, Laer. Alas then, is fhe drown'd?
Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it: Queen. Drown'd, drown'd.
Hamlet comes backe : hrhat would you vndertake, Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia,
To /how your felfe your Fathers fonne indeed, And therefore I forbid my teares : but yet
More then in words ? It is our tricke, Nature her cuftome holds,

Laer. To cut his throat i'th' Church. Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe are gone
Kin. No place indeed fhould murder Sanfturize; The woman will be out: Adue my Lord,

Reuenge /hould haue no bounds: but good Laertes I haue a fpeech of fire,that faine would blaze,
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your Chamber, But that this folly doubts it. Exit.
Hamlet return'd, /hall know you are come home : Kin. Let's follow, Gertrude:
Wee'l put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, How much I had to doe to calme his rage ?
And fet a double varnifh on the fame Now feare I this will giue it ftart againe ;
The Frenchman gaue you, bring you in fine together, Therefore let's follow. Exeunt.
And wager on your heads,he being remifle,
Moft generous, and free from all contriuing, Enter two Clo-vnes.
Will not perufe the Foiles ? So that with eafe, Clown. Is fhe to bee buried in Chriftian buriall, that
Or with a little /huffling, you may choofe wilfully feekes her owne faluation ?
A Sword vnbaited, and in a paffe of practice, Other. I tell thee fhe is, and therefore make her Graue
Requit him for your Father. ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri-

Laer. I will doo't, ftian buriall.
And for that purpofe He anno'tnt my Sword : Clo. How can that be, vnlefle Ihe drowned her felfe in
I bought an Vnftion of a Mountebanke her owne defence?
So mortal!, I but dipt a knife in it, Other. Why 'tis found fo.
Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafme fo rare, Clo. It muft ke & cffendendo, it cannot bee elfe : for
Collected from all Simples that haue Vertue heere lies the point; If I drowne my felfe wittingly, it ar-
Vnder the Moone, can faue the thing from death, gues an Aft: and an Aft hath three branches. It is an
That is but fcratcht withall: He touch my point, Aft to doe and to performe; argall /he drown'd her felfe
With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, wittingly.

I t may be death. Other. Nay but heare you Goodman Deluer.
Kin Let's further thinke of this, Cloff-n. Giue me leaue ; heere lies the water; good :

Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanes heere ftands the man; good : If the man goe to this wa-
May fit vs to our fliape, if this /hould faile; ter and drowne himfele ; it is will he nill he, he goes;
And that our drift looke through our bad performance, marke you that? But if the water come to him & drowne
'Twere better not aflaid; therefore this Proieft him; hee drownes not himfelfe, Argall, hee that is not
Should haue a backe or fecond,that might hold, guilty of his owne death, fhortens not his owne Life.
If this /hould blaft in proofe : Soft, let me fee Other. But is this law ?
Wee'l make a folemne wager on your commings, Clo. I marry is't, Crowners Queft Law.

Other.
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Other. Will you ha the truth on't: if this had not Hor. I, my Lord.

beene a Gentlewoman, fliee fhould haue beene buried Ham. Why ee'n fo : and now my Lady Wormes,
out of Chriftian Buriall. Chaplefle, and knockt about the Mazard with a Sextons

Clo. Why there thou fay'ft. And the more pitty that Spade; heere's fine Reuolution, if wee had the tricke to
great folke fliould haue countenance in this world to fee't. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but
drowne or hang themfelues, more then their euen Chrifti- to play at Loggets with 'em ? mine ake to thinke
an. Come, my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen, on't.
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Graue-makers; they hold vp Clowne Jings.
Adams Profeffion. A Picl^haxe and a Spade, a Spade.

Other, Was he a Gentleman ? for and a jhro-cvding-Sheete:
Clo. He was the firft that euer bore Armes. 0 a Pit of Clay for to be made,
Other. Why he had none. for fuch a Gueft is meete.
Clo. What, ar't a Heathen ? how doft thou vnder- Ham. There's another : why might not that bee the

ftand the Scripture ? the Scripture fayes Adam dig'd; Scull of of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? his
could hee digge without Armes.? He put another que- Qmllets? his Cafes ? his Tenures, and his Tricks ? why
ftion to theejif thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, con- doe's he fufter this rude knaue now to knocke him about
fefle thy felfe 

Other. Go too. 
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of
his AcYion of Battery? hum. This fellow might be in's

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger then either the time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recog-
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? nizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recoueries:

Other. The Gallowes maker;for that Frame outliues a Is this the fine of his Fines, and the recouery of his Reco-
thoufand Tenants. ueries, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his

Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallowes Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafes, and dou-
does well; but how does it well? it does well to thofe ble ones too , then the length and breadth of a paire of
that doe ill : now, thou doft ill to fay the Gallowes is Indentures ? the very Conueyances of his Lands will
built ftronger then the Church : Argall, the Gallowes hardly lye in this Boxe; and muft the Inheritor himfelfe
may doe well to thee. Too't againe, Come. haue no more ? ha ?

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship- Hor. Not a iot more, my Lord.
wright, or a Carpenter ? Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes?

Clo. I, tell me that, and vnyoake. Hor. I my Lord, and of Calue-skinnes too.
Other. Marry, now I can tell. Ham. They are Sheepe and Calues that feek out afTu-
Qlo. Too't. rance in that. I will fpeake to this fellow: whofe Graue's
Other. Mafic, I cannot tell. this Sir ?

Clo. Mine Sir :

Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. 0 a fit of Clay for to be made,
Clo. Cudgell thy braines no more about it ; for your for fuch a Gueft a meete.

dull Afle will not mend his pace with beating ; and when Ham. I thinke it be thine indeed:for thou lieft in't.
you are ask't this queftion next, fay a Graue-maker : the Clo. You lye out on't Sir, and therefore it is not yours:
Houfes that he makes, lafts till Doomefday : go, get thee for my part, 1 doe not lye in't; and yet it is mine.
to Yaughan, fetch me a ftoupe of Liquor. Ham. Thou doft lye in't, to be in't and fay 'tis thine :

Sings, 'tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou
In youth when I did loue, did loue, lyeft.

me thought it "KM -very fweete : Clo. 'Tis a quicke lye Sir, 'twill away againe from me
To contra fl 0 the time for a my behoue, to you.

0 me thought there was nothing meete. Ham. What man doft thou digge it for ?
Ham. Ha's this fellow no feeling of his bufmefle, that Clo. For no man Sir.

he lings at Graue-making ? Ham. What woman then ?
Hor. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of ea- Clo. For none neither.

finefle. Ham. Who is to be buried in't?
Ham. 'Tis ee'n fo; the hand of little Imployment hath Clo. One that was a woman Sir ; but reft her Soule,

the daintier fenfe. ihee's dead.

Clo-ame Jings. Ham. How abfolute the knaue is ? wee muft fpeake
^But Age ivitb bis ftealing fiefs by the Carde, or equiuocation will vndoe vs : by the

hath caught me in his clutch : Lord Horatio, thefe three yeares I haue taken note of it,
<And hathjhipped me infill the Land, the Age is growne fo picked, that the toe of the Pefant

as if I had neuer beene fuch. comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his
Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it, and could (ing Kibe. How long haft thou been a Graue-maker ?

once : how the knaue iowles it to th' grownd, as if it Clo. Of all the dayes i'th'yeare, I came too't that day
were Caines law-bone, that did the firft murther : It that our laft King Hamlet o'recame Fortinbras.
might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Afle o're Of- Ham. How long is that fmce ?
ficesrone that could circumuent God, might it not? Clo. Cannot you tell that ? euery foole can tell that:

Hor. It might, my Lord. It was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee
Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay, Good Mor- that was mad, and fent into England.

row fweet Lord : how doft thou, good Lord ? this Ham. I marry, why was he fent into England ?
might be my Lord fuch a one, that prais'd my Lord fuch Clo. Why, becaufe he was mad; hee fhall recouer his
a ones Horfe, when he meant to begge it; might it not? wits there; or if he do not, it's no great matter there.

Ham.
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Ham, Why? And with fuch maimed rites ? This doth betoken
Clo. 'Twill not be feene in him, there the men are as The Coarfe they follow, did with difperate hand,

mad as he. Fore do it owne life; 'twas fome Eftate.
Ham. How came he mad? Couch we a while,and mark.
Clo. Very ftrangely they fay. Laer. What Cerimony elfe ?
Ham. How ftrangely ? Ham. That is Laertes, a very Noble youth : Marke.
Clo. Faith e'ene with loofing his wits. Laer. What Cerimony elfe ?
Ham. Vpon what ground ? Prieft. Her Obfequies haue bin as farre inlarg'd.
Qlo. Why heere in Denmarke : I haue bin fixeteene As we haue warrantis, her death was doubtfull,

heere, man and Boy thirty yeares. And but that great Command,o're-fwaies the order,
Ham. How long will a man lie 'ith'earth ere he rot? She fhould in ground vnfandlified haue lodg'd,
Clo. Ifaith,if he be not rotten before he die(as we haue Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable praier,

many pocky Coarfes now adaies, that will fcarce hold Shardes, Flints, and Peebles, fhould be thro wne on her :
the laying in) he will laft you fome eight yeare, or nine Yet heere /he is allowed her Virgin Rites,
yeare. A Tanner will laft you nine year e. Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home

Ham. Why he, more then another ?' Of Bell and Buriall.
Clo. Why fir, his hide is fo tan'd with his Trade, that Laer. Muft there no more be done ?

he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, Pnefl. No more be done :
is a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body. Heres a Scull We fhould prophane the leruice of the dead,
now: this Scul, has laine in the earth three & twenty years. To fing fage ̂Requiem, and fuch reft to her

Ham. Whofe was it ? As to peace-parted Soules.
Clo. A whorefon mad Fellowes it was; Laer. Lay her i'th' earth,

Whofe doe you thinke it was? And from her faire and vnpolluted fltfh,
Ham. Nay, I know not. May Violets fpring. I tell thee(churlilh Pried)
Clo. A peftlence on him for a mad Rogue, a pou'rd a A Miniftring Angell /hall my Sifter be,

Flaggon of Renifh on my head once. This fame Scull When thou lieft howling ?
Sir, this fame Scull fir, was Toricl^s Scull, the Kings lefter. Ham. What, the faire Ophelia ?

Ham. This? Queene. Sweets, to the fweet farewell.
Go: E'ene that. 1 hop'd thou /hould'ft haue bin my Hamlets wife :
Ham. Let me fee. Alas poore Toricl^,! knew him Ho- I thought thy Bride-bed to haue deckt(fweet Maid)

ratio, a fellow of infinite left; of moft excellent fancy, he And not t'haue ftrew'd thy Graue.
hath borne me on his backe a thoufand times ; And how Laer. Oh terrible woer,
abhorred my Imagination is, my gorge rifes at it. Heere Fall ten times trebble, on thatcurfed head
hung thofe lipps, that I haue kift I know not how oft. Whofe wicked deed, thy moft Ingenious fence
Where be your libes now ? Your Gambals ? Your Depriu'd thee of. Hold oft the earth a while,
Songs f Your flafhes of Merriment that were wont to Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes :
fet the Table on a Rore? No one now to mock your own Leafi in the grave.
leering ? Qujte chopfalne ? Now get you to my Ladies Now pile your duft, vpon the quicke,and dead,
Chamber,and tel] her,let her paint an inch thicke, to this Till of this flat a Mountaine you haue made,
fauour ilie muft come. Make her laugh at that: pry- To o're top old Pelion, or the skyifh head
thee Horatio tell me one thing. Of blew Olympw.

Hor. What's that my Lord ? Ham. What is he, whofe griefes
Ham. Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa- Beares fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow

fhion i'th' earth f Coniure the wandring Starres, and makes them ftand
Hor. E'ene fo. Like wonder-wounded hearers f This is I,
Ham. And fmelt fo ? Puh. Hamlet the Dane.

Hor. E'ene fo, my Lord. Laer. The deuill take thy foule.
Ham. To what bafe vfes we may returne Horatio. Ham. Thou prai'ft not well;

Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duft of A- I prythee take thy fingers from my throat;
lexander, till he find it flopping a bunghole. Sir though I am not Spleenatiue,and rafh,

Hor. "Twere to confider : to curioufly to confider fo. Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous,
Ham. No faith, not a iot. But to follow him thether Which let thy wifeneffe feare. Away thy hand.

with modeftie enough, & likeliehood to lead it; as thus. King. Pluck them afunder.O
Alexander died : Alexander was buried : Alexander re- Qu. Hamlet, Hamlet.
turneth into duft; the duft is earth; of earth we make Gen. Good my Lord be quiet.
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was conuer- Ham. Why I will fight with him vppon this Theme,
ted) might they not ftopp a Beere-barrell? Vntill my eielids will no longer wag.
Imperiall Cafor,dead and turn'd to clay, Qu. Oh my Sonne, what Theame f
Might flop a hole to keepe the winde away. Ham. I lou'd Ophelia; fortie thoufand Brothers
Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, Could notfwith all there quantitie of Loue)
Should patch a Wall,t'expell the winters flaw. Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou do for her
But foft, but foft, afide; heere comes the King. King. Oh he is mad Laertes,

Qu. For loue of God forbeare him.
'Enter King, Queens, Laertes, and a Coffin, Ham. Come fhow me what thou'lt doe.

with Lords attendant. Woo't weepe t Woo't fight ? Woo't teare thy felfe ?
The Queene, the Courtiers. Who is that they follow, Woo't drinke vp £/?/£,eate a Crocodile?

He
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He doo't. Doft thou come heere to whine ; Hor. I, good my Lord.
To outface me with leaping in her Graue f Ham. An earneft Coniuration from the King,
Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I. As England was his faithfull Tributary,
And if thou prate of Mountaines; let them throw As loue betweene them,as the Palme fhould flourish,
Millions of Akers on vs ; till our ground As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland weare,
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone, And ftand a Comma'tweene their amities,
Make Offa like a wart. Nay,and thoul't mouth, And many fuch like Aflis of great charge,
He rant as well as thou. That on the view and know of thefe Contents,

Kin. This is meere Madneffe : Without debatement furthermore or leffe,
And thus awhile the fit will worke on him : He fhould the bearers put to fodaine death,
Anon as patient as the female Doue, Not fhriuing time allowed.
When that her golden Cuplet are difclos'd; Hor. How was this feal'd ?
His filence will fit drooping. Ham. Why,euen in that was Heauen ordinate;

Ham. Heare you Sir : I had my fathers Signet in my Purfe,
What is the reafon that you vfe me thus? Which was the Modell of that Danifh Scale:
I loud' you euerjbut it is no matter : Folded the Writ vp in forme of the other,
Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may, Subfcrib'd it, gau't th'impreffion, plac't it fafely,
The Cat will Mew,and Dogge will haue his day. Exit. The changeling neuer knowne : Now, the next day

Kin. I pray you good Horatio wait vpon him, Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was fement,
Strengthen you patience in our laft nights fpeech, Thou know'ft already.
Wee'l put the matter to the prefent pufh : Hor. So Guildenflerne and Rojincrance, go too't.
Good Gertrude fet fome watch ouer your Sonne, Ham.Why man, they did make loue to this imployment
This Graue fhall haue a liuing Monument : They are not neere my Confcience; their debate
An houre of quiet Shortly fhall we fee; Doth by their owne infinuation grow :
Till then,in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 'Tis dangerous, when the bafer nature comes

Betweene the pafTe,and fell incenfed points
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. Of mighty oppofites.

Ham. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other, Hor. Why, what a King is this ?
You doe remember all the Circumftance. Ham. Does it not, thinkft thee, ftand me now vpon

Hor. Remember it my Lord? He that hath kil'd my King, and whor'd my Mother,
Ham. Sir,in my heart there was a kinde of fighting, Popt in betweene th'election and my hopes,

That would not let me fleepe; me thought I lay Throwne out his Angle for my proper life,
Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, rafhly, And with fuch coozenage; is't not perfect confcience,
(And praife be rafhneffe for it) let vs know, To quit him with this arme ? And is't not to be damn'd
Our indifcretion fometimes ferues vs well, To let this Canker of our nature come
When our deare plots do paule,and that fhould teach vs, In further euill.
There's a Diuinity that fhapes our ends, Hor. It muft be fhortly knowne to him from England
Rough-hew them how we will. What is the ifTue of the bufineffe there.

Hor. That is moft certaine. Ham. It will be fhort,
Ham. Vp from my Cabin The interim's mine,and a mans life's no more

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the darke, Then to fay one : but I am very forry good Horatio,
Grop'd I to finde out them ; had my defire, That to Laertes I forgot my felfe ;
Finger'd their Packet,and in fine, withdrew For by the image of my Caufe, I fee
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold, The Portraiture of his ; He count his fauours :
(My feares forgetting manners) to vnfeale But fure the brauery of his griefe did put me
Their grand CommiiTion, where I found Horatio, Into a Towring pafiion.
Oh royall knauery : An exact command, Hor. Peace,who comes heere?
Larded with many feuerall forts of reafon; Enter young OJric^e. (marke.
Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too, Ofr. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Den-
With hoc, fuch Bugges and Goblins in my life; Ham. I humbly thank you Sir, doft know this waterflie?
That on the fuperuize no leafure bated, Hor. No my good Lord.
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious; for 'tis a vice to
My head fhoud be ftruck off. know him : he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaft

Hor. I ft poffible? be Lord of Beads, and his Crib fhall ftand at the Kings
Ham. Here's the Commifiion, read it at more leyfure : MefTe; 'tis a Chowgh; but as I faw fpacious in the pof-

But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed ? feffion of dirt.
Hor. I befeech you. Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendfhip were at leyfure,
Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villaines, I fhould impart a thing to you from his Maiefty.

Ere 1 could make a Prologue to my braines, Ham. I will receiue it with all diligence of fpiritjput
They had begun the Play. I fate me downe, your Bonet to his right vfe,'tis for the head.
Deuis'd a new Commifiion, wrote it faire, Ofr. I thanke your Lordfhip,'tis very hot.
I once did hold it as our Statifts doe, Ham, No, beleeue mee 'tis very cold, the winde is
A bafeneffe to write faire; and laboured much Northerly.
How to forget that learning : but Sir now, Ofr. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed.
It did me Yeomans feruice : wilt thou know Ham. Mee thinkes it is very foultry, and hot for my
The effects of what I wrote? Complexion.

OJricly.
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j Ofr. Exceedingly,my Lord,it is very foultry,as 'twere be not now; yet it will come; the readineffe is all, fince no
cannot tell how : but my Lord, his Maiefty bad me fig- man ha's ought of what he leaues. What is't to leaue be-

nifie to you, that he ha's laid a great wager on your head: times ?
Sir, this is £he matter.

Ham. I befeech you remember. Enter King, S^ueene, Laertes and Lords, with other Atten-
Ofr. Nay, in good faith, for mine eale in good faith : dants Tvith Foyles, and Gauntlets, a Table and

Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at Flagons of Wine on it.
his weapon.

Ham. What's his weapon ? Kin. Come Hamlet,come, and take this hand from me.
Ofr. Rapier and dagger. Ham.G'me me your pardon Sir, I'ue done you wrong,
Ham. That's two of his weapons; but well. But pardon't as you are a Gentleman.

Ofr. The fir King ha's wag'd with him fix Barbary Hor- This prefence knowes,
fes, againft the which he impon'd as I take it, fixe French And you muft needs haue heard how I am punifht
Rapiers and Poniards, with their affignes, as Girdle, With fore diftraction ? What I haue done
Hangers or fo: three of the Carriages infaith are very That might your nature honour, and exception
deare to fancy, very refpOnfiue to the hilts, moft delicate Roughly awake, I heere proclaime was madnefle :
carriages, and of very liberall conceit. Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Neuer Hamlet.

Ham. What call you the Carriages ? If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away :
Ofr. The Carriages Sir, are the hangers. And when he's not himfelfe,do's wrong Laertes,
Ham. The phrafe would bee more Germaine to the Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it:

matter : If we could carry Cannon by our fides; I would Who does it then? His Madneffe ? If't be fo,
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong'd,
fes againft fixe French Swords : their Afiignes,and three His madneffe is poore Hamlets Enemy.
liberall conceited Carriages , that's the French but a- Sir, in this Audience,
gainft the Dani/h ; why is this impon'd as you call it? Let my difclaiming from a purpos'd euill,

Ofr. The King Sir,hath laid that in a dozen pafles be- Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts,
tweene you and him, hee fhall not exceed you three hits; That I haue fhot mine Arrow o're the houfc,
He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to And hurt my Mother.
imediate tryal), if your Lordfhip would vouchlafe the Laer. I am fatisfied in Nature,
Anfwere. Whofe motiue in this cafe mould ftirre me moft

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? To my Reuenge. But in my termes of Honor
Ofr. 1 meane my Lord, the oppofition of your perfon I ftand aloofe, and will no reconcilement,

in tryall. Till by fome elder Mafters of knowne Honor,
Ham. Sir, I will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleafe I haue a voyce, and prefident of peace

his Maieftie, 'tis the breathing time of day with me; let To keepe my name vngorg'd. But till that time,
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the I do receiue your offer'd loue like loue,
King hold his purpofe ; I will win for him if I can : if And wil not wrong it.
not, He gaine nothing but my lhame, and the odde hits. Ham. I do embrace it freely,

Ofr. Shall I redeliuer you ee'n fo? And will this Brothers wager frankely play.
Ham. To this effect Sir, after what flouri/h your na- Giue vs the Foyles: Come on.

ture will. Laer. Come one for me.

Ofr. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip. Ham. He be your foile Laertes,\n mine ignorance,
Ham. Yours, yours; hee does well to commend it Your Skill fhall like a Starre i'th'darkeft night,

himfelfe, there are no tongues elfe for's tongue. Sticke fiery offindeede.
Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the fliell on his Laer, You mocke me Sir.

head. Ham. No by this hand.
Ham. He did Compile with his Dugge before hee King. Giue them the Foyles yong Ofric^e,

fuck't it : thus had he and mine more of the fame Beauy Coufen Hamlet, you know the wager.
that I know the droflie age dotes on;only got the tune of Ham. Verie well my Lord,
the time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of Your Grace hath laide the oddes a'th'weaker fide.
yefty collection, which carries them through & through King. 1 do not feare it,
the moft fond and winnowed opinions;and doe but blow I haue feene you both :
them to their tryalls: the Bubbles are out. But fince he is better'd, we haue therefore oddes.

Hor. You will lofe this wager, my Lord. Laer. This is too heauy,
Ham. I doe not thinke fo, fince he went into France, Let me fee another.

I haue beene in continuall practice ; I fhall winne at the Ham. This likes me well,
oddes : but thou wouldeft not thinke how all heere a- Thefe Foyles haue all a length. Prepare to play.
bout my heart : but it is no matter. Ofricl(e. I my good Lord.

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. King. Set me the Stopes of wine vpon that Table :
_ Ham._ It is but foolery ; but it is fuch a kinde of If Hamlet giue the firft, or fecond hit,

gain-giuing as would perhaps trouble a woman. Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange,
Hor. If your minde diflike any thing,obey.I will fore- Let all the Battlements their Ordinance fire,

ftall their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. The King fhal drinke to Hamlets better breath,
Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury; there's a fpeciall And in the Cup an vnion fhal he throw

Prouidence in the fall of a fparrow. If it be now,'tis not Richer then that, which foure fucceffiue Kings
to come : if it bee not to come, it will bee now : if it In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne.

Giue
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Giue me the Cups, I can no more, the King, the King's too blame.
And let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeake, Ham. The point envenom'd too,
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without, Then venome to thy worke.
The Cannons to the Heauens, the Heauen to Earth, Hurts the King.
Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Come, begin, All. Treafon, Treafon.
And you the Judges beare a wary eye. King. O yet defend me Friends, I am but hurt.

Ham. Come on fir. Ham. Heere thou inceftuous, murdrous,
Laer. Come on fir. They flay. Damned Dane,
Ham. One. Drinke off this Potion : Is thy Vnion heere ?
Laer. No. Follow my Mother. King Dyes.
Ham. Judgement. Laer. He is iuftly feru'd.
Ofr. A hit, a very palpable hit. It is a poyfon temp'red by himfelfe :
Laer. Well : againe. Exchange forgiuenefTe with me, Noble Hamlet;
King. Stay, giue me drinke. Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee,

Hamlet, this Pearle is thine, Nor thine on me. Dyes.
Here's to thy health. Giue him the cup, Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee.

Trumpets found, and Jhot goes off". I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew,
Ham. He play this bout firft, let by a-while. You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance,

Come: Another hit; what fay you ? That are but Mutes or audience to this acle :
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confeffe. Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death
King. Our Sonne (hall win. Is ftrick'd in his Arreft) oh I could tell you.
^a. He's fat, and fcant of breath. But let it be : Horatio, I am dead,

Heere's a Napkin, rub thy browes, Thou liu'ft, report me and my caufes right
The Queene Carowfes to thy fortune, Hamlet. To the vnfatisfied.

Ham. Good Madam. Hor. Neuer beleeue it.

King. Gertrude, do not drinke. I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane:
Qu. I will my Lord ; Heere's yet fome Liquor left.

I pray you pardon me. Ham. As th'art a man, giue me the Cup.
King. It is the poyfon'd Cup, it is too late. Let go, by Heauen lie haue't.
Ham. 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name,

By and by. (Things (landing thus vnknowne) (hall liue behind me.
^w. Come, let me wipe thy face. If thou did'ft euer hold me in thy heart,
Laer. My Lord, He hit him now. Abfent thee from felicitie awhile,
King. I do not thinke't. And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine,
Laer. And yet 'tis almoft 'gainft my confcience. To tell my Storie.
Ham. Come for the third. March afarre off, and Jhout within.

Laertes, you but dally, What warlike noyfe is this?
I pray you pafle with your beft violence,
I am affear'd you make a wanton of me. Enter Ofric^e.

Laer. Say you fo ? Come on. Play. Ofr. Yong FortinbrM, with conqueft come fro Poland
Ofr. Nothing neither way. To th'Ambaffadors of England giues rhis warlike volly.
Laer. Haue at you now. Ham. O I dye Horatio :

In fcuff ling they change Rapiers. The potent poyibn quite ore-crowes my fpirit,
King. Part them, they are incens'd. I cannot liue to heare the Newes from England,i .
Ham. Nay come, againe. But I do prophefie th'eledion lights
Ofr. Looke to the Queene there hoa. On Fortinbraj, he ha's my dying voyce,
Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is't my Lord ? So tell him with the occurrents more and lefTe,
Ofr. How is't Laertes ? Which haue folicited. The reft is filence. 0,0,0,0. Dyes
Laer. Why as a Woodcocke Hora. Now cracke a Noble heart:

To mine Sprindge, Ofricfy, Goodnight fweet Prince,
1 am iuftly kill'd with mine owne Treacherie. And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft,

Ham. How does the Queene? Why do's the Drumme come hither?
King. She founds to fee them bleede.
£>u. No,no, the drinke, the drinke. Enter Fortinbras and Englifh AmlaJJador ,teith 'Drumme,

Oh my deere Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke, Colours, and Attendants.
I am poyfon'd. Fortin. Where is this fight ?

Ham. Oh Villany I How? Let the doore be lock'd. Hor. What is it ye would fee ;
Treacherie, feeke it out. If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch.

Laer. It is heere Hamlet. For. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death,
Hamlet, thou art flaine, What feaft is toward in thine eternall Cell.
No Medicine in the world can do thee good. That thou (o many Princes, at a fhoote,
In thee, there is not halfe an houre of life ; So bloodily haft ftrooke.
The Treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, Amb. The fight is difmall,
Vnbated and envenom'd : the foule praclifei And our affaires from England come too late,
Hath turn'd it felfe on me. Loe, heere I lye, The eares are fenfeleffe that (hould giue vs hearing,
Neuer to rife againe : Thy Mothers poyfon'd : To tell him his command'ment is fulfill'd,
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280 The Tragedie of Hamlet.
That fyjincrance and Gulldenfterne are dead : Which are ro claime, my vantage doth
Where fhould we haue our thankes ? Inuite me,

Hor. Not from his mouth, Hor. Of that I fhall haue alwayes caufe to fpeake,
Had it th'abilitie of life to thanke you : And from his mouth
He neuer gaue command'ment for their death. Whofe voyce will draw on more :
But fince fo iumpe vpon this bloodie queftion, But let this fame be prefently perform'd,
You from the Polake warres, and you from England Euen whiles mens mindes are wilde,
Are heere arriued. Giue order that thefe bodies Left more milchance

High on a ftage be placed to the view, On plots, and errors happen.
And let me fpeake to th'yet vnknowing world, For. Let foure Captaines
How thefe things came about. So ftall you heare Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage,
Of carnall, bloudie, and vnnaturall afts, For he was likely, had he beene put on
Of accidentall Judgements, cafuall /laughters To haue prou'd moft royally :
Of death's put on by cunning, and forc'd caufe, And for his paflage,
And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, The Souldiours Muficke, and the rites of Warre
Falne on the Inuentors heads. All this can I Speake lowdly for him.
Truly deliuer. Take vp the body ; Such a fight as this

For. Let vs haft to heare it, Becomes the Field, but heere mewes much amis.
And call the Nobleft to the Audience. Go, bid the Souldiers fhoote.
For me, with forrow, I embrace my Fortune, Exeunt tiMarcblng : after the which, a Peak of
I haue fome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, Ordenance arejbot off.

FINIS.
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THE TRAGEDIE OF
KING LEAR.

aASlus Primus. Selena

Enter Kent, Gloucefter, and Bdntond. We haue this houre a conftant will to publifli
Kent. Our daughters feuerall Dowers, that future ftrife

Thought the King|had more affected the May be preuented now. The Princes, France & Burgundy,
Duke of Albany, then Cornwall* Great Riuals in our yongeft daughters loue,

Glou. It did alwayes feeme fo to vs : But Long in our Court, haue made their amorous foiourne,
now in the diuifion of the Kingdome, it ap- And heere are to be anfwer'd. Tell me my daughters

^ _ peares not which of the Dukes hee valewes (Since now we will diueft vs both of Rule,
moft, for qualities are fo weigh'd, that curiofity in nei- Intereft of Territory, Cares of State)
ther, can make choife of eithers moity. Which of you fliall we lay doth loue vs moft,

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord ? That we, our largeft bountie may extend
C/lou. His breeding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I haue Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill,

fo often blufh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am Our eldeft borne, fpeake firft.
braz'd too't. Con. Sir, I loue you more then word can weild y matter,

Kent. I cannot conceiue you. Deerer then eye-fight, fpace, and libertie,
Glou. Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare,

vpon flie grew round womb'd, and had indeede (Sir) a No lefle then life, with grace, health, beauty, honor :
Sonne for her Cradle, ere (he had ia| husband for her bed. As much as Childe ere lou'd, or Father found.
Do you fmell a fault ? A loue that makes breath poore,and fpeech vnable,

Kent. I cannot wifli the fault vndone, the iflue of it, Beyond all manner of fo much I loue you.
being fo proper. Cor. What fhall Cordelia fpeake ? Loue, and be filent.

Glou. But I haue a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law, fome Lear.Of all thefe bounds euen from this Line,to this,
yeere elder then this ; who, yet is no deerer in my ac- With fliadowie Forrefts, and with Champains rich'd
count, though this Knaue came fomthing fawcily to the With plenteous Riuers, and wide-skirted Meades
world before he was fent for : yet was his Mother fayre, We make thee Lady. To thine and Albanits iffues
there was good fport at his making, and the horfon muft Be this perpetuall. What fayes our fecond Daughter ?
be acknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle- Our deereft Regan, wife of Cornwall?
man, Edmondi 'Reg. I am made of that felfe-mettle as my Sifter,

Edm. No, my Lord. And prize me at her worth. In my true heart,
Glou. My Lord of Kent: I finde fhe names my very deede of loue :

Remember him heereafter,as my Honourable Friend. Onely flie comes too fliort, that I proferTe
Edm. My feruices to your Lordfhip. My felfe an enemy to all other ioyes,
Kent. I muft loue you, and fue to know you better. Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe profefles,
Edm. Sir, I fliall ftudy deferuing. And finde I am alone felicitate
Glou. He hath bin out nine yeares, and away he fliall In your deere Highnefle loue.

againe. The King is comming. £or. Then poore Cordelia,
And yet not fo, fince I am fure my loue's

Sennet. Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Re- More ponderous then my tongue.
gan, Cordelia,*and attendants. Lear. To thee, and thine hereditarie euer,

Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy, Glofter. Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome,
Glou. I fliall, my Lord. Exit. No lefle in fpace, validitie, and pleafure
Lear. Meane time we flial exprefle our darker purpofe. Then that conferr'd on Gonerill. Now our loy,

Giue me the Map there. Know, that we haue diuided Although our laft and leaft ; to whofe yong loue,
In three our Kingdome : and 'tis our faft intent, The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie,
To fhake all Cares and BufinefTe from our Age, Striue to be intereft. What can you fay, to draw
Conferring them on yonger ftrengths, while we A third, more opilent then your Sifters? fpeake.
Vnburthen'd crawle toward death. Our fon of Carnival, Cor. Nothing my Lord.
And you our no lefle louing Sonne of Albany, Lear. Nothing ?

q q 2 Cor .
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Cor. Nothing. This hideous rafhneffe, anfwere my life, my Judgement:
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, fpeake againe. Thy yongeft Daughter do's not loue thee leaft,
Cor. Vnhappie that I am, I cannot heaue Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds

My heart into my mouth:! loue your Maiefty Reuerbe no hollownefle.
According to my bond, no more nor lefle. Lear. Kent, on thy life no more.

Lear. How,how Cordelia? Mend your fpeech a little, Kent. My life I neuer held but as pawne
Leaft you may marre your Fortunes. To wage againft thine enemies, nere feare to loofe it,

Cor. Good my Lord, Thy fafety being motiue.
You haue begot me, bred me, lou'd me. Lear. Out of my fight.
I returne thofe duties backe as are right fit, Kent. See better Lear, and let me ftill remaine
Obey you, Loue you, and moft Honour you. The true blanke of thine eie.
Why haue my Sifters Husbands, if they fay Kear, Now by Apollo,
They loue you all ? Happily when I /hall wed, Lent. Now by Apollo, King
That Lord, whofe hand muft take my plight,/hall carry Thou fwear.ft thy Gods in vaine.
Halfe my loue with him, halfe my Care, and Dutie, Lear. O Vaflall ! Mifcreant.
Sure I fhall neuer marry like my Sifters. Alb. Cor. Deare Sir forbeare.

Lear. But goes thy heart with this? Kent. Kill thy Phyfidon, and thy fee beftow
Cor. I my good Lord. Vpon the foule difeafe,reuoke thy guift,
Lear. So young, and fo vntender ? Or whil'ft I can vent clamour from my throate,
Cor. So young my Lord, and true. He tell thee thou doft euill.
Lear. Let it be fo,thy truth then be thy dowre : Lea. Heare me recreant, on thine allegeance heare me;

For by the facred radience of the Sunne, That thou haft fought to make vs breake our vowes,
The miferies of Heccat and the night: Which we durft neuer yet; and with ftrain'd pride,
By all the operation of the Orbes, To come betwixt our fentences, and our power,
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be, Which, nor our nature, nor our place can beare;
Heere I difclaime all my Paternall care, Our potencie made good, take thy reward.
Propinquity and property of blood, Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouifion,
And as a ftranger to my heart and me, To /hield thee from difafters of the world,
Hold thee from this for euer. The barbarous Scythian, And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe
Or he that makes his generation mefTes Vpon our kingdome; if on the tenth day following,
To gorge his appetite, /hall to my bofome Thy bani/ht trunke be found in our Dominions,
Be as well neighbour'd, pittied,and releeu'd, The moment is thy dejth, away. By lupiter,
As thou my fometime Daughter. This fhall not be reuok'd,

Kent. Good my Liege. Kent. Fare thee well King, fith thus thou wilt appeare,
Lear. Peace Kent, Freedome liues hence, and bani/hment is here;

Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, The Gods to their deere fhelter take thee Maid,
I lou'd her moft, and thought to fet my reft That iuftly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid :
On her kind nurfery. Hence and avoid my fight : And your large fpeeches, may your deeds approue,
So be my graue my peace, as here I giue That good effects may fpring from words of loue :
Her Fathers heart from her ; call France, who ftirres ? Thus Kent,O Princes, bids you all adew,
Call 'Burgundy, Cornwall, and Albanie, Hee'l fhape his old courfe, in a Country new. Exit.
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the third,
Let pride, which fhe cals plainnefTe, marry her : Flourifh. Bnter Qlofter with France,and Bur-
I doe inueft you ioyntly with my power, gundy , Attendants.
Prebeminence, and all the large effects
That troope with Maiefty. Our felfe by Monthly courfe, Cor. Heere's France and Burgundy,my Noble Lord.
With referuation of an hundred Knights, Lear. My Lord of Bugundie,
By you to be fuftain'd, fhall our abode We firft addre/Te toward you, who with this King
Make with you by due turne, onely we fhall retaine Hath riuald for our Daughter; what in the leaft
The name, and all th'addition to a King : the Sway, Will you require in prefent Dower with her,
Reuennew, Execution of the reft, Or ceafe your queft of Loue ?
Beloued Sonnes be yours, which to confirme, 'Bur. Moft Royall Maiefty,
This Coronet part betweene you. I craue no more then hath your HighnefTe offer'd,

Kent. Royall Lear, Nor will you tender leffe ?
Whom I haue euer honor'd as my King, Lear. Right Noble 'Burgundy,
Lou'd as my Father,as my Mafter follow'd, When /he was deare to vs, we did hold her fo,
As my great Patron thought on in my praiers. But now her price is fallen : Sir, there fhe ftands,

Le. The bow is bent & drawne, make from the /haft. If ought within that little feeming fubftance,
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the forke inuade Or all of it with our difpleafure piec'd,

The region of my heart, be Kent vnmannerly, And nothing more may fitly like your Grace,
When Lear is mad, what wouldeft thou do old man ? Shee's there, and fhe is yours.
Think'ft thou that dutie fhall haue dread to fpeake, 'Bur. I know no anfwer.
When power to flattery bowes ? Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities fhe owes,
To plainne/Te honour's bound, Vnfriended,new adopted to our hate,
When Maiefty falls to folly ,referue thy ftate, Dow'rd with our curfe,and ftranger'd with our oath,
And in thy beft consideration checke Take her or,leaue her.

'Bur. Par-
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Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, Come Noble 'Burgundie. Flourijh. Exeunt.

Election makes not vp in fuch conditions. JL-Fm. Bid farwell to your Sifters.
Le. Then leaue her fir,for by the powre that made me, 

"" 

Cor. The lewels of our Father, with wafh'd eie s
I tell you all her wealth. For you great King, Cordelia leaues you, I know you what you are,
I would not from your loue make fuch a ftray, And like a Sifter am moft loth to call
To match you where I hate, therefore befeech you Your faults as they are named. Loue well our Father:
T'auert your liking a more worthier way, To your profefled bofomes I commit him,
Then on a wretch whom Nature is afham'd But yet alas,ftood I within his Grace,
Almoft t'acknowledge hers. I would prefer him to a better place,

Fra. This is moft ftrange, So farewell to you both.
That fhe whom euen but now, was your obiecl:, Regn. Prefcribe not vs our dutie.
The argument of your praife,balme of your age, Gon. Let your ftudy
The beft, the deereft,fliould in this trice of time Be to content your Lord, who hath receiu'd you
Commit a thing fo monftrous, to difmantle At Fortunes almes,you haue obedience fcanted,
So many folds of fauour:fure her offence And well are worth the want that you haue wanted.
Muft be of fuch vnnaturall degree, Cor. Time fhall vnfold what plighted cunning hides,
That monfters it: Or your fore-voucht affection Who couers faults, at laft with fhame derides:
Fall into taint, which to beleeueofher Well may you profper.
Muft be a faith that reafon without miracle Fra. Come my faire Cordelia. Exit France and Cor.
Should neuer plant in me. Gon. Sifter,it is not little I haue to fay,

Cor. I yet befeech your Maiefty. Of what moft neerely appertaines to vs both,
If for I want that glib and oylie Art, I thinke our Father will hence to night. (with vs.
To fpeake and purpofe not, fince what I will intend, Reg. That's moft certaine,and with you: next moneth
lie do't before I fpeake, that you make knowne Gon. You fee how full of changes his age is, the ob-
It is no vicious blot,murther,or foulenefle, feruation we haue made of it hath beene littlejhe alwaies
No vnchafte action or dishonoured ftep lou'd our Sifter moft, and with what poore iudgement he
That hath depriu'd me of your Grace and fauour, hath now caft her off,appeares too grofiely.
But euen for want of that,for which I am richer, Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath euer but
A ftill foliating eye, and fuch a tongue, flenderly knowne himfelfe.
That I am glad I haue not, though not to haue it, Gon. The beft and foundeft of his time hath bin but
Hath loft me in your liking. rafh,then muft we looke from his age, to receiue not a-

Lear. Better thou had'ft ' lone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but
Not beene borne, then not t haue pleas'd me better. therewithall the vnruly way-wardneffe, that infirme and

Fra. Is it but this ? A tardineffe in nature, cholericke yeares bring with them.
Which often leaues the hiftory vnfpoke Reg. Such vnconftant ftarts are we like to haue from
That it intends to do : my Lord of Burgundy, him,as this of Keats banifhment.
What fay you to the Lady ? Loue's not loue Cfon. There is further complement of leaue-taking be-
When it is mingled with regards,that ftands tweene France and him, pray you let vs fit together, if our
Aloofe from th'intire point,will you haue her? Father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he bearesj
She is herfelfe a Dowrie. this laft furrender of his will but offend vs.

'Bur. Royall King, Reg.We fliall further thinke of it.
Giue but that portion which your felfe propos'd, Gon. We muft do fomething,and i'th'heate. Exeunt.
And here I take (Cordelia by the hand,
Dutcheffe of ^Burgundie.

Lear. Nothing, I haue fworne, I am firme. Scena Secunda.
'Bur. I am forry then you haue fo loft a Father,

That you muft loofe a husband.
Cor. Peace be with 'Burgundie, Enter Baftard.

Since that refpedt and Fortunes are his loue, 'Baft . Thou Nature art my Goddefle, to thy Law
I fhall not be his wife. My feruices are bound, wherefore Ihould I

Fra. Faireft Cordelia,that art moft rich being poore, Stand in the plague of cuftome,and permit
Moft choife forfaken,and moft lou'd defpis'd, The curiofity of Nations, to depriue me ?
Thee and thy vertues here I feize vpon, For that I am fome twelue, or fourteene Moon/hines
Be it lawfull I take vp what's caft away. Lag of a Brother ? Why Baftard ? Wherefore bafe ?
Gods,Gods! 'Tis ftrange,that from their cold'ft neglect When my Dimenfions are as well compact,
My Loue fhould kindle to enflam'd refpedt. My minde as generous,and my fliape as true
Thy dowrelefle Daughter King, throwne to my chance, As honeft Madams ilTue ? Why brand they vs
Is Queene of vs, of ours, and our faire France: With Bafe ? With bafenes Barftadie ? Bafe, Bafe ?
Not all the Dukes of watriih Burgundy, Who in the luftie ftealth of Nature, take
Can buy this vnpriz'd precious Maid of me. More compofition,and fierce qualitie,
Bid them farewell Cordelia, though vnkinde, Then doth within a dull ftale tyred bed
Thou loofeft here a better where to finde. Goe to th'creating a whole tribe of Fops

Lear. Thou haft her France, let her be thine, for we Got'tweene a fleepe,and wake? Well then,
Haue no fuch Daughter, nor ihall euer fee Legitimate Sdgar,l muft haue your land,
That face of hers againe,therfore be gone, Our Fathers loue,is to the Baftard Edmond,
Without our Grace,our Loue, our Benizon : As to th'legitimate : fine word : Legitimate,
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Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter fpeed, his obedience. I dare pawne downe my life for him, that
And my inuention thriue, Edmond the bafe he hath writ this to feele my affection to your Honor, &
Shall to'th'Legitimate : I grow, I profper : to no other pfetence of danger.
Now Gods,ftand vp for Baftards. Glou. Thinke you fo ?

Enter Gloucefter. Baft. If your Honor iudge it meete, I will place you
Glo.Kent banifh'd thus? and France in choller parted ? where you /hall heare vs conferre of this,and by an Auri-

And the King gone to night / Prefcrib'd his powre, cular afTurance haue your fatisfaction, and that without
Confin'd to exhibition ? All this done any further delay, then this very Euening.
Vpon the gad ? Edmond, how now? What newes? Glou. He cannot bee fuch a Monfter. Edmond feeke

Baft, So pleafe your Lordfhip, none. him out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Bu-
Glou. Why fo earneftly feeke you to put vp y Letter ? fineffe after your owne wifedome. I would vnftate my
'Baft. I know no newes, my Lord. felfe, to be in a due refolution.
Cjlou. What Paper were you reading? Baft. I will feeke him Sir, prefently : conuey the bu-
^Baft. Nothing my Lord. fineffe as i fhall find meanes.and acquaint you withall.
Glou. No? what needed then that terrible difpatch of Glou. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moone por-

it into your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not tend no good to vs : though the wifedome of Nature can
fuch neede to hide it felfe. Let's fee : come, if it bee no- reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felfe fcourg'd
thing, I fliall not neede Spectacles. by the fequent effects. Loue cooles, friendfhip falls off,

Baft. I befeech you Sir, pardon mee; it is a Letter Brothers diuide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dif-
from my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read ; and for fo cord ; in Pallaces, Treafon ; and the Bond crack'd, 'twixt
much as I haue perus'd, I finde it not fit for your ore-loo- Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vnder the
king. prediction; there's Son againft Father, the King fals from

Glou. Giue me the Letter, Sir. by as of Nature, there's Father againft Childe. We haue
'Baft. I fhall offend, either to detaine, or giue it: feene the beft of our time. Machinations, hollowneffe,

The Contents, as in part I vnderftand them, treacherie, and all ruinous diforders follow vs difquietly
Are too blame. to our Graues. Find out this Villain Edmond,\t fhall lofe
- Glou. Let's fee, let's fee. thee nothing, do it carefully : and the Noble & true-har-

Baft. I hope for my Brothers iuftification, hee wrote ted Kent banifh'd ; his offence, honefty. 'Tis ftrange. £*";>
this but as an efTay, or tafte of my Vertue. 'Baft. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that

Qlou.reads. This politic, and reuerence of Age, makes the when we are ficke in fortune, often the furfets of our own
"world bitter to the beft of our times : feepes our Fortunes from behauiour, we make guilty of our difafters, the Sun, the
"vs, till our oldnejje cannot rellijh them. I begin to ftnde an idle Moone, and Starres,as if we were villaines on neceffitie,
and fond bondage, in the opprejjlon of aged tyranny,who Jivayes Fooles by heauenly compuKion, Knaues, Theeues, and
not as it hath power, but as it is j'offer''d. Come to me, that of Treachers by Sphericall predominance. Drunkards, Ly-
this I may jpea^e more. If our Father would Jleepe till I wal£d ars,and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planatary
himy you Jhould enioy balfe his Tt^euennew for euer, and Hue the influence; and all that we are euill in, by a diuine thru-
beloued of your Brother. Edgar. fting on. An admirable euafion of Whore-mafter-man,
Hum ? Confpiracy ? Sleepe till I wake him, you fhould to lay his Goatifh difpofition on the charge of a Starre,
enioy halfe his Reuennew : my Sonne Edgar, had hee a My father compounded with my mother vnder the Dra-
hand to write this ? A heart and braine to breede it in? gons taile, and my Natiuity was vnder Vrja Maior, fo
When came you to this ? Who brought it? that it followes, I am rough and Leacherous. I mould

Baft. It was not brought mee, my Lord ; there's the haue bin that 1 am, had the maidenleft Starre in the Fir-
cunning of it. I found it throwne iniat the Cafement of mament twinkled on my baftardizing.
my Cloffet. Enter Edgar.

Glou. You know the character to be your Brothers ? Pat: he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedie :
'Baft. If the matter were good my Lord, I durfl fwear my Cue is villanous Melancholly, with a fighe like Tom

it were his : but in refpect of that, I would faine thinke it o'Bedlam. O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe diui-
were not. fions. Fa, Sol, La, Me.

Glou. It is his. Edg. How now Brother Edmond, what ferious con-
'Baft. It is his hand,my Lord : but I hope his heart is templation are you in?

not in the Contents. Bafl. I am thinking Brother of a prediction I read this
Qlo. Has he neuer before founded you in this buiines? other day, what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes.
'Baft. Neuer my Lord. But I haue heard him oft main- Edg. Do you bufie your felfe with that ?

taine it to be fit, that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers Baft. I promife you, the effects he writes of,fucceede
declin'd, the Father fhould bee as Ward to the Son, and vnhappily.
the Sonne manage his Reuennew. When faw you my Father laft?

Glou. O Villain, villain : his very opinion in the Let- Bdg. The night gone by.
ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, detefted, brutifh Baft. Spake you with him ?
Villaine; worfe then brutifh : Go firrah, feeke him : He S-dg. I, two houres together.
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine,where is he? 'Baft. Parted you in good termes ? Found you no dif-

Baft. I do not well know my L. If it fhall pleafe you to pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance ?
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother,til you can £dg. None at all,
deriue from him better teftimony of his intent, you fhold Baft. Bethink your felfe wherein you may haue offen-
run a certaine courfe : where, if you violently proceed a- ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his prefence, vntill
gainft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make a great fome little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure,
gap in your owne Honor, and fhake in peeces, the heart of which at this inftant fo rageth in him, that with the mif-

chiefe
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chiefe of your perfon, it would fcarfely ahy.

Edg. Some Villain e hath done me wrong. Homes within. Enter Lear and Attendants.
Edm. That's my feare , I pray you haue a continent Lear. Let me not ftay a iot for dinner, go get it rea-

forbearance till the fpeed of his rage goes flower: and as dythownow, what art thou ?
I lay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence 1 will Kent. A man Sir.
fitly bring you to heare my Lord fpeake : pray ye goe, Lear. What doft thou profeffe ? What would'ft thou
there's my key : if you do ftirre abroad,goe arm'd. with vs ?

Edg. Arm'd,Brother ? Kent. I do profeffe to be no leffe then I feemejto ferue
Edm. Brother, I aduife you to the beft, I am no honeft him truely that will put me in truft, to loue him that is

man, if ther be any good meaning toward you:I haue told honeft, to conuerfe with him that is wife and faies little, to
you what I haue feene.and heard : But faintly. Nothing feare iudgement, to fight when I cannot choofe, and to
like the image, and horror of it, pray you away. eate no fiih.

Edg. Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit. Lear. What art thou ?
Edm. I do ferue you in this bufinefle : Kent. A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as poore as

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, the King.
Whofe nature is fo farre from doing harmes, Lear. If thou be'ft as poore for a fubiecl, as hee's for a
That he fufpecls none : on whofe foolifh honeftie King, thou art poore enough. What wouldft thou?
My praftifes ride eafie :I fee the bufineffe. Kent. Seruice.
Let me,if not by birth, haue lands by wit, Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue?
All with me's meete,that I can fafhion fit. Exit. Kent. You.

Lear. Do'ft thou know me fellow ?

Kent. No Sir,but you hjue that in your countenance,

Scena Tert'ia. which I would faine call Mafter.Lear. What's that ?

Kent. Authority.
Lear, What feruices canft thou do ?

Enter Gcnerill, and Steward* Kent. I can keepe honeft counfaile, ride, run, marre a
curious tale in telling it, and deliuer a plaine meffage

Gun. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chi- bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qual-
ding of his Foole ? lified in,and the beft of me, is Dilligence.

Ste. 1 Madam. Lear. How old art thou ?

Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, euery howre Kent. Not fo young Sir to loue a woman for finging,
He flafhes into one grofle crime, or other, nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. I haue yeares on
That fets vs all at ods : lie not endure it ; my backe forty eight.
His Knights grow riotous,and himfelfe vpbraides vs Lear. Follow me, thou {halt ferue me, if I like thee no
On euery trifle. When he returnes fromhunting, worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner
I will not fpeake with him, fay I am ficke, ho,dinner,where's my knaueFmy Foole '|Go you and call
If you come flacke of former feruices, my Foole hither. You you Sirrah, where's-my Daughter?
You ihall do well, the fault of it lie anfwer. Enter Steward.

Ste. He's comming Madam , I heare him. Ste. So pleafe you - Exit.
Qon. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, Lear. What faies the Fellow there ? Call the Clot-

You and your Fellowes: 1'de haue it come to queftion; pole backe : wher'smy Foole? Ho, I thinke the world's
If he diftafte it, let him to my Sifter, afleepe,how now ? Where's that Mungrell ?
Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one, Knigb. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well.
Remember what I haue faid. Lear. Why came not the flaue backe to me when I

Ste. Well Madam. call'd him ?

Qon. And let his Knights haue colder lookes among Knigb. Sir, he anfwered me in the roundeft manner, he
you : what growes of it no matter, aduife youi fellowes would not.
fo, He write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfejpre- Lear. He would not ?
pare for dinner. Exeunt. Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is,

but to my iudgement your Highneffe is not entertained
with that Ceremonious affection as you were wont,
theres a great abatement of kindneffe appeares as well in

Scena Quart a. the generall dependants, as in the Duke himfelfe alfo,and
your Daughter.

Lear. "HafSaift thou fo ?
Knigb. I befeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee

Enter Kent. miftaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when I thinke
/ your Highnefle wrong'd.

Kent. If but as will I other accents borrow, Lear. Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con-
That can my fpeech defufe,my good intent ception, I haue perceiued a moft faint neglecl of late,
May carry through it felfe to that full iffue which I haue rather blamed as mine owne Jealous curio-
For which I raiz'd mylikeneffe. Now banifht Kent, fitie,then as a very pretence and purpoie of vnkindneffe;
If thou canft ferue where thou doft ftand condemn'd, I will looke further intoo'ti : but where's my Foole ? I
So may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lou'ft, haue not feene him this two daies.
Shall find thee full of labours. Knight. Since my young Ladies guing into France

Sir,
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'r, the Foole hath much pined away. Lear. No Lad, teach me.
Lear. No more of that, I haue noted it well, goe you Foole. Nunckle, giue me an egge, and He giue thee

and tell my Daughter, I would fpeake with her. Goe you two Crownes.
call hither my Foole; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither Lear. What two Crownes ihall they be ?
8irj who am I Sir ? Foole. Why after I haue cut the egge i'th'middle and

Enter Steward. eate vp the meate,the two Crownes of the egge : when
Ste. My Ladies Father. thou cloueft thy Crownes i'th'middle, and gau'ft away
Lear. My Ladies Father? my Lords knaue, you whor- both parts, thou boar'ft thine Afle on thy backe o're the

fon dog, you flaue, you curre. durt, thou had'ft little wit in thy bald crowne, when thou
Ste. I am none of thefe my Lord, gau'ft thy golden one away ; if I fpeake like my felfe in

I befeech your pardon. this, let him be whipt that firft findes it fo.
Lear. Do you bandy lookes with me, you Rafcall ? Fooles had nere leffe grace in a yeere,
Ste. lie not be ftrucken my Lord. For wifemen are growne foppim,
Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe Foot-ball plaier. And know not how their wits to weare,
Lear. I thanke thee fellow. Their manners are fo apim.

Thou feru'ft me, and He loue thee. Le. When were you wont to be fo full of Songs firrah ?
Kent. Come fir,arife,away,lie teach you differences: Foole. I haue vied it Nunckle, ere fince thou mad'ft

away, away, if you will meafure your lubbers length a- thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gau'ft them
gaine, tarry,but away,goe too,haue you wifedome,fo. the rod,and put'ft downe thine owne breeches, then they

Lear. Now my friendly knaue I thanke thee, there's For fodaine ioy did weepe,
earneft of thy feruice. And I for forrow fung,

Enter Foole. That fuch a King ftiould play bo-peepe,
Foole. Let me hire him too,here's my Coxcombe. And goe the Foole among.
Lear. How now my pretty knaue,how doft thou ? Pry'thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemafter that can teach
Foole. Sirrah, you were beft take my Coxcombe. thy Foole to lie, I would faine learne to lie.
Lear. Why my Boy ? Lear. And you lie firrah, wee'l haue you whipt.
Foole. Why? for taking ones part that's out of fauour, Foole. I maruell what kin thou and thy daughters are,

nay, & thou canft not fmile as the wind fits,thou'lt catch they'l haue me whipt for fpeaking true : thou'lt haue me
colde Shortly,there take my Coxcombe; why this fellow whipt for lying, and fometimei I am whipt for holding
ha's banim'd two on's Daughters, and did the third a my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing then a foole,
bleffing againft his will, if thou follow him, thou muft and yet I would not be thee Nunckle, thou haft pared thy
needs weare my Coxcombe. How now Nunckle? would wit o'both fides, and left nothing i'th'middle; heere
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. comes one o'the parings.

Lear. Why my Boy? Enter Gonerill.
Fool. If I gaue them all my liuing, I'ld keepe my Cox- Lear. How now Daughter? what makes that Frontlet

combes my felfe, there's mine, beg another of thy on ? You are too much of late i'th'frowne.
Daughters. Foole. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou hadft no

Lear. Take heed Sirrah,the whip. need to care for her frowning, now thou art an O with-
Foole. Truth's a dog muft to kennell, hee muft bee out a figure, I am better then thou art now, I am a Foole,

whipt out, when the Lady Brach may ftand by'th'fire thou art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue,fo
and ftinke. your face bids me,though you fay nothing.

Lear. A peftilent gall to me. Mum, mum, he that keepes nor cruft,not crum,
Foole. Sirha, He teach thee a fpeech. Weary of all, mall want fome. That's a fheal'd Pefcod.
Lear. Do. Gon. Not only Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Foole,
Foole. Marke it Nuncle ; But other of your infolent retinue

Haue more then thou fhoweft, Do hourely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forth
Speake lefie then thou knoweft, In ranke,and( not to be endur'd ) riots Sir.
Lend lefie then thou oweft, I had thought by making this well knowne vnto you,
Ride more then thou goeft, To haue found a fafe redreffe, but now grow fearefull
Learne more then thou troweft, By what your felfe too late haue fpoke and done,
Set leffe then thou throweft ; That you protect this courie, and put it on
Leaue thy drinke and thy whore, By your allowance, which if you fhould,the fault
And keepe in a dore, Would not fcape cenfure,nor the redreffes fleepe,
And thou malt haue more, Which in the tender of a wholefome weale,
Then two tens to a fcore, Might in their working do you that offence,

Kent. This is nothing Foole. Which elfe were lhame,that then neceffitie
Foole. Then 'tis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, Will call dijfcreet proceeding.

you g^ue me nothing for't, can you make no vie of no- Foole. For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow
thing Nuncie f fed the Cuckoo fo long, that it's had it head bit off by it

Lear. Why no Boy, young, fo out went the Candle, and we were left dark-
Nothing can be made out of nothing. ling.

Foole. Prythee tell him, fo much the rent of his land Lear. Are you our Daughter ? (dome
comes to, he will not beleeue a Foole. Gon. I would you would make vfe of your good wiie-

Lear. A bitter Foole. (Whereof I know you are fraught),and put away
Foole. Do'ft thou know the difference my Boy, be- Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you

tweene a bitter Foole,and a fweet one. From what you rightly are.
Foole. May
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Foole. May not an Affe know, when the Cart drawes Turne all her Mothers paines, and benefits

the Horfe ? To laughter, and contempt: That /he may feele,
Whoop lugge I loue thee. How /harper then a Serpents tooth it is,

Lear. Do's any heere know me ? To haue a thankleffe Childe. Away, away. Exit.
This is not Lear : Alb. Now Gods that we adore,
Do's Lear walke thus ? Speake thus ? Where are his eies? Whereof comes this ?
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings Gon. Neuer afflict your felfe to know more of it :
Are Lethargied. Ha ! Waking ? 'Tis not fo ? But let his difpoluion haue that fcope
Who is it that can tell me who I am ? As dotage giues it.

Foole. Lean fliadow.

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? Enter Lear.
Gon. This admiration Sir, is much o'th'fauour Lear. What fiftie of my Followers at a clap ?

Of other your new prankes. I do befeech you Within a fortnight ?
To vnder/rand my purpofes aright: Alb. What's the matter, Sir ?
As you are Old, and Reuerend, fhould be Wife. Lear, lie tell thee :
Heere do you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, Life and death, 1 am a/ham'd
Men fo diforder'd, fo debo/h'd, and bold, That thou haft power to /hake my manhood thus,
That this our Court infected with their manners, That thefe hot teares, which breake from me perforce
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicurifme and Luft Should make thee worth them.
Makes it more like a Tauerne, or a Brothell, Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee :
Then a grac'd Pallace. The fhame it felfe doth fpeake Th'vntented woundings of a Fathers curfe
For inftant remedy. Be then defir'd Pierce euerie fenfe about thee. Old fond eyes,
By her, that elfe will take the thing /he begges, Beweepe this caufe againe, He plucke ye out,
A little to difquantity your Traine. And caft you with the waters that you loofe
And the remainders that /hall /till depend, To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo.
To be fuch men as may befort your Age, I haue another daughter,
Which know themfelues, and you. Who I am fure is kinde and comfortable :

Lear. Darkneffe, and Diuels. When /he /hall heare this of thee, with her nailes
Saddle my horfes : call my Traine together. Shee'l flea thy Wolui/h vifage. Thou /halt finde,
Degenerate Baftard, He not trouble thee ; That He refume the /hape which thou doft thinke
Yet haue I left a daughter. I haue caft off for euer. Exit

Gon. You ftrike my people,and your diforder'd rable, Gon. Do you marke that ?
make Seruants of their Betters. Alb. I cannot be fo partiall Gonerill,

To the great loue I beare you.
Enter Albany. Gon. Pray you content. What Oftrald, hoa ?

Lear. Woe, that too late repents : You Sir, more Knaue then Foole, after your Mafter.
Is it your will, fpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horfes. Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear,
Ingratitude ! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, Tarry, take the Foole with thee :
More hideous when thou /hew'ft thee in a Child, A Fox, when one has caught her,
Then the Sea-monfter. And fuch a Daughter,

Alb. Pray Sir be patient. Should fure to the Slaughter,
Lear. Detefted Kite, thou lyeft. If my Cap would buy a Halter,

My Traine are men of choice, and rareft parts, So the Foole followes after. Exit
That all particulars of dutie know, Gon. This man hath had good Counfell,
And in the moft exact regard, fupport A hundred Knights ?
The wor/hips of their name. O moft fmall fault, 'Tis politike, and fafe to let him keepe
How vgly did'ft thou in Cordelia /hew ? At point a hundred Knights : yes, that on euerie dreame,
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, diflike,
From the fixt place : drew from my heart all loue, He may enguard his dotage with their powres,
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear \ And hold our liues in mercy. Ofrrald, I fay.
Beate at this gate that let thy Folly in, Alb. Well, you may feare too farre.
And thy deere ludgement out. Go, go, my people. Gon. Safer then truft too farre ;

Alb. My Lord, I am guiltleffe, as I am ignorant Let me ftill take away the harmes I feare,
Of what hath moued you. Not feare ftill to be taken. I know his heart,

Lear. It may be fo, my Lord. What he hath vtter'd I haue writ my Sifter :
Heare Nature, heare deere Godde/Te, heare : If Ae fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights
Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou did'ft intend When I haue /hew'd th'vnfitnefle.
To make this Creature fruitfull :

Into her Wombe conuey ftirrility, Enter Steward.
Drie vp in her the Organs of increafe, How now Oftvaldl
And from her derogate body, neuer fpring What haue you writ that Letter to my Sifter /
A Babe to honor her. If/he muft teeme, Stem. I Madam.
Create her childe of Spleene, that it may liue Gon. Take you fome company, and away to horfe,
And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her. Informe her full of my particular feare,
Let it ftampe wrinkles in her brow of youth, And thereto adde /uch reafons of your owne,
With cadent Teares fret Channels in her cheekes, As may compact it more. Get you gone,

And
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And haften your returne; no, no, my Lord, Fool. She that's a Maid now, & laughs at my departure,
This milky gentlenefle, and courfe of yours Shall not be a Maid long, vnleffe things be cut foorter.
Though I condemne not, yet vnder pardon Sxeunt.
Your are much more at task for want of wifedorr.e,
Then prai'sd for harmefull mildneffe.

Alb. How farre your eies may pierce I cannot tellj Affius Secundus. ScenacPrima.
Striuing to better, oft we marre what's well.

Gon. Nay then 
Alb. Well, well, the'uent. Exeunt

Enter Baftard^and Curan,feuerally.

""Baft. Saue thee Cur an.

Seen a Quint a. Cur. And your Sir, I haue bin
With your Father,and giuen him notice
That the Duke of Cornwall, and 'Rggan his Ducheffe
Will be here with him this night.

Enter Lear, Kent, (gentleman,and Foole. Baft. How comes that ?
Cur. Nay I know not, you haue heard of the newes a-

Lear. Go you before to Glofter with thefe Letters; broad, I meane the whifper'd ones, for they are yet but
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you eare-kilTing arguments.
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, Baft. Not I: pray you what are they ?
if your Dilligence be not fpeedy, 1 /hall be there afore Cur. Haue you heard of no likely Warres toward,
you. 'Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany ?

Kent. I will not fleepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered 'Baft. Not a word.
your Letter. Exit. Cur. You may do then in time,

Foole. If a mans braines were in's heeles, wert not in Fare you well Sir. Exit.
danger of kybes? 'Batt. The Duke be here to night ? The better beft,

Lear. I Boy. This weaues it ielfe perforce into my bufineffe,
Foole. Then I prythee be merry, thy wit fhall not go My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother,

flip-food. And I haue one thing of a queazie queftion
Lear. Ha, ha, ha. Which I muft aft, Briefeneffe, and Fortune worke.
Fool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind- Enter Edgar.

ly, for though /he's as like this, as a Crabbe's like an Brother, a word, difcend; Brother I fay,
Apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. My Father watches: O Sir, fly this place,

Lear. What can'ft tell Boy ? Intelligence is giuen where you are hid;
Foole. She will tafte as like this as, a Crabbe do's to a You haue now the good aduantage of the night,

Crab : thou canft tell why ones nofe Hands i'th'middle Haue you not fpoken 'gainft the Duke of Cornenalf?
on's face ? Hee's comming hither, now i'th' night, i'th' hafte,

Lear. No. And Regan with him, haue you nothing laid
Foole. Why to keepe ones eyes of either fide's nofe, Vpon his partie 'gainft the Duke of Albany ?

that what a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy into. Aduife your felfe.
Lear. 1 did her wrong. Ed%. I am iure on't, not a word.
Foole. Can'ft tell how an Oyfter makes his fliell ? Baft. I heare my Father comming, pardon me:
Lear. No. In cunning, I muft draw my Sword vpon you :
Foole. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's Draw, feeme to defend your felfe,

a houfe. Now quit you well.
Lear. Why ? Yeeld, come before my Father, light hoa, here,
Foole. Why to put's head in, not to giue it away to his Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, fo farewell.

daughters, and leaue his homes without a cafe. Exit Edgar.
Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father/Be Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion

my Horffes ready ? Of my more fierce endeauour. I haue feene drunkards
Foole. Thy Afles are gone about 'em; the reafon why Do more then this in fport; Father, Father,

the feuen Starres are no mo then feuen, is a pretty reafon. Stopjftop, no helpe?
Lear. Becaufe they are not eight.
Foole. Yes indeed, thou would'ft make a good Foole. Enter Glofter ,and Servants trltb Torches.
Lear. To tak't againe perforce; Monfter Ingratitude !
Foole. If thou wert my Foole Nunckle, Il'd haue thee Cflo. Now Edmund, where's the villaine ?

beaten for being old before thy time. *Bajt. Here flood he in the dark, his fharpe Sword out,
Lear. How's that ? Mumbling of wicked charmes, coniuring the Moone
Foole. Thou ftiouldft not haue bin old, till thou hadft To ftand aufpicious Miftris.

bin wife. Cflo. But where is he?
Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen : Baft. Looke Sir, I bleed.

keepe me in temper, I would not be mad. How now are Glo. Where is the villaine, Edmund!
the Horfes ready £ Baft. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could.

Cjent. Ready my Lord. Glo. Purfue him, ho:go after. By no meanes, what?
Lear'. Come Boy. Baft. Perfwade me to the murther of your Lordfhip,

But
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But that 1 told him the reuenging Gods, Edmund,! heare that you haue fhewne yout Father
'Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, A Child-like Office.
Spoke with how manifold,and ftrong aBond '"BaE. It was my duty Sir.
The Child was bound to'th' Father; Sir in fine, Glo. He did bewray his pra£tife,and receiu'd
Seeing how lothly oppofite I flood This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him.
To his vnnaturall purpofe,in fell motion Cor. Is he purfued ?
With his prepared Sword,he charges home Glo. I my good Lord.
My vnprouided body,latch'd mine arme; C'jr. If he be taken, he fhall neuer more
And when he faw my beft alarum'd fpirits Be fear'd of doing harme,make your owne purpofe,
Bold in the quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, How in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund^
Or whether gafted by the noyfe I made, Whole vertue and obedience doth this inftant
Full fodainely he fled. So much commend it felfe,you fhall be ours,

Glofl. Let him fly farre: Nature's of fuch deepe truft, we fhall much need :
Not in this Land fhall he remaine vncaught You we firft feize on.
And found; difpatch,the Noble Duke my IVIafter, ^BaJ}. I fhall ferue you Sir truely,how euer elfe.
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, Glo. For him I thanke your Grace.
By his authoritie I will proclaime it, Cor. You know not why we came to vifit you ?
That he which finds him fhall deferue our thankes, Re%. Thus out of feafon, thredding darke ey'd night,
Bringing the murderous Coward to the flake : Occasions Noble Glofter of fome prize,
He that conceales him death. Wherein we muft haue vfe of your aduife.

'Baft. When I diffwaded him from his intent, Our Father he hath writ,fo hath our Sifter,
And found him pight to doe it, with curft fpeech Of differences, which I beft though it fit
I threatened to dilcouer him; he replied, To anfwere from our home : the feuerall MefTengers
Thou vnpofTerling Baftard,doft thou thinke, From hence attend difpatch,our good old Friend,
If I would ftand againft thee, would the repofall Lay comforts to your bofome,and beftow
Of any truft,vertue, or worth in thee Your needfull counfaile to our bufineffes,
Make thy words faith'd "? No, what fhould I denie, Which craues the infbnt vfe.
(As this I would, though thou didft produce Glo. I ferue you Madam,
My very Character) I'ld turne it all Your Graces are right welcome. Exeunt. Flourijh.
To thy fuggelHon,plot,and damned praftife :
And thou muft make a dullard of the world,
If they not thought the profits of my death
Were very pregnant and potential! fpirits Scena Secunda.
To make thee feeke it. Tuclyt within.

Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villaine,
Would he deny his Letter,faid he?
Harke, the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes; Enter Kent ,aad Steward feuerally.
All Ports He barre, the villaine mail not fcape,
The Duke muft grant me that : befides, his picture Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend,art of this houfe?
I will fend farre and neere, that all the kingdome Kent. j.
May haue due note of him,and of my land, Stew. Where may we fet our horfes ?
(Loyall and naturall Boy) lie worke the meanes Kent. I'th'myre.
To make thee capable. Stem. Prythee,if thou lou'ft me, tell me.

Kent. I loue thee not.

Enter Cornewall, Regan, and Attendants. Ste. Why then I care not for thee.
Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold,! would make

Corn. How now my Noble friend, fince I came hither thee care for me.
(Which I can call but now,) I haue heard ftrangenefle. Ste. Why do'ft thou vfe me thus? I know thee not.

Reg. If it be true,all vengeance comes too fhort Kent. Fellow I know thee.
Which can purfue th'offender; how doft my Lord f Ste. What do'ft thou know me for ?

Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd,it's crack'd. Kent. AKnaue, a Rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a
Rjg. What, did my Fathers Godfonne feeke your life? bafe, proud, mallow, beggerly, three-fuited-hundred

He whom my Father nam'd,your Edgar? pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knaue, a Lilly-liuered,
Glo. O Lady,Lady, fhame would haue it hid. adlion-taking, whorefon glafTe-gazing fuper-feruiceable
Reg.Was he not companion with the riotous Knights finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flaue, one that

That tended vpon my Father ? would'ft be a Baud in way of good feruice, and art no-
Glo. I know not Madam, 'tis too bad, too bad. thing but the compofition of a Knaue, Begger, Coward,
^Baft. Yes Madam, he was of that confort. Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch,
Reg. No maruaile then,though he were ill affefted, one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thou

'Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, deny'ft the leaft fillable of thy addition.
To haue th'expence and waft of his Reaenues: Stew. Why, what a monftrous Fellow art thou, thus
I haue this prefent euening from my Sifter to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor
Beene well inform'd of them, and with fuch cautions, knowes thee ?
That if they come to foiourne at my houfe, Kent. What a brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny
He not be there. thou knoweft me ? Is it two dayes fince I tript vp thy

Cor. Nor I,affure thee Regan; heeles, and beate thee before the King?Draw you rogue,for
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for though it be night,yet the Moone fhines, He make a Then (lands on any fhoulder that I fee
fop oth' Moonlhine of you, you whorelon Cullyenly Before me,at this intrant.
Barber-monger, draw. Corn. This is fome Fellow,

Stem. A way, I haue nothing to do with thee. Who hauing beene prais'd for bluntnerfe,doth affect
Kent. Draw you Rafcall, you come with Letters a- A faucy roughnes,and conftraines the garb

gainft the King, and take Vanitie the puppets part, a- Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter he,
gainft the Royaltie of her Father : draw you Rogue, or An honeft mind and plaine, he muft fpeake truth,
lie fo carbonado your /hanks, draw you Rafcall, come And they will take it fo,if not, hee's plaine.
your waies. Thefe kind of Knaues I know, which in this plainnefle

Ste. Helpe, ho,murther, helpe. Harbour more craft,and more corrupter ends,
Kent. Strike you flaue : ftand rogue, ftand you neat Then twenty filly-ducking obferuants,

flaue, ftrike. That ftretch their duties nicely.
Stew, Helpe hoa,murther, murther. Kent. Sir,in good faith,in fincere verity,

Vnder th'allowance of your great afpect,
Enter Bo/lard, Cornetval/, Regan, Glojler, Seruants. Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire

On flicking Pboebut front.
"Baft. How now, what's the matter ? Part. Corn. What mean'ft by this ?
Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you pleafe, come, Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you difcom-

lie fleih ye,come on yong Mafter. mend fo much; I know Sir, I am no flatterer, he that be-
Glo. Weapons ? Armes ? what's the matter here ? guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue, which
Cor. Keepe peace vpon your liues, he dies that ftrikes for my part I will not be, though I fhould win your

againe, what is the matter ? difpleafure to entreat me too't.
Reg* The MelTengers from our Sifter, and the King ? Corn. What was th'offence you gaue him ?
Cor. What is your difference, fpeake ? Ste. I neuer gaue him any :
Stew. 1 am icarce in breath my Lord. It pleas'd the King his Mafter very late
Kent. No Maruell, you haue fo beftir'd your valour, To ftrike at me vpon his mifconftruclion,

you cowardly Rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee:a Taylor When he compa£t,and flattering his difpleafure
made thee. Tript me behind:being downe,infulted, rail'd,

Cor. Thou art a Orange fellow,a Taylor make a man? And put vpon him fuch a deale of Man,
Kent. A Taylor Sir, a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could That worthied him, got prai/es of the King,

not haue made him fo ill, though they had bin but two For him attempting, who was felfe-fubdued,
yeares oth'trade. And in the fleihment of this dead exploit,

Cor. Speake yet, how grew your quarrell ? Drew on me here againe.
Ste. This ancient Ruffian Sir, whofe life I haue fpar'd Kent. None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards

at fute of his gray-beard. But Aiax is there Foole.
Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneceffary letter: Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ?

my Lord, if you will giue me leaue, I will tread this vn- You ftubborne ancient Knaue,you reuerent Bragart,
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall ofa Wee'l teach you,
lakes with him. Spare my gray-beard, you wagtaile ? Kent. Sir, I am too old to learne :

Cor. Peace firrah, Call not your Stocks for me, I ferue the King.
You beaftly knaue, know you no reuerence? On whofe imployment I was fent to you,

Kent. Yes Sir, but anger hath a priuiledge. You fhall doe fmall refpects, fhow too bold malice
Cor. Why art thou angrie ? A gain ft the Grace, and Perfon of my Mafter,
Kent, That fuch a flaue as this fhould weare a Sword, Stocking his Meflenger.

Who weares no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues as thefe, Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks;
Like Rats oft bite the holy cordsia twaine, As I haue life and Honour,there fhill he fit till Noone.
Which are t'intrince, t'vnloofe : frnooth euery paflion Reg. Till noone? till night my Lord,and all night too.
That in the natures of their Lords rebell, Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Fathers dog,
Being oile to fire,fnow to the colder moodes, You fhould not vfe me fo.
Reuenge,affirrne,and turne their Halcion beakes (%(eg. Sir,being his Knaue,! will. Stocks brought out.
With euery gall,and varry of their Matters, Cor. This is a Fellow of the felfe fame colour,
Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : Our Sifter fpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stocks.
A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage, Cjlo. Let me befeech your Grace,not to do fo,
Smoile you my fpeeches, as I were a Foole ? The King his Mafter, needs muft take it ill
Goofe,;f I had you vpon Sarum Plaine, That he fo flightly valued in his Meflenger,
I'ld driue ye cackling home to Camelot. Should haue him thus reftrained.

Corn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? Cor. ]le anfwere that.
Gloft. How fell you out,fay that? Reg. My Sifter may recieue it much more worffe,
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, To haue her Gentleman abus'd,afTaulted.

Then I,and fuch a knaue. Corn. Come my Lord, a way. Exit.
Qorn. Why do'ft thou call him Knaue ? Glo. I am forry for thee friend,'tis the Duke pleafure,

What is his fault ? Whofe difpofition all the world well knowes
Kent. His countenance likes me not. Will not be rub'd nor ftopt, He entreat for thee .
Car. No more perchance do's mine, nor his, nor hers. Kent.Pray do not Sir,I haue watch'd and trauail'd hard,
Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plaine, Some time I fhall fleepe out, the reft He whittle :

I haue feene better faces in my time, A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles:
Giue
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Giue you good morrow. Kent. By luuo, I fweare I.

Qio. The Duke's too blamein this, Lear. They durft not do't:
'Twill be ill taken. Exit. They could not, would not do't : 'tis worfe then murther,

Kent.Good King, that muft approue the common faw, To do vpon refpecl fuch violent outrage:
Thou out of Heauens benedidlion com'ft Refolue me with all modeft hafte, which way
To the warme Sun. Thou might'ft deferue, or they impofe this vfage,
Approach thou Beacon to this vnder Globe, Comming from vs.
That by thy comfortable Beames I may Kent. My Lord, when at their home
Perufe this Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles I did commend your Highneffe Letters to them,
But milerie. I know 'tis from Cordelia, Ere I was rifen from the place, that (hewed
Who hath moft fortunately beene inform'd My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Pofte,
Of my obfcured courfe. And fhall finde time Stew'd in his hafte, halfe breathleffe, painting forth
From this enormous State, feeking to giue From Gonerill his Miltris, falutations;
Lories their remedies .All weary and o're-watch'd, Deliuer'd Letters fpight of intermiffion,
Take vantage heauie eyes, not to behold Which prefently they read; on thofe contents
This Ihamefnll lodging. Fortune goodnight, They fummon'd vp their meiney, ftraight tooke Horfe,
Smile once more, turne thy wheele. Commanded me to follow, and attend

The leifure of their aniwer, gaue me cold lookes,
Enter Edgar. And meeting heere the other MefTcnger,

Whofe welcome I perceiu'd had poiion'd mine,
Edg. I heard my felfe proclaim'd, Being the very fellow which of late

And by the happy hollow of a Tree, Difplaid fo fawcily againft your Highneffe,
Elcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place Hauing more man then wit about me, drew;
That guard, and moft vnufall vigilance He rais'd the houfe, with loud and coward cries,
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I may fcape Your Sonne and Daughter found this trefpaffe worth
I will preferue mylelfe : and am bethought The fhame which heere it fuffers. (way,
To take the bafeft, and moft pooreft fhape Foole. Winters not gon yet, if the wil'd Geefe fly that
That euer penury in contempt of man, Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind,
Brought neere to beaft; my face lie grime with filth, But Fathers that beare bags, (hall fee their children kind.
Blanket my loines, elfe all my haires in knots, Fortune that arrant whore, nere turns the key toth' poore.
And with presented nakednelTe out-face But for all this thou fhalt haue as many Dolors for thy
The Windes, and persecutions of the skie; Daughters, as thou canft tell in a yeare.
The Country glues me proofe, and prefident Lear. Oh how this Mother fwels vp toward my heart!
Ot Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, Hiftorica fajjio, downe thou climing (orrow,
Strike in their num'd and mortified Armes, Thy Elements below where is this Daughter ?
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Rofemarie : Kent. Wirh the Earle Sir, here within.
And with this horrible obiecl,from low Farmes, Lear. Follow me not, ftay here. Exit.
Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates, and Milles, Gen. Made you no more offence,
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, fomedme with Praiers But what you fpeake of?
Inforce their charitie : poore Tur/ygW, poore Tom, Kent. None:
That's fomething yet: £dgar I nothing am. Exit. How chance the the King comes with fo fmall a number?

Foole. And thou hadft beene fee i'th'Stockes for that

Enter Lear, Foole, and Gentleman. queftion, thoud'ft well deferu'd it.
Kent. Why Foole ?

Lea.'Tis ftrange that they ihould fo depart from home, Foole. Wee'l fet thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach
And not fend backe my Meffengers. thee ther's no labouring i'th' winter. All that follow their

Gent. As I learn'd, nofes, are led by their eyes, but blinde men, and there's
The night before, there was no purpofe in them not a nofe among twenty,but can fmell him that's (link-
Of this remoue. ing; let go thy hold, when a great wheele runs downe a

Kent. Haile to thee Noble Mafter. hill, leaft it breake thy necke with following. But the
Lear. Ha ? Mak'ft thou this ihame ahy paftime / great one that goes vpvvard, let him draw thee after :
Kent. No my Lord. when a wifeman giues thee better counfell giue me mine
Foole. Hah, ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horfes are againe, I would hause none but knaues follow it, fince a

tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by'th'necke, Foole giues it.
Monkies by'th'loynes, and Men by'th' legs : when a man That Sir, which ferues and feekes for gaine,
ouerluftie at legs, then he weares wodden nether-flocks. And folio wes but for forme;

Lear. What's he, Will packe, when it begins to raine,
That hath fo much thy place miftooke And leaue thee in the ftorme,
To fet thee heere? But I will tarry, the Foole will ftay,

Kent. It is both he and (he, And let the wifeman flic :
Your Son, and Daughter. The knaue turnes Foole that runnes away,

Lear. No. The Foole noiknaue perdie.
Kent. Yes.

Lear. No I fay. Enter Lear, and Cflcjler:
Kent. I fay yea. Kent. Where learn'd you this Foole ?
Lear. By Jupiter I fweare no. Fot,le. Not i'th'Stocks Foole.r r Lear.
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Lear. Deny to fpeake with me r Reg. O Sir, you are old,

They are ficke, they are weary, Nature in you ftands on the very Verge
They haue trauail'd all the night ? meere fetches, Of his confine : you Ihould be rul'd, and led
The images of reuolt and flying off. By feme difcretion, that difcernes your ftate
Fetch me a better anfwer. Better then you your felfe : therefore I pray you,

Glo. My deere Lord, That to our Sifter, you do make returne,
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, Say you haue wrong'd her.
How vnremoueable and fixt he is Lear. Aske her forgiuene/Te ?
In his owne courfe. Do you but marke how this becomes the houfe ?

Lear. Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confufion : Deere daughter, I confeffe that I am old ;
Fiery ? What quality ? Why G/oJier, giofler, Age is vnneceflary : on my knees I begge,
Fid ipeake with the Duke of Cornereall, and his wife. That you'l vouchfafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food.

Glo. Well my good Lord, I haue inform'd them fo. Reg. Good Sir, no more : thefe are vnfightly trickes :
Lear. Inform'd them ? Do'ft thou vnderftand me man. Returne you to my Sifter.
Glo. I my good Lord. Lear. Neuer Regan :
Lear. The King would fpeake with Cornwall, She hath abated me of halfe my Traine;

The deere Father Look'd blacke vpon me, ftrooke me with her Tongue
Would with his Daughter fpeafce, commands, tends, fer- Moft Serpent-like, vpon the very Heart.
Are they inform'd of this ? My breath and blood: (uice, All the ftor'd Vengeances of Heauen, fall
Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that - On her ingratefull top : ftrike her yong bones
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, You taking Ayres, with LamenefTe.
Infirmity doth ftill neglect all office, Corn. Fye fir, fie.
Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felues, Le. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames
When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind Into her fcornfull eyes : Infect her Beauty,
To luffer with the body ; lie forbeare, You Fen-fuck'd Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunne,
And am fallen out with my more headier will, To fall,and blifter.
To take the indifpos'd and fickly fit, Reg, O the bleft Gods !
For the found man. Death on my ftate : wherefore So will you wifh on me, when the rafh moode is on.
Should he fit heere <? This aft perfwades me, Lear. No Regan, thou /halt neuer haue my curie :
That this remotion of the Duke and her Thy tender-hefted Nature fhall not giue
Is practife only. Giue me my Seruant forth; Thee o're to barmnefle : Her eyes are fierce, but thine
Goe tell the Duke, and's wife, Il'd fpeake with them ; Do comfort, and not burne. 'Tis not in thee
Now,prefently : bid them come forth and heare me, To grudge my pleafures, to cut oft my Traine,
Or at their Chamber doore lie beate the Drum, To bandy hafty words, to leant my fizes,
Till it crie fleepe to death. And in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt

Glo. I would haue all well betwixt you. Exit. Againft my comming in. Thou better know'ft
Lear. Oh me my heart! My rifmg heart ! But downe. The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood,
Foole. Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the Effects of Curtefie, dues of Gratitude :

Eeles, when file put 'em i'th' Pafte aliue, /he knapt 'em Thy hnlfe o'th'Kingdome haft thou not forgot,
o'th' coxcombs with a fticke, and cryed downe wantons, Wherein I thee endow'd.
downe; 'twas her Brother, that in pure kindneffe to his Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpofe. Tucket within.
Horfe buttered his Hay. Lear. Who put my man i'th'Stockes ?

Enter Steward.;
Bnter Cornetvall, I(egan, Giofler, Seruants. Corn. What Trumpet's that ?,

Lear. Good morrow to you both. Reg. I know't, my Sifters : this approues her Letter,
Corn. Haile to your Grace. Kent here fet at liberty. That /he would foone be heere. Is your Lady come ?
Reg. I am glad to fee your Highnefie. Lear. This is a Slaue, whofe eafie borrowed pride
Lear. Regan, I.thinke your are . I know what reafon Dwels in tire fickly grace of her he folio wes.

Iihaue to thinke fo, if thou /hould'ft not be glad, Out Varlet, fromimy fight.
I would diuorce me from thy Mother Tombe, Corn. What meanes your Grace ?
Sepulchring an AdultrtiTe. O are you free ? Enter Gonerill.
Some other time for that. Beloued Regan, Lear. Who ftockt my Seruant? Regan, I haue good hope
Thy Sifters naught :oh Regan, /he hath tied Thou did'ft not know on't.
Sharpe-tooth'd vnkindneffe, like a vulture heere, Who comes here ? O Heauens !
I can fcarce fpeake to thee , thou'lt not beleeue If you do loue old men ; if your fweet fway
With how deprau'd a quality. Oh Regan. Allow Obedience ; if you your ielues are old,

Reg. I pray you Sir, take patience, I haue hope Make it your caufe : Send downe, and take my part.
You lefle know how to value her defert, Art not afham'd to looke vpon this Beard ?
Then me to fcant her dutie. O Regan, will you take her by the hand ?

Lear, Say ? How is that ? Gon. Why not by'th'hand Sir? How haue I offended ?
Reg. I cannot thinke my Sifter in the leaft All's not offence that indifcretion findes,

Would faile her Obligation. If Sir perchance And dotage termes fo.
She haue reftrained the Riots of your Followres, Lear. O fides, you are too tough J
'Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefome end, Will you yet hold ?
As cleeres her from all blame, How came my man i'th'Stockes ?

Lear. My curfes on her. Corn. I fet him there, Sir : but his owne Diforders
Deferu'd
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Deferu'd much lefTe aduancement. And thou art twice her Loue.

Lear. You? Did you ? Gon. Heare me my Lord;
Reg. I pray you Father being weake, feeme fo. What need you fiue and twenty ? Ten ? Or fiue ?

If till the expiration of your Moneth To follow in a houfe,where twice fo many
You will returne and foiourne with my Sifter, Haue a command to tend you ?
Dilmiffing halfe your traine,come then to me, Reg. What need one f
I am now from home,and out of that prouifion Lear. O reafon not the need : our bafeft Beggers
Which fhall be needfull for your entertainement. Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous,

Lear. Returne to her? and fifty men difmifs'd ? Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs :
No, rather I abiure all roofes,and chufe Mans life is cheape as Beaftes. Thou art a Lady;
To wage againft the enmity oth'ayre, If onely to go warme were gorgeous,
To be a Comrade with the Wolfe, and Owle, Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ft,
Neceffities fharpe pinch. Returne with her? " Which fcarcely keepes thee warme, but for true'need:
Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerlefTe tooke You Heauens,giue me that patience, patience 1 need,
Our yongeft borne, I could as well be brought You fee me heere (you Gods)a poore old man,
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penfion beg, As full of griefe as age, wretched in both,
To keepe bafe life a foote; returne with her ? If it be you that ftirres thefe Daughters hearts
Perfwade me rather to be flaue and fumpter Againft their Father, foole me not fo much,
To this detefted groome. To beare it tamely: touch me with Noble anger,

Gon. At your choice Sir. And let not womens weapons, water drops,
Lear. I prythee Daughter do not make me mad, Staine my mans cheekes.No you vnnaturall Hags,

I will not trouble thee my Child:farewell: I will haue fuch reuenges on you both,
Wee'l no more meete, no more fee one another. T1!-. .-.»" ^.\\ f-Vi .1 «i.rt«-l.-l iT^ -.11 T..Tili rift flip Vt t'Viinff'i
But yet thou art my flefti, my blood, my Daughter, What they are yet, I know not, but they fhalbe
Or rather a difeafe that's in my flefh, The terrors of the earth? you thinke He weepe,
Which I muft needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, No, He not weepe, I haue full caufe of weeping,
A plague fore, or imbofled Carbuncle Storme and TempeJ}.
In my corrupted blood. But lie not chide thee, But this heart fhal break into a hundred thoufand flawes
Let fhame come when it will, I do not call it, Or ere He weepe; O Foole, I fliall go mad. i Exeunt.
I do not bid the Thunder-bearer fhoote, Corn. Let vs withdraw, 'twill be a Storme.
Nor tell tales of thee to high-iudging lone. Reg. This houfe is little, the old man an'ds people,
Mend when thou can'ft, be better at thy leifure, Cannot be well beftow'd.
I can be patient, I can ftay with Regan, Gon. 'Tis his owne blame hath put himfelfe from reft,
I and my hundred Knights. And muft needs tafte his folly.

Reg. Not altogether fo, Reg. For his particular He receiue him gladly,
I look'd not for you yet, nor am prouided But not one follower.
For your fit welcome, giue eare Sir to my Sifter, Gon. So am I purpos'd.
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, Where is my Lord of Glojler ?
Muft be content to thinke you old, and fo, Enter Qlcfter.
But fhe knowes what fhe doe's. Corn. Followed the old man forth, he is return'd.

Lear. Is this well fpoken ? Qla. The King is in high rage.
Reg. I dare auouch it Sir, what fifty Followers ? Corn. Whether is he going ?

Is it not well ? What fhould you need of more ? Glo. He cals to Horfe,but will I know not whether.
Yea, or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, Corn. 'Tis beft to giue him way, he leads himfelfe.
Speake 'gainft io great a number ? How in one houfe Gon. My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to ftay.
Should many people, vnder two commands Glo. Alacke the night comes on, and the high windes
Hold amity? 'Tis hard,almoft impoflible. Do forely ruffle, for many Miles about

Gon. Why might not you my Lord, receiue attendance There's fcarce a Bufh.
From thofe that fhe cals Seruants,or from mine ? Reg. O Sir, to wilfull men,

Reg. Why not my Lord ? The iniuries that they themfelues procure,
If then they chanc'd to llacke ye, Muft be their Schoole-Mafters : fhut vp your doores,
We could comptroll them; if you will come to me, He is attended with a defperate traine,
(For now I fpie a danger)! entreate you And what they may incenfe him too, being apt,
To bring but fiue and twentie,to no more To haue his eare abus'd, wifedome bids feare.
Will I giue place or notice. Cor. Shut vp your doores my Lord, 'tis a wil'd night,or ^

Lear. I gaue you all. My Regan counfels well[: come out oth'ftorme. Exeur.t.
Reg. And in good time you gaue it.
Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depofitaries,

But kept a referuation to be followed A5lus Tertius. Scena ^Prlma.
With fuch a number? What, muft I come to you
With fiue and twenty? 2?iWfl,faid you fo ? J \ o J ,

Reg. And fpeak't againe my Lord, no more with me.
Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fauor'd Storme Hill. Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, Jeuerally.

When others are more wicked, not being the worft
Stands in fome ranke of praife,Ile go with thee, Kent. Who's there befides foule weather?
Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty, Gen. One minded like the weather, moft vnquietly.

r r 2 Kent.
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Kent. I know you : Where's the King ? So old, and white as this. O,ho I 'tis foule.
Qent. Contending with the fretfull Elements ; Foole. He that has a houfe to'put's head in, has a good

Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, Head-peece :
Or {"well the curled Waters 'boue the Maine, The Codpiece that will houfe,before the head has any ;
That things might change, or ceafe. The Head,and he fhall Lowfe : fo Beggers marry many.

Kent. But who is with him ? The man y makes his Toe, what he his Hartlhold make,
Gent. None but the Foole,Jwho labours to out-left Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his fleepe to wake.

His heart-ftrooke iniuries. For there was neuer yet faire woman, but fliee made
Kent. Sir, I do know you, mouthes in a glafle.

And dare vpon the warrant of my note Enter Kent.
Commend a deere thing to you. There is diuifion Lear. No, I will be the patterne of all patience,
(Although as yet the face of it is couer'd I will fay nothing.
With mutuall cunningj 'twixt Albany,and Cornwall: Kent. Who's there ?
Who haue, as who haue not, that their great Starres Foole. Marry here's Grace, and a Codpiece, that's a
Thron'd and fet high ; Seruants, who feeme noleffe, Wifeman, and a Foole.
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations Kent. Alas Sir are you here? Things that loue night,
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin feene, Loue not fuch nights as thefe : The wrathfull Skies
Either in fnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, Gallow the very wanderers of the darke
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne And make them keepe their Caues : Since I was man,
Againft the old kinde King ; or fomething deeper, Such fheets of Fire, fuch burfts of horrid Thunder,
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnishings. Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, I neuer

Gent. I will talke further with you. Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature cannot carry
Kent. No, do not: Th'affliftion, nor the feare.

For confirmation that I am much more Lear. Let the great Goddes
Then my out-wall ; open this Purfe,and take That keepe this dreadfull pudder o're our heads,
What it containes. If you fhall fee Cordelia, Finde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch,
(As feare not but you fhall) fhew her this Ring, That haft within thee vndivulged Crimes
And /he wil! tell you who that Fellow is Vnwhipt of Juftice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ;
That yet you do not know. Fye on this Storme, Thou Periur'd, and thou Simular of Vertue
I will go feeke the King. That art Inceftuous. Caytiffe, to peeces fhake

Gent. Giue me your hand, That vnder couert, and conuenient feeming
Haue you no more to fay ? Ha's pradtis'd on mans life. Clofe pent-vp guilts,

Kent. Few words, but to effect more then all yet ; Riue your concealing Continents, and cry
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain Thefe dreadfull Summoners grace. I am a man,
That way, lie this : He that firft lights on him, More finn'd againft, then finning.
Holla the other. Exeunt. Kent. Alacke, bare-headed ?

Gracious my Lord, hard by heere is a Houell,
Some friendfhip will it lend you 'gainft the Tempeft :

Scena Secunda. Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe,( More harder then the ftones whereof 'tis rais'd,
Which euen but now, demanding after you,
Deny'd me to come in) returne, and force

Storme jlill. Snter Lear,and Foole. Their fcanted curtefie.
Lear. Blow windes, & crack your cheeks; Rage, blow Lear. My wits begin to turne.

You Cataracls, and Hyrricano's fpout, Come on my boy. How doft my boy ? Art cold ?
Till you haue drench'd our Steeples, drown the Cockes. I am cold my felfe. Where is this ftraw, my Fellow ?
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing Fires, The Art of our Neceffities is ftrange,
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauing Thunder-bolts, And can make vilde things precious.Come,your Houel ;
Sindge my white head. And thou all-fhaking Thunder, Poore Foole, and Knaue, I haue one part in my heart
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, That's forry yet for thee.
Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines fpill at once Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit,
That makes ingratefull Man. With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine,

Foole. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry houfe, is Muft make content with his Fortunes fit,
better then this Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, Though the Raine it raineth euery day.
in, aske thy Daughters bleffing, heere's a night pitties Le. True Boy : Come bring vs to this Houell. Exit.
neither Wifemen, nor Fooles. Foole. This is a braue night to coole a Curtizan :

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : fpit Fire, fpowt Raine : lie fpeake a Prophefie ere I go :
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; When Priefts are more in word, then matter;
I taxe not you, you Elements with vnkindneiTe. When Brewers marre their Malt with water ;
I neuer gaue you Kingdome, call'd you Children; When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors,
You owe me no fubfcription. Then let fall No Heretiques burn'd, but wenches Sutors ;
Your horrible pleafure. Heere I ftand your Slaue, When euery Cafe in Law, is right;
A poore, infirme, weake, and difpis'd old man : No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight;
But yet I call you Seruile Miniflers, When Slanders do not liue in Tongues ;
That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs;
Your high-engender'd Battailes, 'gainft a head When Vfurers tell their Gold i'th'Field,

And
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And, Baudes, and whores, do Churches build, To fhut me out? Poure on,I will endure:
Then lhal the Realme of Albion, come to great confufion : In fuch a night as this ? O Regan, Qonerill,
Then comes the time, who Hues to fee't, Your old kind Father, whofe franke heart gaue all,
That going fhalbe vs'd with feet. (time. O that way madneile lies, let me fliun that :
This prophecie Merlin fhall make, for I Hue before his No more of that.

Exit. Kent. Good my Lord enter here.
Lear. Prythee go in thy felfe, feeke thine owne eafe,

This tempeft will not giue me leaue to ponder
Tertia. On things would hurt me more, but He goe in,

In Boy,go firft. You houfelefie pouertie, Exit.
Nay get thee in; He pray,and then He fleepe.
Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are

Enter (jlofter, and Edmund. That bide the pelting of this pittilefle ftorme,
How fliall your Houfe-lefle heads, and vnfed fides,

Glo. Alacke, alacke Edmund, I like not this vnnaturall Your lop'd,and window'd raggednefle defend you
dealingjwhen I defired their leaue that I might pity him, From feafons fuch as thefe ? O 1 haue tane
they tooke from me the vfe of mine owne houfe, charg'd Too little care of this : Take Phyficke, Pompe,
me on paine of perpetuall difpleafure, neither to fpeake Expofe thy felfe to feele what wretches feele,
of him, entreat for him, or any way fuftaine him. That thou maift fhake the fuperflux to them,

^Bajl. Mod fauage and vnnaturall. And fhew the Heauens more iuft.
Glo. Go too; fay you nothing. There is diuifion be-

tweene the Dukes, and a worfle matter then that: I haue Enter Sdgar,and Foole.
receiued a Letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be fpoken,
I haue lock'd the Letter in my Cloflet, thefe iniuries the Edg. Fathom, and halfe, Fa thorn and halfe;poore Tom.
King now beares, will be reuenged home; ther is part of Foole. Come not in heere Nuncle, here's a fpirit, helpe
a Power already footed, we muft incline to the King, I me, helpe me.
will looke him, and priuily relieue him ; goe you and Kent. Giue me thy hand, who's there "?
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of Foole. A fpirite, a fpirite, he fayes his name's poore
him perceiued; If he aske for me, I am ill, and gone to Tom.
bed, if I die for it, (as no lefle is threatned me) the King Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there i'th'
my old Mafter muft be relieued. There is ftrange things ftraw ? Come forth.
toward Edmund, pray you be carefull. Exit. Edg. Away, the foule Fiend followes me, through the

<BaJi. This Curtefie forbid thee, ihall the Duke fliarpe Hauthorne blow the windes. Humh, goe to thy
Inftantly know, and of that Letter too; bed and warme thee.
This feemes a faire deferuing, and muft draw me Lear. Did'ft thou giue all to thy Daughters? And art
That which my Father loofes:no leffe then all, thou come to this/
The yonger rifes, when the old doth fall. Exit. Edgar. Who glues any thing to poore TOOT? Whom

the foule fiend hath led though Fire, and through Flame,
through Sword, and Whirle-Poole, o're Bog, and Quag-
mire, that hath laid Kniues vnder his Pillow, and Halters

Scena Quarta. in his Pue, fet Rats-bane by his Porredge, made himProud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, ouer foure
incht Bridges, to courfe his owne fliadow for a Traitor.
BlifTe thy fiue Wits, Toms a cold. O do, de, do, de, do de,

Bnter Lear, Kent, and Foole. blifTe thee from Whirle-Windes, Starre-blafting, and ta-
king, do poore Tom fome charitie, whom the foule Fiend

Kent.\ Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter, vexes. There could I haue him now, and there, and there
The tirrany of the open night's too rough ag ai ne,and there. Storme ft ill.
For Nature to endure. Storme ftill Lear. Ha's his Daughters brought him to this paffe ?

Lear. Let me alone. Could'ft thou faue nothing? Would'ft thou giue 'em all?
Kent. Good my Lord enter heere. Foole. Nay, he referu'd a Blanket, elfe we had bin all
Lear. Wilt breake my heart £ fham'd.
Kent. I had rather breake mine owne, Lea. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre

Good my Lord enter. Hang fated o're mens faults, light on thy Daughters.
Lear. Thou think'ft 'tis much that this contentious Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir.

Inuades vs to the skinfo :'tis to thee, (ftorme Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could haue fubdu'd
But where the greater malady is fixt, To fuch a lownefle, but his vnkind Daughters. (Nature
The lelTer is fcarce felt. Thou'dft fliun a Beare, Is it the fafhion, that difcarded Fathers,
But if they flight lay toward the roaring Sea, Should haue thus little mercy on their rlefh:
Thou'dft meete the Beare i'th' mouth, when the mind's ludicious punifhment, 'twas this rlefh begot
The bodies delicate : the tempeft in my mind, free, Thofe Pelicane Daughters.
Doth from my fences take all feeling elfe, Edg. Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow:alow,loo,loo.
Saue what beates there, Filliall ingratitude, Foole. This cold night will turne vs all to Fooles, and
Is it not as this mouth fhould teare this hand Madmen.
For lifting food too't "? But I will punifh home; Edgar. Take heed o'th'foule Fiend, obey thy Pa-
No, I will weepe no more; in fuch a night, rents, keepe thy words luftice, fweare not, commit not,

r r 3 with
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with mans fworne Spoufe 5 fet not thy Sweet-heart on T'obey in all your daughters hard commands :
proud array. Tom's a cold. Though their Iniunftion be to barre my doores,

Lear. What haft thou bin ? And let this Tyrannous night take hold vpon you,
Sdg. A Seruingman ? Proud in heart, and minde; that Yet haue I ventured to come feeke you out,

curl'd my haire, wore Gloues in my cap ; feru'd the Luft And bring you where both fire, and food is ready.
of my Miftns heart, and did the a<fte of darkeneffe with Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher,
her. Swore as many Oathes, as I fpake words, & broke What is the caufe of Thunder ?
them in the fweet face of Heauen. One, that flept in the Kent. Good my Lord take his offer,
contriuing of Luft, and wak'd to doe it. Wine lou'd I Go into th'houfe.
deerely, Dice deerely ; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd Lear. He talke a word with this fame lerned Theban:
the Turke. Falfe of heart, light of eare, bloody of hand ; What is your ftudy ?
Hog in floth, Foxe in ftealth, Wolfe in greedineffe, Dog Edg. How to preuent the Fiend, and to kill Vermine.
in madnes, Lyon in prey. Let not the creaking of fhooes, Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuate.
Nor the ruftling of Silkes, betray thy poore heart to wo- Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord,
man. Keepe thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand out of His wits begin t'vnfettle.
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the Cflou. Canft thou blame him ? Storm ftill
foule Fiend. Still through the Hauthorne blowes the His Daughters feeke his death: Ah,that good Kent,
cold winde : Sayes fuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, He faid it would be thus : poore banifli'd man :
Boy Sefey : let him trot by. Stormeftill. Thou fayeft the King growes ma'd, He tell thee Friend

Lear. Thou wert better in a Graue, then to anfwere I am almoft mad my felfe. I had a Sonne,
with thy vncouer'd body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is Now out-law'd from my blood : he fought my life
man no more then this ? Confider him well. Thou ow'ft But lately : very late : I lou'd him (Friend)
the Worme no Silke ; the Beaft, no Hide ; the Sheepe, no No Father his Sonne deerer : true to tell thee,
Wooll 5 the Cat, no perfume. Ha ? Here's three on's are The greefe hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ?
fophifticated. Thou art the thing it lelfe ; vnaccommo- I do befeech your grace.
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir :
nimall as thou art. Off, off you Lendings : Come, vn- Noble Philofopher, your company.
button heere. Edg. Tom's a cold.

Glou. In fellow there, into th'Houeljkeep thee warm.
Enter Gloucefter, n>itb a Torch. Lear. Come, let's in all.

Foole. Prythee Nunckle be contented, 'tis a naughtie Kent. This way, my Lord.
night to fwimme in. Now a little fire in a wilde Field, Lear. With him ;
were like an old Letchers heart, a fmall fpark, all the reft I will keepe ftill with my Philofopher.
on's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. Ke.nt. Good my Lord, footh him :

Edg. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet 5 hee begins at Let him take the Fellow.
Curfew, and walkes at firft Cocke : Hee giues the Web Glou. Take him you on.
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hafe-lippe ; Kent. Sirra, come on : go along with vs.
Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurts the poore Crea- Lear. Come, good Athenian.
ture of earth. Qlou. No words, no words, hufh.

Svitbold footed thrice the old, &dg. Childe Rotrland to the darke Tower came,
He met the Night-Mare, and her nine-fold ; His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fumme,
Bid her a-light, and her troth-plight, I fmell the blood of a Brittifli man. Exeunt
And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee.

Kent. How fares your Grace ?
Lear. What's he ?

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you feeke? Scena Qumta.Glou. What are you there ? Your Names ?
Sdg. Poore Tom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the

Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water : that
in the furie of his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats Enter Cornwall, and Edmund.
Cow-dung for Sallets; fwallowes the old Rat, and the Corn. I will haue my reuenge, ere I depart his houfe.
ditch-Dogge ; drinkes the green Mantle of the (landing 'Baft. How my Lord, I may be cenfured, that Nature
Poole : who is whipt from Tything to Tything , and thus giues way to Loyaltie, fomething feares mee to
ftockt, punifh'd, and imprifon'd : who hath three Suites thinke of.
to his backe, fixe ihirts to his body : Corrnv. I now perceiue, it was not altogether your

Horfe to ride, and weapon to weare : Brothers euill difpoiition made him feeke his death : but
But Mice, and Rats, and fuch fmall Deare, a prouoking merit fet a-worke by a reprouable badneffe
Haue bin Toms food, for feuen long yeare : in him felfe.

Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend. 'Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft re-
Glou, What, hath your Grace no better company ? pent to be iuft ? This is the Letter which hee fpoake of;
Edg. The Prince of Darkeneffe is a Gentleman. Modo which approues him an intelligent partie to the aduanta-

he's call'd, and rJVEahu. ges of France. O Heauens ! that this Treafon were not ;
Qlou. Our flefh and blood, my Lord, is gvowne fo or not I the dete&or.

vilde, that it doth hate what gets it. C»m. Go with me to the Dutcheffe.
Edg. Poore Tom's a cold. _ Baft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you haue
Glou. Go in with me ; my duty cannot fuffer mighty bufineffe in hand.

Corn.
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Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- Glou. Good friend, I prythee take him in thy armes ;

cefter : feeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee T haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him :
ready for our apprehenfion. There is a Litter ready, lay him in't,

Baft. If I finde him comforting the King, it will ftuffe And driue toward Douer friend, where thou /halt meete
his fulpition more fully. I will perfeuer in my courfe of Both welcome, and protection. Take vp thy Mafter,
Loyalty, though the conflid be fore betweene that, and If thou fhould'ft dally halfe an houre, his life
my blood. With thine, and all that offer to defend him,

Corn. I will lay truft vpon thee : and thou flialt finde Stand in affured lofTe. Take vp, take vp,
a deere Father in my loue. Exeunt. And follow me, that will to fome prouifion

Giue thee quicke conduct. Come, come, away. Exeunt

Scena Sexfa.

Scena Septima.
Enter Kent, and Gloucefter.

Glou. Heere is better then the open ayre,take it thank-
fully : I will peece out the comfort with what addition I Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baftard,
can : I will not be long from you. Exit and Seruants.

Kent. All the powre of his wits, haue giuen way to his Corn. Pofte fpeedily to my Lord your husband, fliew
impatience : the Gods reward your kindneffe. hin this Letter, the Army of France is landed : feeke out

the Traitor Gloufter.

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Foole. Reg. Hang him inftantly.
Edg. Fraterretto cals me, and tells me Nero is an Ang- Gon. Plucke out his eyes.

ler in the Lake of Darknefle : pray Innocent, and beware Corn. Leaue him to my difpleafure. Edmond, keepe
the foule Fiend. you our Sifter company : the reuenges wee are bound to

Foole. Prythee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be take vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your
a Gentleman,or a Yeoman. beholding. Aduice the Duke where you are going, to a

Lear. A King,a King. moft feftiuate preparation : we are bound to the like. Our
Foole. No, he's a Yeoman, that ha's a Gentleman to Poftes (hall be fwift,and intelligent betwixt vs. Fare-

his Sonne : for hee's a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a well deere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Gloufter.
Gentleman before him. Enter Steward.

Lear. To haue a thoufand with red burning fpits How now ? Where's the King ?
Come hizzing in vpon 'em. Stew. My Lord of Gloufter hath conuey'd him hence

Edg. BlefTe thy flue wits. Some fiue or fix and thirty of his Knights
Kent. O pitty : Sir, where is the patience now Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at gate,

That you fo oft haue boafted to retaine? Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependants,
Edg. My teares begin to take his part fo much, Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaft

They marre my counterfetting. To haue well armed Friends.
Lear. The little dogges, and all; Corn. Get horfes for your Miftris.

Trey, Blanch,and Sweet-heart : fee, they barke at me. Gon. Farewell fweet Lord,and Sifter. Exit
Edg. Tom, will throw his head at them : Auaunt you Corn. Edmund farewell : go feek the Traitor Glofter,

Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring him before vs :
Tooth that poyfons if it bite : Though well we may not paffe vpon his life
Maftiffe, Grey-hound, Mongrill, Grim, Without the forme of luftice : yet our power
Hound or Spaniell, Brache, or Hym : Shall do a curt'fie to our wrath,which men
Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudle taile, May blame, but not comptroll.
Tom will make him weepe and waile, Enter Gloucejler,and Seruants.
For with throwing thus my head ; Who's there? the Traitor?

Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. Reg. Ingratefull Fox, 'tis he.
Do,de,de,de : fefe : Come, march to Wakes and Fayres, Corn. Binde faft his corky armes.
And Market Townes : poore Tom thy home is dry, Glou. What meanes your Graces ?

Lear. Then let them Anatomize "3(egari : See what Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefts :
breeds about her heart. Is there any caule in Nature that Do me no foule play, Friends.
make thefe hard-hearts. You fir, I entertaine for one of Corn. Binde him I fay.
my hundred ; only, I do not like the fafhion of your gar- Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor.
ments. You will fay they are Perlian ; but let them bee Glou. Vnmercifull Lady,as you are, I'me none.
chang'd. Corn. To this Chaire binde him,

Enter Glojler. Villaine, thou flialt finde.
Kent. Now good my Lord, lye heere,and reft awhile. Glou. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moft ignobly done
Lear. Make no noife, make no noife, draw the Cur- To plucke me by the Beard.

taines : fo, fo, wee'l go to Supper i'th'morning. I(eg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ?
Foole. And He go to bed at noone. Qku. Naughty Ladie,
Glou. Come hither Friend : Thefe haires which thou doft rauilh from my chin

Where is the King my Matter ? Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft,
Kent. Here Sir, but trouble him not,his wits are gon. With Robbers hands, my hofpitable fauours

You



300 'The Trage die ofT^ing Lear.
You fhould not ruffle thus. What will you do ? Corn. I haue receiu'd a hurt : Follow me Lady ;

Corn. Come Sir. Turne out that eyelefie Villaine : throw this Slaue
What Letters had you late from France ? Vpon the Dunghill : ^egan, I bleed apace,

Reg. Be fimple anfwer'd, for we know the truth. Vntimely comes this hurt. Giue me your arme. Exeunt,
Corn. And what confederacie haue you with the Trai-

tors, late footed in the Kingdome ?
Reg. To whofe hands

You haue fent the Lunaticke King : Speake. Affius Quartus. Scena '"Prima.
Glou. I haue a Letter gueffingly fet downe

Which came from one that's of a newtrall heart,
And not from one oppos'd. Enter Edgar.

Corn. Cunning. Edg. Yet better thus, and knowne to be contemn'd,
Reg. And falfe. Then ftill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worft :
Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? The loweft, and moft deiedled thing of Fortune,
Glou. To Douer. Stands ftill in efperance, liues not in feare :
Reg. Wherefore to Douer? The lamentable change is from the beft,

Was't thou not charg'd at peril!. The worft returnes to laughter. Welcome then,
Corn. Wherefore to Douer ? Let him anfwer that. Thou vnfubftantiall ayre that I embrace :
Glou. I am tyed to'th'Stake, The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the worft,

And I muft ftand the Courfe. Owes nothing to thy blafts.
Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? Enter Gloutfer, and an Qldman.
Qlou. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruell Nailes But who comes heere ? My Father poorely led ?

Plucke out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, World, World, O world !
In his Annointed flelh, fticke boarifh phangs. But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee,
The Sea, with fuch a ftorme as his bare head, Life would not yeelde to age.
In Hell-blacke-night indur'd, would haue buoy'd vp Oldm. O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant,
And quench'd the Stelled fires : And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fourefcore yeares.
Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heauens to raine. Glou. Away,get thee away : good Friend be gone,
If'Wolues had at thy Gate howl'd that fterne time, Thy comforts can do me no good at all,
Thou fhould'ft haue faid, good Porter turne the Key : Thee, they may hurt.
All Cruels elfe fubfcribe : but I fliall fee Oldm. You cannot fee your way.
The winged Vengeance ouertake fuch Children. Glou. I haue no way, and therefore want no eyes :

Corn. See't /halt thou neuer.Fellowes hold y Chaire, I ftumbled when I faw. Full oft 'tis feene,
Vpon thefe eyes of thine, He fet my foote. Our meanes fecure vs, and our meere defedls

Qlou. He that will thinke to liue, till he be old, Proue our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Sdgar,
Giue me fome helpe. O cruell! O you Gods. The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath :

Reg. One fide will mocke another : Th'other too. Might I but liue to fee thee in my touch,
Corn. If you fee vengeance. I'ld fay I had eyes againe.
Seru. Hold your hand, my Lord : Oldm. How now ? who's there ?

I haue feru'd you euer fince I was a Childe : Edg. O Gods ! Who is't can fay I am at the worft ?
But better feruice haue I neuer done you, I am worfe then ere I was.
Then now to bid you hold. Old. 'Tis poore mad Tom.

Reg. How now, you dogge ? Edg. And worfe I may be yet : the worft is not,
Ser. If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, So long as we can fay this is the worft.

I'ld fhake it on this quarrell. What do you meane ? Oldm. Fellow, where goeft 2
Corn. My Villaine? Glou. Is it a Beggar-man ?
&ra.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. Oldm. Madman, and beggar too.
Reg. Giue me thy Sword. A pezant ftand vp thus? Glou. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg.

Killes him. I'th'laft nights ftorme, I fuch a fellow faw;
Ser. Oh I am flaine : my Lord,you haue one eye left Which made me thinke a Man, a Worme. My Sonne

To fee fome mifchefe on him. Oh. Came then into my minde, and yet my minde
Corn. Left it fee more, preuent it 5 Out vilde gelly : Was then fcarfe Friends with him.

Where is thy lufter now ? I haue heard more fince :
Glou. All darke and comfortlefle ? As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods,

Where's my Sonne Bdmundl They kill vs for their {port.
Edmund, enkindle all the fparkesof Nature Edg. How fhould this be?
To quit this horrid afte. Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow,

Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, Ang'ring it felfe,and others. Blefle thee Matter.
Thou call'ft on him, that hates thee. It was he Ghu. Is that the naked Fellow ?
That made the ouerture of thy Treafons to vs: Oldm. I, my Lord.
Who is too good to pitty thee. Glou. Get thee away : If for my fake

Qlou. O my Follies I then Sdgar was abus'd, Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or twaine
Kinde Gods, forgiue me that,and profper him. I'th'way toward Douer, do it for ancient loue,

Reg. Go thruft him out at gates, and let him fmell And bring fome couering for this naked Soule,
His way to Douer. Exit with Gloujler. Which He intreate to leade me.
How is't my Lord? How looke you ? 0 d. Alacke fir, he is mad.

Qtou.
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Glou. 'Tis the times plague, Oh, the difference of man,and man,

When Madmen leade the blinde : To thee a Womans feruices are due,
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure : My Foole vfurpes my body.
Aboue the reft, be gone. Stem. Madam, here come's my Lord.

Oldm. He bring him the beft Parrell that I haue Enter Albany.
Come on't, what will. Exit Gon. I haue beene worth the whiftle.

Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow. Alb. Oh Goner ill,
Edg. Poore Tom's a cold. I cannot daub it further. You are not worth the duft which the rude winde
Glou. Come hither fellow. Blowes in your face.
Bdg. And yet I muft : Gon. Milke-Liuer'd man,

BlelTe thy fweete eyes, they bleede. That bear'ft a cheeke for blowes, a head for wrongs,
Glou. Know'ft thou the way to Douer ? Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difcerning
Edg. Both ftyle, and gate ; Horfeway, and foot-path : Thine Honor, from thy fuffering.

poore Tom hath bin fcarr'd out of his good wits. Blefie Alb. See thy felfe diuell:
thee good mans fonne, from the foule Fiend. Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend
Glou. Here take this purfe, y whom the heau'ns plagues So horrid as in woman.

Haue humbled to all ftrokes : that I am wretched Gon. Oh vaine Foole.
Makes thee the happier : Heauens deale fo ftill: Enter a eZMeffenger.
Let the fuperfluous, and Luft-dieted man, Mef. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwah dead,
That flaues your ordinance, that will not fee Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out
Becaufe he do's not feele, feele your powre quickly : The other eye of Gloufter.
So distribution fhould vndoo exceffe, Alb. Gloufters eyes.
And each man haue enough. Doft thou know Douer? Mef. A Sevuant that he bred, thrill'd with remorfe,

Edg. I M after. Oppos'd againft the act : bending his Sword
Glou. There is a Cliffe, whofe high and bending head To his great Mafter, who, threat-enrag'd

Lookes fearfully in the confined Deepe : Flew on him, and among'ft them fell'd him dead,
Bring me but to the very brimme of it, But not without that harmefull ftroke, which fmce
And He repayre the mifery thou do'ft beare Hath pluckt him after.
With fomething rich about me : from that place, Alb. This ihewes you are aboue
I ihall no leading neede. You luftices, that thefe our neather crimes

Edg. Giue me thy arme ; So fpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloufter)
Poore Tom ihall leade thee. Exeunt. Loft he his other eye ?

Mef. Both, both, my Lord.
This Leter Madam, craues a fpeedy anfwer :

Scena Secunda. 'Tis from your Sifter.
Gon. One way 1 like this well,

But being widdow, and my Gloufter with her,'
May all the building in my fancie plucke

Enter Qonerill, '"Baftard, and Steward. Vpon my hatefull life. Another wayThe Newes is not fo tart. He read, and anfwer.Gon. Welcome my Lord.I meruell our mild husband
Not met vs on the way. Now, where's your Mafter ? Alb. Where was his Sonne,

Stew. Madam within, but neuer man fo chang'd : When they did take his eyes?
I told him of the Army that was Landed : Mef. Come with my Lady hither.Alb. He is not heere.He fmil'd at it. I told him you were comming,
His anfwer was, the worfe. Of Glofters Treachery, Mef. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe.Alb. Knowes he the wickedneile ?
And of the loyall Seruice of his Sonne
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, Mef. I my good Lord: 'twas he inform'd againft him
And told me I had turn'd the wrong fide out : And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their punifliment
What moft he fhould diflike, feemes pleafant to him ; Might haue the freer courfe.

Alb. Gloufter, I liue
What like, offenfiue. To thanke thee for the loue thou ihew'dft the King,

Gon. Then ihall you go no further. And to reuenge thine eyes. Come hither Friend,It is the Cowiih terror of his fpirit Tell me what more thou know'ft. Bxeunt.
That dares not vndertake : Hee'l not feele wrongs
Which tye him to an anfwer : our wiihes on the way
May proue effects. Backe Edmond to my Brother,
Haften his Mufters, and conduct his powres.I muft change names at home, and giue the Diftaffe Scena Tertia.
Into my Husbands hands. This truftie Seruant
Shall paffe betweene vs : ere long you are like to heare
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe)
A MiftrefTes command. Weare this ; fpare fpeech, Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, Cfentlemen,
Decline your head. This kiffe, if it durft ipeake and Souldiours.
Would flretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre : Cor. Alacke, 'tis he: why he was met euen now
Conceiue, and fare thee well. As mad as the vext Sea, ringing alowd,

Baft. Yours, in the rankes of death. Exit. Crown'd with ranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds,
Gon. My moft deere Glofter. With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres,Darnell
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302 The Tragedie of^Jng Lear.
Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow Reg. I fpeake in vnderftanding : Y'are I I know't,
In our fuftaining Corne. A Centery lend forth ; Therefore I do aduife you take this note :
Search euery Acre in the high-growne field, My Lord is dead : Edmond, and I haue talk'd,
And bring him to our eye. What can mans wifedome And more conuenient is he for my hand
In the reftoring his bereaued Senfe ; he that helpes him, Then for your Ladies : You may gather more :
Take all my outward worth. If you do finde him, pray you giue him this;

Gent. There is meanes Madam : And when your Miftris heares thus much from you,
Our fofter Nude of Nature, is repofe, I pray defire her call her wifedome to her.
The which he lackes : that to prouoke in him So fare you well :
Are many Simples operatiue, whole power If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor,
Will clofe the eye of Anguifh. Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off.

Cord. All bleft Secrets, Stew. Would I could meet Madam, I fhould fhew
All you vnpublifh'd Vertues of the earth What party I do follow.
Spring with.my teares j be aydant, and remediate Reg. Fare thee well. Exeunt
In the Goodmans defires : feeke, feeke for him,
Leaft his vngouern'd rage, diffblue the life
That wants the meanes to leade it.

Enter cflfeffenger. Scena Quint a.
Mef. Newes Madam,

The Brittifh Powres are marching hitherward.
Cor. 'Tis knowne before. Our preparation ftands

In expectation of them. O deere Father, Enter Gloucejier, and Edgar.
It is thy bufineffe that I go about: Therfore great France Clou. When mall I come to th'top of that fame hill ?
My mourning, and importun'd teares hath pittied : Bdg. You do climbe vp it now. Look how we labor.
No blowne Ambition doth our Armes incite, Glou. Me thinkes the ground is eeuen.
But loue, deere loue, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : Edg. Horrible fteepe.
Soone may I heare, and fee him. Exeunt. Hearke, do you heare the Sea ?

Cflou. No truly.
Edg. Why then your other Senfes grow imperfecl:

By your eyes anguifh.
Scena Quarta. Glou. So may it be indeed.

Me thinkes thy voyce is alter'd, and thou fpeak'ft
In better phrafe, and matter then thou did'ft.

Edg. Y'are much deceiu'd : In nothing am I chang'd
Enter Regan, and Steward. But in my Garments.

Reg. But are my Brothers Powres fet forth ? Glou. Me thinkes y'are better fpoken.
Stew. I Madam. Bdg. Come on Sir,

Himfelfe in perfon there? Heere's the place : ftand ftill: how fearefull
Stew. Madam with much ado : And dizie 'tis, to caft ones eyes fo low,

Your Sifter is the better Souldier. The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre
Reg. Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at home? Shew fcarfe fo groffe as Beetles. Halfe way downe
Stew. No Madam. Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull Trade :
Reg. What might import my Sifters Letter to him ? Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head.
Stew. I know not, Lady. The Fifhermen, that walk'd vpon the beach
Reg. Faith he is pearled hence on ferious matter : Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke,

It was great ignorance, Gloufters eyes being out Diminifh'd to her Cocke : her Cocke, a Buoy
To let him liue. Where he arriues, he moues Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge,
All hearts againft vs : Edmund, I thinke is gone That on th'vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes
In pitty of his mifery, to difpatch Cannot be heard fo high. He looke no more,
His nighted life : Moreouer to defcry Leaft my braine turne, and the deficient fight
The ftrength o'th'Enemy. Topple downe headlong.

Stew. I muft needs after him, Madam, with my Letter. Glou Set me where you ftand.
^eg> Our troopes fet forth to morrow, ttay with vs : Edg. Giue me your hand ;

The wayes are dangerous. You are now within a foote of th'extreme Verge :
Stew. I may not Madam : For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpright.

My Lady cbarg'd my dutie in this bufines. Glou. Let go my hand :
Reg. Why fliould fhe write to Bdmund? Heere Friend's another purfe : in it, a lewell

Might not you transport her purpofes by word? Belike, Well worth a poore mans taking. Fayries, and Gods
Some things, I know not what. He loue thee much Profper it with thee. Go thou further off,
Let me vnfeale the Letter. Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going.

Stew. Madam, I had rather - Bdg. Now fare ye well, good Sir.
Reg. I know your Lady do's not loue her Husband, Glou. With all my heart.

I am fure of that : and at her late being heere, Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his difpaire,
She gaue ftrange Eliads, and mod fpeaking lookes Is done to cure it.
To Noble Edmund. I know you are of her bofome. Glou. O you mighty Gods !

Stew. I, Madam ? This world I do renounce,and in your fights
Shake
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shake patiently my great affliction off: Lear. Paffe.
If I could beare it longer, and not fall Glou. I know that voice.
To quarrell with your great oppofeleffe willes, Lear. Ha ! Gonenll with a white beard ? They flatter'd
My fnufte, and loathed part of Nature fhould me like a Dogge, and told mee I had the white hayres in
Burne it felfe out. If Edgar liue, O bleffe him : my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To fay I, and
Now Fellow, fare thee well. no, to euery thing that I faid : I, and no too, was no good

Edg. Gone Sir, farewell: Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the
And yet I know not how conceit may rob winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not
The Treafury of life, when life it felfe peace at my bidding, there I found 'em, there I fmelt 'em
Yeelds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought, out. Go too, they are not men o'their words ; they told
By this had thought bin paft. Aliue, or dead? me, I was euery thing : 'Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofe.
Hoa, you Sir : Friend, heare you Sir, fpeake : Glou. The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember :
Thus might he paffe indeed : yet he reuiues. Is't not the King ?
What are you Sir ? Lear. I, euery inch a King.

Glou. Away,and let me dye. When I do ftare, fee how the Subiect quakes.
Edg. Had'ft thou beene ought I pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ?

But Gozemore, Feathers, Ayre, Adultery ? thou ihalt not dye : dye for Adultery ?
(So many fathome downe precipitating) No, the Wren goes too't, and the fmall gilded Fly
Thou'dft ihiuer'd like an Egge : but thou do'ft breath : Do's letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thriue :
Haft heauy fubftance, bleed'ft not, fpeak'ft, art found, For Gloufters baftard Son was kinder to his Father,
Ten Mafts at each, make not the altitude Then my Daughters got 'tweene the lawfull fheets.
Which thou haft perpendicularly fell, Too't Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldiers.
Thy life's a Myracle. Speake yet againe. Behold yond fimpring Dame, whole face betweene her

Qlou. But haue I falne, or no ? Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vertue,& do's fhake
Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne the head to heare of pleafures name. The Fitchew, nor

Looke vp a height, the fhrill-gorg'd Larke fo farre the foyled Horfe goes too't with a more riotous appe-
Cannot be feene, or heard : Do but looke vp. tite : Downe from the wafte they are Centaures, though

Glou. Alacke, I haue no eyes : Women all aboue : but to the Girdle do the Gods inhe-
Is wretchedneffe depriu'd that benefit rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There's hell, there's darke-
To end it felfe by death ? 'Twas yet fome comfort,] nes,there is the fulphurous pit; burning, fcalding, ftench,
When mifery could beguile the Tyranrs rage, confumption : Fye, fie, fie ; pah, pah : Giue me an Ounce
And fruftrate his proud will. of Ciuet; good Apothecary fweeten my immagination :

Edg. Glue me your arme. There's money for thee,
Vp, fo : How is't ? Feele you your Legges? You ftand. Glou. O let me kiffe that hand.

Glou. Too well, too well. Lear. Let me wipe it firft,
Edg. This is aboue all ftrangenefle, It fmelles of Mortality.

Vpon the crowne o'th'Cliffe. What thing was that Glou. O ruin'd peece of Nature, this great world|
Which parted from you ? Shall fo weare out to naught.

Qlou. A poore vnfortunate Beggar. Do'ft thou know me i
Edg. As I ftood heere below, me thought his eyes Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough : doft thou

Were two full Moones : he had a thoufand Nofes, fquiny at me ? No, doe thy worft blinde Cupid, He not
Homes wealk'd, and waued like the enraged Sea: loue. Reade thou this challenge, marke but the penning
It was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, of it.
Thinke that the cleereft Gods, who make them Honors Glou. Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee.
Of mens Impoffibilities, haue preferued thee. Edg. I would not take this from report,

Glou. I do remember now : henceforth He beare It is, and my heart breakes at it.
Affliction, till it do cry out it felfe Lear. Read.
Enough, enough, and dye. That thing you fpeake of, Glou. What with the Cafe of eyes?
I tooke it for a man : often'twould fay Lear. Oh ho, are you there with me ? No eies in your
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. head, nor no mony in your purfe ? Your eyes are in a hea-

Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world
Bnter Lear. goes.

But who comes heere ? Glou. I fee it feelingly.
The fafer fenfe will ne're accommodate Lear.Whzt, art mad ? A man may fee how this world
His Mafter thus. goes,with no eyes. Looke with thine eares : See how

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the yond luftice railes vpon yond fimple theefe. Hearke in
King himfelfe. thine eare : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight ! the luftice, which is the theefe : Thou haft feene a Far-
Lear. Nature's aboue Art, in that refpe£l.Ther's your mers dogge barke at a Beggar ?

Preffe-money.That fellow handles his bow, like a Crow- giou. I Sir.
keeper : draw mee a{ Cloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur:there thou
Moufe : peace, peace, this peece of toafted Cheefe will might'ft behold the great image of Authorise, a Dogg's
doo't. There's my Gauntlet, He proue it on a Gyant. obey'd in Office. Thou, Rafcall Beadle, hold thy bloody
Bring vp the browne Billes. O well flowne Bird : i'th' hand : why doft thou laih that Whore ? Strip thy owne
clout, i'th'clout : Hewgh. Giue the word. backe, thou hotly lufts to vfe her in that kind, for which

Edg. Sweet Mariorum. thou whip'ft her. The Vfurer hangs the Cozener. Tho-
rough
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rough tatter'd cloathes great Vices do appeare : Robes, The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen
and Furr'd gownes hide all. Place fmnes with Gold, and To boot, and boot.
the ftrong Lance of luftice, hurtlefTe breakes : Arme it in Enter Steward.
ragges, a Pigmies ftraw do's pierce it. None do's offend, Stew. A proclaim'd prize : moft happie
none, I fay none, lie able'em; take that of me my Friend, That eyeleffe head of thine, was firft fram'd fle/h
who haue the power to feale th'accufers lips. Get thee To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vnhappy Traitor,
glaffe-eyes, and like a fcuruy Politician, feeme to fee the Breefely thy felfe remember : the Sword is out
things thou doft not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my That muft deftroy thee.
Bootes : harder, harder, fo. Glou. Now let thy friendly hand

Edg. O matter, and impertinency mixt, Put ftrength enough too't.
Reafon in Madneffe, SteT*. Wherefore, bold Pezant,

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes. Dar'ft thou fupport a publifh'd Traitor? Hence,
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter: Leaft that th'infeftion of his fortune take
Thou muft be patient; we came crying h'ther : Like hold on thee. Let go his arme.
Thou know'ft, the firft time that we fmell the Ayre Edg. Chill not let go Zir,
We wawle,and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke. Without vurther 'cafion.

Clou. Alacke,alacke the day. Stew. Let go Slaue, or thou dy'ft.
Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poore

To this great ftage of Fooles. This a good blocke: volke paffe : and'chud ha1 bin zwaggerd out of my life,
It were a delicate ftratagem to moo 'twould not ha'bin zo long as 'tis, by a vortnight. Nay,
A Troope of Horfe with Felt : He put't in proofe, come not neere th'old man : keepe out che vor'ye, or ice
And when I haue ftolne vpon thefe Son in Lawes, try whither your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder;
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. chill be plaine with you.

Enter a Gentleman. Stew. Out Dunghill.
Gent. Oh heere he is : lay hand vpon him, Sir. Edg. Chill picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor

Your moft deere Daughter 
Lear. No refcue? What, a Prifoner? I am euen 

your foynes.
Stew. Slaue thou haft flaine me:Villain, take my purfe ;

The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vfe me well, If euer thou wilt thriue, bury my bodie,
You lhall haue ranfome. Let me haue Surgeons, And giue the Letters which thou find'it about me,
I am cut to'th'Braines. To EdmundEarle of Gloufter : feekehim out

Gent. You fhall haue any thing. Vpon the Englifh party. Oh vntimely death, death.
Lear. No Seconds ? All my felfe? Edg. I know thee well. A feruiceable Villaine,

Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris,
To vfe his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die brauely, As badneffe would defire.
Like a fmugge Bridegroome. What? I will be louiall : giou. What, is he dead ?
Come, come, I am a King, Matters, know you that? Edg. Sit you downe Father : reft you.

Qent. You are a Royall one,and we obey you. Let's fee thefe Pockets ; the Letters that he fpeakes of
Lear. Then there's life in't. Come,and you get it, May be my Friends : hee's dead ; I am onely forty

You (hall get it by running : Sa, fa, fa, fa. Exit. He had no other Deathfman. Let vs fee :
Gent. A fight moft pittifull in the meaneft wretch, Leaue gentle waxe, and manners : blame vs not

Paft fpeaking of in a King. Thou haft a Daughter To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts,
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curfe Their Papers is more lawful!.
Which twaine haue brought her to. l^tads the Letter,

Edg. Haile gentle Sir.Gent. Sir, fpeed you : what's your will ? LEt our reciprocall votves be remembred. You baue manie opportunities to cut him off: if your tfill want not, time and
Edg. Do you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward. place "will be fruitfully offered. There is nothing done. If bee
Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar : returns the Conqueror, then am I the Prijoner,and ha bed,my

Euery one heares that, which can diftingui/h found. Gaole,from the loathed warmth n'hereof, deliuer me, andjup-
Edg. But by your fauour : ply the place for your Labour.

How neere's the other Army ? Tour(Wlfe,fo I would fay) affeBio-
Gent. Neere,and on fpeedy foot : the maine defcry nate Seruant. Gonerill.

Stands on the hourely thought. Oh indinguifli'd fpace of Womans will,
Edg. I thanke you Sir, that's all. A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life,
Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here And the exchange my Brother : heere, in rhe fands

Her Army is mou'd on. Exit. Thee He rake vp, the pofte vnfancYified
£dg- I thanke you Sir. Of murtherous Letchers : and in the mature time,
G&a.You euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me, With this vngracious paper ftrike the fight

Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me againe Of the death-praftis'd Duke : for him 'tis well,
To dye before you pleafe. That of thy death, and bufineffe, I can tell.

Edg. Well pray you Father. Glou. The King is mad :
Glou. Now good fir, what are you ? How ftiffe is my vilde fenfe
Sdg.A. moft poore man, made tame to Fortunes blows That I ftand vp, and haue ingenious feeling

Who, by the Art of knowne,and feeling forrowes, Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diftra(St,
Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, So mould my thoughts be feuer'd from my greefes,
I\e leade you to fome biding. Drum afarre off.

Glou. Heartie thankes : And woes, by wrong imaginations loofe
The
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The knowledge of themfelues. Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares

Edg. Giue me your hand : Do fcal'd,like molten Lead.
Farre off methinkes I heare the beaten Drumme. Cor. Sir,do you know me?
Come Father, He beftow you with a Friend. Exeunt. Lear. You are a fpirit I know,where did you dye?

Cor. Still, ftill,farre wide.
Gen. He's fcarfe awake,

Let him alone a while.

Sccena Septima. Lear.. Where haue I bin?
Where am I ? Faire day light ?
I am mightily abus'd; I fhould eu'n dye with pitty
To fee another thus. I know not wh at to fay :

Enter Cordelia, Kent,and\Gentleman. I will not fweare thefe are my hands: let's fee,
I feele this pin pricke, would I were affur'd

Cor. O thou good Kent, Of my condition.
How fhall I liue and worke Cor. O looke vpon me Sir,
To match thy goodneffe ? And hold your hand in benediction o're me,
My life will be too fhort, You muft not kneele.
And euery meafure faile me. Lear. Pray do not mocke me:

Kent. To be acknowledg'd Madam is ore-pai'd, I am a very foolifh fond old man,
All my reports go with the modeft truth, Fourefcore and vpward,
Nor more,nor clipt, but fo, Not an houre more, nor leffe :

Cor. Be better fuited, And to deale plainely,
Thefe weedes are memories of thofe worfer houres : I feare I am not in my perfe£l mind.
I prythee put them off. Me thinkes I fhould know you, and know this man,

Kent. Pardon deere Madam, - Yet I am doubtfull : For I am mainely ignorant
Yet to be knowne fhortens my made intent, What place this is:and all the skill I haue
My boone I make it, that you know me not, Remembers not thefe garments : nor I know not
Till time, and I,thinke meet. Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me,

Cor. Then be't fo my good Lord: For (as I am a man) I thinke this Lady
How do's the King f To be my childe Qordelia.

Gent. Madam fleepes frill. Cor. And fo J am : I am.
Cor. O you kind Gods I Lear.Be your teares wet /

Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, Yes faith : I pray weepe not,
Th'vntun'd and iarring fenfes, O winde vp, If you haue poyfon for me, I will drinke it:
Of this childe-changed Father. I know you do not loue me, for your Sifters

Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty, Haue (as I do remember)done me wrong.
That we may wake the King, he hath flept long ? You haue fome caufe, they haue not.

Cor. Be gouern'd by your knowledge, and proceede Cor. No caufe,no caufe.
I'th'fway of your owne will : is he array'd ? Lear. Am I in France ?

Kent. In your owne kingdome Sir.
Enter Lear in a cbaire carried by Servants Lear. Do not abufe me.

Gent. Be comforted good Madam,the great rage
Gent. I Madam : in the heauineffe of fleepe, You fee is kill'd in hinv.defire him to go in,

We put frefh garments on him. Trouble him no more till further fetling.
Be by good Madam when we do awake him, Cor. Wilt pleafe your Highneffe walke ?
I doubt of his Temperance. Lear. You muft beare with me :

Cor. O my deere Father, reftauratian hang Pray you now forget, and forgiue,
Thy medicine on my lippes,and let this kiffe I am old and foolifh. Exeunt
Repaire thofe violent harmes,that my two Sifters
Haue in thy Reuerence made.

Kent. Kind and deere Princeffe.

Cor. Had you not bin their Father, thefe white flakesDid challenge pitty of them. Was this a face ASlus Quintus. Scena
To be oppos'd againft the iarring windes?
Mine Enemies dogge, though he had bit me,
Should haue flood that night againft my fire,
Andwas't thou faine (poore Father) Enter ivitb Drumme and Colour s,Edmund,Regan.
To houell thee with Swineand Rogues forlorne, Gentlemen, and Souldiers.
In fhort, and mufty ftraw? Alacke, alacke,
'Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 'Baft. Know of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold,
Had not concluded all. He wakes,fpeake to him. Or whether fince he is aduis'd by ought

Gen. Madam do you, 'tis fitteft. To change the courfe, he's full of alteration,
Cor. How does my Royall Lord ? And felfereprouing,bring his conftant pleafure.

How fares your Maiefty ? Reg. Our Sifters man is certainely mifcarried.
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th'graue, Baft. 'Tis to be doubted Madam.

Thou art a Soule in bliffe,but I am bound Reg. Now fweet Lord,
f f You
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You know the goodnefTe I intend vpon you : Shall neuer fee his pardon : for my ftate,
Tell me but truly, but then fpeake the truth, Stands on me to defend, not to debate. Exit.
Do you not loue my Sifter ?

'Baft. In honour'd Loue.
%eg. But haue you neuer found my Brothers way,To the fore-fended place? Scena Secunda.
Baft. No by mine honour, Madam.
I(eg. I neuer Jhall endure her, deere my Lord

Be n ot familiar with her.

'Baft. Feare not,ihe and the Duke her husband. Alarum within. Enter with Drumme and Colours,Lear,
Qordelia,and Souldiers,ouer the Stage, and Sxeunt.

Enter with Drum and (Colours, Albany, Gonerill, Soldiers.
Enter Edgar, and Glofter.

Alb. Our very louing Sifter, well be-met:
Sir, this I heard, the King is come bo his Daughter Edg. Heere Father, take the madow of this Tree
With others, whom the rigour of our State For your good hoaft : pray that the right may thriue :
Forc'd to cry out. If euer I returne to you againe,

Regan. Why is this reafond ? lie bring you comfort.
Gone. Combine together 'gainft the Enemie : Glo. Grace go with you Sir. Exit.

For thefe domefticke and particurlar broiles, Alarum and Retreat -aitbin.
Are not the queftion heere. Enter Edgar.

Alb. Let's then determine with th'ancient of warre Egdar. Away old man,giue me thy hand, away :
On our proceeding. King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter tane,

^Reg. Sifter you'le go with vs ? Giue me thy hand : Come on.
Gon. No. Glo. No further Sir,a man may rot euen heere.
*Reg. 'Tis moft conuenient, pray go with vs. Edg. What in ill thoughts againe :"
Gen. Oh ho, I know the Riddle, 1 will goe. Men muft endure

Exeunt both the Armies. Their going hence, euen as their comming hither,
RipenefTe is all come on.

Enter Edgar. Glo. And that's true too. Exeunt.
EJg.Ifere your Grace had fpeech with man fo poore,

Heare me one word.

Alb. lie ouertake you, fpeake.Edg. Before you fight the Battaile, ope this Letter: Scena Tertia.
If you haue viftory,let the Trumpet found
For him that brought it:wretched though Ifeeme,
I can produce a Champion, that will proue Enter in conqueft with Drum and Colours,Edmund,Lear,
What is auouched there. If you mifcarry, and Cordelia, as prisoners, Souldiers, Captaine.
Your bufmefle of the world hath fo an end,
And machination ceafes. Fortune loues you. Baft. Some Officers take them away: good guard,

cAlb. Stay till I haue read the Letter. Vntill their greater pleafures firft be knowne
Edg. I was forbid it: That are to cenfure them.

When time fhall ferue, let but :he Herald cry, Cor. We are not the firft,
And lie appeare againe. Exit. Who with beft meaning haue incurr'd the worft:

Alb. Why farethee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. For thee oppreffed King I am caft downe,
My felfe could elfe out-frowne falfe Fortunes frowne.

Enter Edmund. Shall we not fee thefe Daughters,and thefe Sifters?
Lear. No,no,no,no: come let's away to prifon,

Baft. The Enemy's in view, draw vp your powers, We two alone will fing like Birds i'th'Cage:
Heere is the guefie of their true ftrength and Forces, When thou doft aske me bleffing, He kneele downe
By dilligent difcouerie, but your haft And aske of thee forgiuenefle : So wee'l Hue,
Is now vrg'd on you. And pray,and fmg,and tell old tales,and laugh

Alb. We will greet the time. Exit. At gilded Butterflies : and heere (poore Rogues)
'Baft. To both thefe Sifters haue I fworne my loue: Talke of Court newes,and wee'l talke with them too,

Each iealous of the other, as the ftung Who loofes,and who wins; who's in, who's out;
Are of the Adder. Which of them fliall I take ? And take vpon's the myftery of things,
Both ? One? Or neither ? Neither can be enioy'd As if we were Gods fpies : And wee'l weare out
If both remaine aliue : To take the Widdow, In a wall'd prifon, packs and fedts of great ones,
Exafperates,makes mad her Sifter Gonerill, That ebbe and flow by th'Moone.
And hardly fhall I carry out my fide, Baft. Take them away.
Her husband being aliue. Now then, wee'l vfe Lear. Vpon fuch facrifices my Cordelia,
His countenance for the Battaile,which being done, The Gods themfelues throw Incenfe.
Let her who would be rid of him,deuife Haue I caught thee?
His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercie He that parts vs,fhall bring a Brand from Heauen,
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, And fire vs hence,like Foxes:wipe thine eyes,
The Battaile done, and they within our power, The good yeares Jhall deuoure them,flefh and fell,

Ere
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Ere they fliall make vs weepe? 'Tis ftie is fub-contrafted to this Lord,
Weele fee e'm ftaru'd firft : come. Exit. And I her husband contradict your Banes.

*Baft. Come hither Captaine,hearke. If you will marry, make yourloues to me,
Take thou this note, go follow them to prifon, My Lady is befpoke.
One ftep I haue aduanc'd thee, if thou do'ft Gon. An enterlude.
As this inftrudls thee,thou doft make thy way Alb. Thou art armed Glofter,
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men Let the Trmpet found :
Are as the time isj to be tender minded If none appeare to proue vpon thy perfon,
Do's not become a Sword,thy great imployment Thy heynous,manifeft, and many Treafons,
Will not beare queftion:either fay thou'lt do't, There is my pledge : He make it on thy heart
Or thriue by other meanes. Ere I tafte bread,thou art in nothing leffe

Capt. lie do't my Lord. Then I haue heere proclaim'd thee.
Baft. About it.and write happy, when th'haft done, Reg. Sicke,O ficke.

Marke I fay inftantly, and carry it fo Gon. If not, He nere truft medicine.
As I haue iet it downe. Exit Caftaine. 'Baft. There's my exchange,what in the world hes

That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies,
Fhurijh. Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Soldiers. Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach;

On him, on you, who not, I will maintaine
Alb. Sir,you haue fliew'd to day your valiant ftraine My truth and honor firmely.

And Fortune led you well : you haue the Capdues
Who were the oppofites of this dayes ftrife: Enter a Herald.
1 do require them of you fo to vfe them,
As we fliall find their merites,and our fafety Alb. A Herald, ho.
May equally determine. Truft to thy fingle vertue,for thy Souldiers

Baft. Sir, I thought it fit, All leuied in my name, haue in my name
To fend the old and miferable King to fome retention, Tooke their difcharge.
Whofe age had Charmes in it, whofe Title more, Regan. My ficknefie growes vpon me.
To plucke the common bofome on his fide, Alb, She is not well, conuey her to my Tent.
And turne our impreft Launces in our eies Come hither Herald,let the Trumper found,
Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen: And read out this. A Tumpetfounds.
My reafon all the fame,and they are ready Herald reads.
To morrow, or at further fpace,t'appeareWhere you /hall hold your Seflion. IF any man of qualitie or degree,within the lifts of the Ar-my, will maintaine 'upon Edmund, fuppvfed Earle of Glofter,

Alb. Sir, by your patience, that he is a manifold Traitor, let him appeare by the third
I hold you but a fubieft of this Warre, found of the Trumpet : he ii bold in bis defence, I Trumpef
Not as a Brother. Her. Againe. 2. Trumpet.

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him. Her. Againe. 3 Trumpet.
Methinkes our pleafure might haue bin demanded Trumpet anfaers within.
Ere you had fpoke fo farre. He led our Powers,
Bore the Commifiion of my place and perfon, Enter Edgar armed.
The which immediacie may well ftand vp,
And call it felfe your Brother. Alb. Aske him his purpofes, why he appeares

Gon. Not fo hot: Vpon this Call o'th'Trumpet.
In his owne grace he doth exalt himfelfe, Her. What are you ?
More then in your addition. Your name,your quality,and why you anfwer

Reg. In my rights, This prefent Summons/
By me inuefted, he compeeres the beft. Edg. Know my name is loft

Alb. That were the moft, if he fhould husband you. By Treafons tooth : bare-gnawne,and Canker-bit,
Reg. lefters do oft proue Prophets. Yet am I Noble as the Aduerfary
Gon. Hola,hola, I come to cope.

That eye that told you fo,look'd but a fquint. *Alb. Which is that Aduerfary?
Rega. Lady I am not well, elfe I fhould anfwere Edg.What's he that fpeakes for Edmund Earle of Glo-

From a full flowing ftomack. General!, ^Baft. Himfelfe, what faift thou to him <? (fter ?
Take thou my Souldiers,prifoners,patrimony, Edg. Draw thy Sword,
Difpofe of them, of me, the walls is thine: That if my fpeech offend a Noble heart,
Witnefle the world, that I create thee heere Thy arme may do thee luftice, heere is mine :
My Lord,and Mafter. Behold it is my priuiledge,

Gon. Meane you to enioy him ? The priuiledge of mine Honours,
Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. My oath,and my profeflion. I proteft,
Baft. Nor in thine Lord. Maugre thy ftrength,place,youth,and eminence,
Alb. Halfe-blooded fellow,yes. Defpife thy viftor-Sword.and fire new Fortune,
Reg. Let the Drum ftrike,and proue my title thine. Thy valor,and thy heart,thou art a Traitor :
Alb. Stay yet,heare reafon : Edmund, I arreft thee Falfe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father,

On capitall T reafon ; and in thy arreft, Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftirous Prince,
This guilded Serpent : for your claime faire Sifters, And from th'extremeft vpward of thy head,
I bare it in the intereft of my wife, To the difcent and duft below thy foote,
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A moft Toad-fpotted Traitor. Say thou no, Told him our pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart
This Sword, this arme,and my beft fpirits are bent (Alacke too weake the conflict to fupport)
To proue vpon thy heart, whereto I fpeake, Twixt two extremes of paflion,ioy and greefe,
Thou lyeft. Burft fmilingly.

'Soft. In wifedome I fhould aske thy name, 'Bait. This fpeech of yours hath mou'd me,
But fince thy out-fide lookes fo faire and Warlike, And /hall perchance do good, but fpeake you on,
And that thy tongue(fome fay) of breeding breathes, You looke as you had fomething more to fay.
What fafe, and nicely I might well delay, Alb. If there be more, more wofull, hold it in,
By rule of Knight-hood, I difdaine and fpurne: For I am almoft ready to diflblue,
Backe do I toffe thefe Treafons to thy head, Hearing of this.
With the hell-hated Lye,ore-whelme thy heart,
Which for they yet glance by,and fcarely bruife, Enter a Gentleman.
This Sword of mine fhall giue them inftant way, Gen. Helpe,helpe : O helpe.
Where they fhall reft for euer. Trumpets fpeake. Edg. What kinde of helpe ?

Alb. Saue him,faue him. Alarums. Fights. Alb. Speake man.
Gon. This is pradtife Glofter, Edg. What meanes this bloody Knife?

By th'law of Warre,thou waft not bound to anfwer Gen. 'Tis hot, it fmoakes, it came euen from the heart
An vnknowne oppofite:thou art not vanquifh'd, of O flic's dead.
But cozend,and be guild. cAlb. Who dead ? Speake man.

Alb. Shut your mouth Dame, Qen. Your Lady Sir,your Lady; and her Sifter
Or with this paper fhall I flop it : hold Sir, By her is poyfon'd : fhe confeffes it.
Thou worfe then any name,reade thine owne euill : Baft. I was contracted to them both,all three
No tearing Lady, I perceiue you know it. Now marry in an inftant.

Gon. Say if I do, the I awes are mine not thine, Edg. Here comes Kent.
Who can araigne me for't? Exit.

Alb. Moft monftrous I O, know'ft thou this paper? Enter Kent.
'Baft. Aske me not what I know. Alb. Produce the bodies.be they aliue or dead ;
Alb. Go after her, (he's defperate,gouerne her. Gonerill and Regans bodieibrongbt out.
'Baft. What you haue charg'd me with, This iudgement of the Heauens that makes vs tremble.

That haue I done, Touches vs not with pitty: O,is this he ?
And more, much more, the time will bring it out. The time will not allow the complement
'Tis paft, and fo am I : But what art thou Which very manners vrges.
That haft this Fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, Kent. I am come
I do forgiue thee. To bid my King and Mafter aye good night.

Edg. Let's exchange charity: Is he not here ?
I am no lefle in blood then thou art Edmund, Alb. Great thing of vs forgot,
If more, the more th'haft wrong'd me. Speake Edmund, where's the King/and where's| Cordelia?
My name is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne, Seeft thou this obieft Kent ?
The Gods are iuft, and of our pleafant vices Kent. Alacke, why thus ?
Make inftruments to plague vs : Baft. Yet Edmund was belou'd :
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, The one the other poifon'd for my fake,
Coft him his eyes. And after flew herfelfe.f

'Baft. Th'haft fpoken right,'tis true, Alb. Euen fo:couer their faces.
The Wheele is come full circle, I am heere. Baft. Ipant for life : fome good I meane to do

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophefie Defpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend,
A RoyallNoblenefTe : I muft embrace thee, (Be briefe in it) to'th'Caftle,for my Writ
Let forrow fplit my heart, if euer I Is on the life of Lear,and on Cordelia:
Did hate thee, or thy Father. Nay,fend in time.

Edg. Worthy Prince I know't. Alb. Run,run, O run.
Alb. Where haue you hid your felfe ? Edg. To who my Lord ? Who ha's the Office ?

How haue you knowne the miferies of your Father? Send thy token of repreeue.
£dg. By nurfing them my Lord. Lift a breefe tale, 'Baft. Well thought on,take my Sword,

And when 'tis told, O that my heart would burft. Giue it the Captaine.
The bloody proclamation to efcape Edg. Haft thee for thy life.
That follow'd me fo neere,(O our Hues fweetneffe, Baft. He hath Commiffion from thy Wife and me,
That we the paine of death would hourely dye, To hang Cordelia in the prifon, and
Rather then die at once)taught me to fhift To lay the blame vpon her owne difpaire,
Into a mad-mans rags,t'a/Tume a femblance That (he for-did her felfe.
That very Dogges difdain'd : and in this habit Alb. The Gods defend her,beare him hence awhile.
Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings ,
Their precious Stones new loft .-became his guide, Entor Lear rcith Cordelia in his armes.
Led him,begg'd for him,fau'd him from difpaire. Lw.Howle, howle, howle: O your are men of ftones,
Neuer(O fault )reueaPd my felfe vnto him, Had I your tongues and eyes, II'd vfe them fo,
Vntill fome halfe houre paft when I was arm'd, That Heauens vault (hould crack : (he's gone for euer.
Not fure, though hoping of this good fuccefTe, I know when one is dead,and when one Hues,
I ask'd his bleffing, and from firft to laft She's dead as earth : Lend me a Looking-glafte,

If
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If that her breath will mift or ftaine the ftone, That we prefent vs to him.
Why then fhe Hues.

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? Enter a MeJJenger,
Edg. Or image of that horror. Edg. Very bootleffe.
Alb. Fall and ceafe. <£Weff. Edmund is dead my Lord.
Lear. This feather ftirs, /he liues: if it be fo, Alb. That's but a trifle heere :

It is a chance which do's redeeme all forrowes You Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent,
That euer I haue felt. What comfort to this great decay may come,

Kent. O my good Mafter. Shall be appli'd. For vs we will refigne,
Lear. Prythee away. During the life of this old Maiefty
Edg. 'Tis Noble Kent your Friend. To him our abfolute power, you to your rights,
Lear. A plague vpon you Murderers, Traitors all, With boote,and fuch addition as your Honours

I might haue fau'd her, now ihe's gone for euer : Haue more then merited. All Friends fhall
Cordelia, Cordelia, ftay a little. Ha : Tafte the wages of their vertue, and all Foes
What is't thou faift? Her voice was euer foft, The cup of their deferuings : O fee, fee.
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman. Lear. And my poore Foole is hang'd: no,no, no life?
I kill'd the Slaue that was a hanging thee. Why fhould a Dog, a Ho rfe, a Rat haue life,

Gent. 'Tis true (my Lords )he did. And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lt come no more,
Lear. Did I not fellow ? Neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer.

I haue feene the day, with my good biting Faulchion Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir,
I would haue made him skip : I am old now, Do you fee this/ Looke on her? Looke her lips,
And thefe fame croffes fpoile me. Who are you ? Looke there, looke there. He dies.
Mine eyes are not o'th'beft, lie tell you ftraight. Edg. He fjints, my Lord, my Lord.

Kent. If Fortune brag of two, fhe lou'd and hated, Kent. Breake heart, I prythee breake.
One of them we behold. Bdg. Looke vp my Lord.

Lear. This is a dull fight,are you not Kent? Kent. Vex not his ghoft, O let him paffe, he hates him,
Kent. The fame : your Seruant Kent, That would vpon the wracke of this tough world

Where is your Seruant Caitu "? Stretch him out longer.
Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that, Edg. He is gon indeed.

He'le ftrike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long,
Kent. No my good Lord, I am the very man. He but vfurpt his life.
Lear, lie fee that ftraight. Alb. Beare them from hence, our prefent bufinefle
Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, Is generall woe : Friends of my foule, you twaine,

Haue follow'd your fad fteps. Rule in this Realme,and the gor'd ftate fuftaine.
Lear. Your are welcome hither. Kent. I haue a iourney Sir, fhortly to go,
Kent. Nor no man elfe : My Mafter calls me, I muft not fay no.

All's cheerleffe, darke, and deadly, Edg. The waight of this fad time we muft obey,
Your eldeft Daughters haue fore-done themfelues, Speake what we feele, not what we ought to fay :
And defperately are dead The oldeft hath borne moft, we that are yong,

Lear, I fo I thinke. Shall neuer fee fo much, nor liue fo long.
Alb. He knowes not what he faies,and vaine is it Exeunt with a dead March.

ff3
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310 The Trage die of Othello

THETRAGEDIEOF
Othello, the Moore of Venice.

Primus. Sccena ^Prima.

Enter Rodorigo, and lago. Cannot be truely follow'd. You mall marke
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knauej

Rodorigo. That (doting on his owne obfequious bondage)
f'Euer tell me, I take it much vnkindly Weares out his time,much like his Mafters Afle,
I That thou (lago) who haft had my purfe, For naught but Prouender, & when he's old Cafheer'd.
| As if y ftrings were thine, fhould'ft know of this. Whip me fuch honeft knaues. Others there are

la. But you'l not heare me. If euer I did dream Who trym'd in Formes, and vifages of Dutie,
Of fuch a matter, abhorre me. Keepe yet their hearts attending on themfelues,

Rodo. Thou told'ft me, And throwing but fhowes of Seruice on their Lords
Thou did'ft hold him in thy hate. Doe well thriue by them.

lago. Defpife me And when they haue lin'd their Coates
If I do not. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, Doe themfelues Homage.
(In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant) Thefe Fellowes haue fome foule,
Off-capt to him : and by the faith of man And fuch a one do I profeffe my felfe. For (Sir)
I know my price, I am worth no worfle a place. It is as fure as you are Rodorigo,
But he (as louing his owne pride, and purpofes) Were I the Moore, I would not be lago :
Euades them, with a bumbaft Circumftance, In following him, I follow but my felfe.
Horribly ftufft with Epithites of warre, Heauen is my Iudge, not I for loue and dutie,
Non-fuites my Mediators. For certes, faies he, But feeming fo, for my peculiar end :
I haue already chofe my Officer. And what was he ? For when my outward Action doth demonftrate
For-footh,a great Arithmatician, The natiue act, and figure of my heart
One Michael] CaJJio, a Florentine, In Complement externe, 'tis not long after
(A Fellow almoft damn'd in a faire Wife) But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue
That neuer fet a Squadron in the Field, For Dawes to pecke at ; I am not what I am.
Nor the deuifion of a Battaile knowes Rod. What a fall Fortune do's the Thicks-lips owe
More then a Spinfter. Vnlefle the Bookifh Theoricke : If he can carry't thus ?
Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe lago. Call vp her Father :
As Mafterly as he. Meere pratle (without pra£tife) Rowfe him, make after him, poyfon his delight,
Is all his Souldierfhip. But he ( Sir) had th'ele&ionj Proclaime him in the Streets. Incenfe her kinfmen,
And I ( of whom his eies had feene the proofe And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell,
At Rhodes, at Ciprus,and on others grounds Plague him with Flies:though that his loy be loy,
Chriften'd,and Heathen)muft be be-leed, and calm'd Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on't,
By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-cafter, As it may loofe fome colour.
He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be, Rodo. Heere is her Fathers houfe, He call aloud.
And I (blefTe the marke) his Moore/hips Auntient. lago. Doe, with like timerous accent, and dire yell,

Rod. By heauen, I rather would haue bin his hangman. As when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire
lago. Why, there's no remedie. Is fpied in populus Citties.

'Tis the curfle of Seruice; Rodo. What hoa : llrabantio, Siginor Brabantio,hoa.
Preferment goes by Letter, and affection, lago. Awake .-what hoz^rabantio : Theeues, Theeues.
And not by old gradation, where each fecond Looke to your houfe, your daughter, and your Bags,
Stood Heire to'th'firft. Now Sir, be iudge your felfe, Theeues, Theeues.
Whether I in any iuft terme am Affin'd Bra. Aboue. What is the reafon of this terrible
To loue the Moore ? Summons ? What is the matter there ?

Rod. I would not follow him then. Rodo. Signior is all your Familie within ?
lago. O Sir content you. lago. Are your Doores lock'd ?

I follow him, to ferue my turne vpon him. Bra. Why ? Wherefore ask you this ?
We cannot all be Mailers, nor all Mafters lago. Sir, y'are rob'd, for ihame put on your Gowne,
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Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfe your foule To be produced, (as if I ftay, I fhall,)
Euen now, now, very now, an old blacke Ram Againft the Moore. For I do know the State,
Is tupping your white Ewe. Arife, arife, fHow euer this may gall him with fome checke)
Awake the fnorting Cittizens with the Bell, Cannot with fafetie caft-him. For he's embark'd
Or elfe the deuill will make a Grand-fire of you. With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warres,
Arife I fay. (Which euen now ftands in A£l)that for their foules

'Bra, What,haue you loft your wits.? Another of his Fadome, they haue none,
Rod. Moft reuerend Signior, do you know my voice? To lead their Bufineffe. In which regard,
Bra. Not I : what are you ? Though I do hate him as I do hell apines,
Rod. My name is Rodorigo. Yet, for neceffitie of prefent life,
'Bra. The worfler welcome : I muft mow out a Flag, and figne ofLoue,

I haue charg'd thee not to haunt about my doores: (Which is indeed but figne )that you fhal furely find him
In honeft plainenefTe thou haft heard me fay, Lead to the Sagitary the railed Search:
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madneffe And there will I be with him. So farewell. Sxit.
(Being full of Supper, and diftempring draughtes)
Vpon malitious knauerie, doft thou come Enter 1irabantio,rvitb Seruants and Torches.
To ftart my quiet.

Rod. Sir,Sir,Sir. 'Bra. It is too true an euill. Gone fhe is,
'Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, And what's to come of my defpifed time,

My fpirits and my place haue in their power Is naught but bitterneffe. Now Rodorigo,
To make this bitter to thee. Where didft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girle)

"tydo. Patience good Sir. With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father?)
'Bra. What tell'ft thou me of Robbing ? How didft thou know 'twas fhe? (Oh fhe deceaues me

This is Venice : my houfe is not a Grange. Paft thought:) what faid fhe to you ? Get moe Tapers :
Rodo. Moft graue 'Brabantio, Raife all my Kindred. Are they married thinke you ?

In fimple and pure foule, I come to you. Rodo. Truely I thinke they are.
la. Sir :you are one of thofe that will not ferue God, 'Bra. Oh Heauen : how got ]he out ?

if the deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to do you feruice, Oh treafon of the blood.
and you thinke we are Ruffians,you'le haue your Daugh- Fathers,from hence truft not your Daughters minds
ter couer'd with a Barbary horfe, you'le haue your Ne- By what you fee them acl. Is there not Charmes,
phewes neigh to you, you'le haue Courfers for Cozens : By which the propertie of Youth, and Maidhood
and Gennets for Germaines. May be abus'd ? Haue you not read Rodorigo,

'Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? Of fome fuch thing?
la. I am one Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- Rod. Yes Sir : I haue indeed.

ter and the Moore, are making the Beaft with two backs. 'Bra. Call vp my Brother : oh would you had had her.
Bra. Thou art a Villaine. Some one way,fome another. Doe you know
lago. You are a Senator,. Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ?
Bra. This thou fhalt anfwere. I know thee Rodorigo. Rod. I thinke I can difcouer him, if you pleafe
Ifyd. Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befeech you To get good Guard, and go along with me.

If t be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, Bra. Pray you lead on. At euery houfe He call,
(As partly I find it is ) that your faire Daughter, (I may command at moft)get Weapons (hoa )
At this odde Euen and dull watch o'th'night And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might:
Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard, On good Rodorigo, I will deferue your paines. Exeunt.
But with a knaue of common hire, a Gundelier,
To the grofle clafpes of a Lafciuious Moore :

If this be knowne to you, and your Allowance, Scena Secunda.We then haue done you bold,and faucie wrongs.
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me,
We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not beleeue
That from the fence of all Ciuilitie, Enter Othello, lago, Attendants, with Torches.
I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence.
Your Daughter (if you haue not giuen her leaue) la. Though in the trade of Warre I haue flaine men,
I fay againe,hath made a grofTe reuolt, Yet do I hold it very ftuffe o'th'confcience
Tying her Dutie,Beautie, Wit,and Fortunes To do no contriu'd Murder : I lacke Iniquitie
In an extrauagant,and wheeling Stranger, S ometime to do me feruice. Nine,or ten times
Of here, and euery where : ftraight fatisfie your felfe. I had thought t'haue yerk'd him here vnder the Ribbes.
If fhe be in her Chamber,or your houfe, Othello. 'Tis better as it is.
Let loofe on me the luftice of the State lago. Nay but he prated,
For thus deluding you. And fpoke fuch fcuruy, and prouoking termes

Bra. Strike on the Tinder, hoa : Againft your Honor, that with the little godlinefTe I haue
Giue me a Taper : call vp all my people, I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Sir,
This Accident is not vnlike my dreame, Are you faft married ? Be affur'd of this,
Beleefe of it oppreffes me alreadie. That the Magnifico is much belou'd,
Light, I fay, light. Exit. And hath in his effedt a voice potentiall

lag. Farewell: for I muft leaue you. As double as the Dukes : He willdiuorce you.
It feemes not meete, nor wholefome to my place Or put vpon you, what reftraint or greeuance,
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312 'The Tragedie of Othello
The Law (with all his might,to enforce it on) For He referre me to all things of fenfe,
Will giue him Cable. (If £he in Chaines of Magick we re not bound)

Otbcl. Let him do his fpight; Whether a Maid, fo tender, Faire, and Happie,
My Seruices, which I haue done the Signorie So oppofite to Marriage, that She Shun'd
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. 'Tis yet to know, The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation,
Which when I know, that boafting is an Honour, Would euer haue (t'encurre a generall mocke)
I Shall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, Run from her Guardageto the footie bofome,
From Men of Royall Seige. And my demerites Offuch a thing as thou: to feare,not to delight?
May fpeake (vnbonnetted)to as proud a Fortune Judge me the world, if'tis not groffe in fenfe,
As this that I haue reach'd. iFor know/ago, That thou haft praftis'd on her with foule Charmes,
But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, Abus'd her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals,
I would not my vnhoufed free condition That weakens Motion. He haue't dilputed on,
Put into Circumfcription,and Confine, 'Tis probable,and palpable to thinking;
For the Seas worth. But looke, what Lights come yond? I therefore apprehend and do attach thee,

For an abufer of the World, a pradtifer
Enter Caffio, with Torches. Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant;

lago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his Friends: Lay hold vpon him, if he do relift
You were beft go in. Subdue him, at his perill.

Othel, Not I : I muft be found. Othe. Hold your hands
My Parts, my Title,and my perfecl Soule Both you of my inclining,and the reft.
Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they ? Were it my Cue to fight, I Should haue knowne it

lago. By Ianus,l thinke no. Without a Prompter. Whether will you that I goe
Othel. The Seruants of the Dukes? To anfwere this your charge ?

And my Lieutenant ? 'Bra. To Prifon,till fit time
The goodnefle of the Night vpon you (Friends) Of La w,and courfe of diredl Seffion
What is the Newes ? Call thee to anfwer.

Caffio. The Duke do's greet you (Generall) Othe. What if do obey?
And he requires your hafte,Poft-hafte appearance, How may the Duke be therewith fatisfi'd,
Enen on the inftant. Whofe Meffengers are heere about my fide,

Othello. What is the matter,thinke you ? Vpon fome prefent bufineffe of the State,
Caffio, Something from Cyprus, as I may diuine : To bring me to him.

It is a bufinefie of fome heate. The Gallies Officer. 'Tis true moft worthy Signior,
Haue fent a dozen fequent Meffengers The Dukes in Counfell,and your Noble felfe,
This very night,at one anothers heeles : I am fure is fent for.
And many of the Confuls,rais'd and met, Bra. How ? The Duke in Counfell ?
Are at the Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call'd for, In this time of the night? Bring him away;
When being not at your Lodging to be found^ Mine's not an idle Caufe, The Duke himfelfe,
The Senate hath fent about three feuerall Ouefts, Or any of my Brothers of the State,
To fearch you out. Cannot but feele this wrong,as 'twere their owne :

Othel. 'Tis well I am found by you : For if fuch Actions may haue paflage free,
I will but fpend a word here in the houfe, Bond-flaues,and Pagans Shall our Statefmen be. Exeunt
And goe with you.

CaJJio. Aunciant, what makes he heere?
lago. Faith, he to night hath boarded a Land Carract,

If it proue lawfull prize, he's made for euer. Sctena 'Tertia.
Caffio. I do not vnderftand.
lago. He's married.
Caffio. To who ?
lago. Marry to Come Captaine, will you go? Snter Duty, Senators, and Officers.
Othel. Haue with you.
CaJJio. Here come sanother Troope to feeke for you, T)uty. There's no composition in this Newes,

That giues them Credite,
Enter 'Brabant io)Rodorigo)witb OfficersfOnd Torches. i. Sen. Indeed,they are difproportioned;

My Letters fay,a Hundred and feuen Gallies.
lago. It is Brabantio:Ge<nerzll be aduis'd, Duly. And mine a Hundred fortie.

He comes to bad intent. 2. Sena. And mine two Hundred :

Othello. Holla, ftand there. But though they iumpe not on a iuft accompt,
R.odo. Signior, it is the Moore. (As in thefe Cafes where the ayme reports,
'Bra. Downe with him, Theefe. 'Tis oft with difference)yet do they all confirme
lago. You, Rodorigo, come Sir, I am for you. A Turkifh Fleete,and bearing vp to Cyprus.
Othe. Keepe vp your bright Swords, for thejdew will Duty. Nay,it is poffible enough to Judgement .-

ruft them. Good Signior, you fhalhmore command with I do not fo fecure me in the Error,
yeares, then with your Weapons. But the maine Article I do approue

'Bra. Oh thou foule Theefe, In fearefull fenfe.
Where haft thou ftow'd my Daughter £ Saylor within. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa.
Damn'd as thou art, thou haft enchaunted her Enter Saylor.
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the ̂ Moore of Venice. 3*3
Officer. A Meflenger from the Gallies. And you of her; the bloodie Booke of Law,
Dukf. Now ? What's the bufuieffe ? You fhall your felfe read, in the bitter letter,
Sailor. The Turkifh Preparation makes for Rhodes, After your owne fenfe : yea, though o ur proper Son

So was I bid report here to the State, Stood in your Action.
By Signior Angela. Era. Humbly I than ke your Grace,

Du/^e. How fay you by this change? Here is the man; this Moore, whom now it feemes
I. Sen. This cannot be Your fpeciall Mandate, for the State affaires

By no affay of reafon. 'Tis a Pageant Hath hither brought.
To keepe vs in falfe gaze, when we confider *AIL We are verieforry for't.
Th'irnportancie of Cyprus to the Turke; Duly. What in yonr owne part, can you fay to this ?
And let our felues againe but vnderftand, ^ra. Nothing, but this is fo.
That as it more concernes the Turke then Rhodes, Othe. Moft Potent, Graue, and Reueren'd Signiors,
So may he with more facile queftion beare it, My very Noble, and approu'd good Matters;
For that it ftands not in fuch Warrelike brace, That I haue tane away this old mans Daughter,
But altogether lackes th'abilities It is moft true : true I haue married her;
That Rhodes is drefs'd in. If we make thought of this, The verie head, and front of my offending,
We muft not thinke the Turke is fo vnskillfull, Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I,in my fpeech,
To leaue that lateft, which concernes him firft, And little blefs'd with the foft phrafe of Peace;
Neglecting an attempt of eafe, and gaine For fince thefe Armes of mine, had feuen yeares pith,
To wake,and wage a danger profitleffe. Till now,fome nine Moones wafted,they haue vs'd

Dul^e. Nay,in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. Their deereft action, in the Tented Field :
Officer. Here is more Newes. And little of this great world can I fpeake,

More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles, and Battaile,
Enter a MeJJenger. And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe,

Meffen. The Ottamites, Reueren'd, and Gracious, In fpeaking for rny felfe. Yet, (by your gratious patience)
Steering with due courfe toward the He of Rhodes, I will a round vn-varnifh'd u Tale deliuer,
Haue there inioynted them with an after Fleete. Of my whole courfe of Loue.j

l.Sen. I,io I thought : how many,as you guefle ? What Drugges,what Charmes,
Meff. Of thirtie Saile : and now they do re-ftem What Coniuration,and what mighty Magicke,

Their backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance (For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withall)
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montana, I Won his Daughter.
Your truftie and moft Valiant Seruitour, Bra. A Maiden,neuer bold :
With his free dutie, recommends you thus, Of Spirit fo ftill, and quiet,that her Motion
And prayes you to beleeue him. Blufh'd at her felfe,and fhe,in fpight of Nature,

Dufe. 'Tis certaine then for Cyprus : Of Yeares, of Country, Credite,euery thing
Marciu Luccicos,\s not he in Towne ? To fall in Loue,with what fhe fear'd to looke on;

i. Sen. He's now in Florence. It is a iudgement main'd,and moft imperfect.
Du/je. Write from vs, That will confefle Perfection fo could erre

To him,Poft,Poft-hafte,difpatch. Againft all rules of Nature,and muft be driuen
I. Sen. Here comes 11ra{>a>itio,and the Valiant Moore. To find out practifes of cunning hell

Why this fliould be. I therefore vouch againe,
Enter Brabantio, Othello, CaJJlo, lago, Rodorigo, That with fome Mixtures, powrefull o're the blood,

and Officers. Or with fome Dram,(coniur'd to this effect)
He wtought vp on her.

Du^e. Valiant Othello,we muft ftraight employ you, To vouch this,is no proofe,
Againft the generall Enemy Ottoman. Without more wider, and more ouer Teft
I did not fee you : welcome gentle Signior, Then thefe thin habits,and poore likely-hoods
We lack't your Counfaile, and your helpe to night. Of moderne.feeming, do prefer againft him.

Bra. So did I yours : Good your Grace pardon me. Sen. But Othello, fpeake,
Neither my place,hor ought I heard of bufinefTe Did you, by indirect,and forced courfes
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the generall care Subdue,and poyfon this yong Maides affections?
Take hold on me. For my perticular griefe Or came it by requeft, and fuch faire queftion
Is of fo flood-gate, and ore-bearing Nature, As foule, to foule affordeth ?
That it engluts,snd fwallowes other forrowes, Otbel. I do befeech you,
And it is ftill it felfe. Send for the Lady to the Sagitary.

Dul<e. Why ? What's the matter ? And let her fpeake of me before her Father;
Bra. My Daughter : oh my Daughter I If you do finde me foule, in herreport,
Sen. Dead ? The Truft,the Office, I do hold of you,
Era. I, to me. Not onely take away, but let your Sentence

She is abus'd,ftolne from me,and corrupted Euen fall vpon my life.
By Spels, and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks; Du^e. Fetch Dejdemona hither.
For Nature, fo prepoftroufly to erre, Othe. Aunciant, conduct them :
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,) You beft know the place.
Sans witch-craft could not. And tell fhe come,as truely as to heauen,

Duly. Who ere he be,that in this foule proceeding I do confeffe the vices of my blood,
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her felfe, So iuftly to your Graue eares,Ile prefent

How
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3M- 'The Tragedte of Othello
How I did thriue in this faire Ladies loue, To you,preferring you before her Father :
And {he in mine. So much I challenge, that Imay profefTe

Duly. Say it Othello. Due to the Moore my Lord.
Othe. Her Father lou'd me, oft inuited me : Bra. God be with you : I haue done.

Still queftion'd me the Storie of my life, Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State Affaires;
From yeare to yeare : the Battaile,Sieges, Fortune, I had rather to adopt a Child, then get it.
That I haue paft. Come hither Moore;
I ran it through, euen from my boyifh dales, I here do giue thee that with all my heart,
Toth'very moment that he bad me tell it. Which but thou haft already,with all my heart
Wherein I fpoke of moft difaftrous chances: I would keepe from thee. For your fake (lewell)
Of mouing Accidents by Flood and Field, I am glad at foule,! haue no other Child,
Of haire-breadth fcapes i'th'imminent deadly breach; For thy efcape would teach me Tirranie
Of being taken by the Infolent Foe, To hang clogges on them. I haue done my Lord.
And fold to flauery. Of my redemption thence, Duke. Let me fpeake like your felfe :
And portance in my Trauellours hiftorie. And lay a Sentence,
Wherein of Antars vaft,and Defarts idle, Which as a grife,or ftep may helpe thefe Louers.
Rough Quarries, Rocks, Hills, whofe head touch heauen, When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended
It was my hint to fpeake. Such was rny Proceffe, By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended.
And of the Canibals that each others eate, To mourne a Mifcheefe that is paft and gon,
The slntropophague, and men whofe heads Is the next way to draw new mifchiefe on.
Grew beneath their fhoulders. Thefe things to heare. What cannot be prefern'd, when Fortune takes :
Would '"Dejdemona ferioufly incline : Patience , her Iniury a mock'ry makes.
But ftill the houfe Affaires would draw her hence : The rob'd that fmiles, fteales fomething from the Thiefe,
Which euer as fhe could with hafte difpatch, He robs himfelfe,that fpends a bootelefTe griefe.
SheTd come againe, and with a greedie eare Bra. So let the Turke of Cyprus vs beguile,
Deuoure vp my difcourfe. Which I obferuing, We loofe it not fo long as we can fmile :
Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes He beares the Sentence well, that nothing beares,
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, But the free comfort which from thence he heares.
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate,| But he beares both the Sentence,and the forrow,
Whereof by parcels fhe had fomething heard, That to pay griefe, muft of poore Patience borrow.
But not inftinftiuely : 1 did confent, Thefe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gal],
And often did beguile her of her teares, Being ftrong on both fides,are Equiuocall.
When I did fpeake of fbme diftrelTefull ftroke But words are words, I neuer yet did heare :|
That my youth fuffer'd : My Storie being done, That the bruized heart was pierc'd through the eares.
She gaue me for my paines a world of kilTes: I humbly befeech you proceed to trTAffaires of State.
She fwore in faith 'twas ftrange : 'twas pafling ftrange, Dut^e. The Turke with a moft mighty Preparation
'Twas pittifull : 'twas wondrous pittifull. makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place is
She wifh'd /he had not heard it,yet fhe wifh'd beft knowne to you. And though we haue there a Subfti-
That Heauen had made her fuch a man. She thank'd me, tute of moft allowed fufficiencie; yet opinion, a more 

'

And bad me, if I had a Friend that lou'd her, foueraigne Miftris of Effedls, throwes a more fafer
I fhould but teach him how to tell my Story, voice on you : you muft therefore be content to flubber
And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I fpake, the gloffe of your new Fortunes, with this more ftub-
She lou'd me for the dangers ] had paft, borne,and boyftrous expedition.
And I lou'd her,that fhe did pitty them. Othe. The Tirant Cuftome,moft Graue Senators,
This onely is the witch-craft I haue vs'd. Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre
Here comes the Ladie : Let her witneffe it. My thrice-driuen bed of Downe. I do agnize

A Naturall and prompt Alacartie,
Enter Defdemcna, logo, Attendants, I finde in hardnefle : and do vndertake

This prefent Warres againft the Ottamites.
Du\e. I thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, Moft humbly therefore bending to your State,

Good 'Bra&antio^alie vp this mangled matter at the beft: I craue fit difpofition for my Wife,
Men do their broken Weapons rather vfe, Due reference of Place, and Exhibition,
Then their bare hands. With fuch Accomodation and befort

^Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake ? As leuels with her breeding.
If fhe confefTe that fhe was halfe the wooer, Du\e. Why at her Fathers ?
Deftruftion on my head, if my bad blame Bra. I will not haue it fo.
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miftris, Othe. Nor I.
Do you perceiue in all this Noble Companie, Def. Nor would I there recide,
Where moft you owe obedience? To put my Father in impatient thoughts

Def. My Noble Father, By being in his eye. Moft Grcaious Duke,
I do perceiue heere a diuided dutie. To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare,
To you I am bound for life, and education : And let me finde a Charter in your voice
My life and education both do learne me, T'affift my fimpleneffe.
How to refpedl you. You are the Lord of duty, ^Du^e. What would you Dejdemona ?
I am hitherto your Daughter. But heere's my Husband; Def. That I loue the Moore, to liue with him,
And fo much dutie,as my Mother fhew'd My downe-right violence, and ftorme of Fortunes,
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the £Moore of Venice.
May trumpet to the world. My heart's fubdu'd betwixt a Benefit, and an Iniurie : I neuer found man that
Euen to the very quality of my Lord; knew how to loue himfelfe. Ere I would fay, I would
I faw Othello's vifage in his mind, drowne my felfe for the loue of a Gynney Hen, I would
And to his Honours and his valiant parts, change my Humanity with a Baboone.
Did 1 my foule and Fortunes confecrate. Rod. What fhould I do ? I confeffe it is my fhame
So that (deere Lords)if I be left behind to be fo fond, but it is not in my vertue to amend it.
A Moth of Peace, and he go to the Warre, lago. Vertue ? A figge, 'tis in our felues that we are
The Rites for why I loue him,are bereft me : thus, or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which,
And I a heauie interim fhall fupport our Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Net-
By his deere abfence. Let me go with him. tels, or fowe Lettice : Set Hifope, and weede vp Time:

Othe. Let her haue your voice. Supplie it with one gender of Hearbes,or diftra£t it with
Vouch with me Heauen, I therefore beg it not many : either to haue it fterrill with idlenefTe, or manu-
To pleafe the pallate of my Appetite: red with Induftry, why the power, and Corrigeable au-
Nor to comply with heat the yong affedls thoritie of this lies in our Wills. If the braine of our liues
In my defundi, and proper fatisfaftion. had not one Scale of Reafon, to poize another of Senfu-
But to be free, and bounteous to her minde : alitie, the blood, and bafenefTe of our Natures would
And Heauen defend your good foules, that you thinke conduct vs to moft prepoftrous Conclufions. But we
I will your ferious and great bufinefTe leant haue Reafon to coole our raging Motions, our carnall
When fhe is with me. No, when light wing'd Toyes Stings, or vnbitted Lufts : whereof I take this, that you
Of feather'd C«/>/W,feele with wanton dulnefie call Loue, to be a Sedt, or Seyen.
My fpeculatiue,and offic'd Inftrument : Rod. It cannot be,
That my Difports corrupt, and taint my bufinefie : lago. It is meerly a Luftof the blood, and a permifiion
Let Houfe-wiues make a Skillet of my Helme, of the will. Come, be a man : drowne thy felfe ? Drown
And all indigne, and bafe aduerfities, Cats, and blind Puppies. I haue profeft me thy Friend,
Make head againft my Eftimation. and I confeffe me knit to thy deferuing, with Cables of

Du{e. Be it as you fhall priuately determine, perdurable toughnefle. I could neuer better fteed thee
Either for her itay, or going : th'Affaire cries haft: then now. Put Money in thy purfe : follow thou the
And fpeed muft anfwer it. Warres, defeate thy fauour, with an vfurp'd Beard. I fay

Sea. You muft away to night. put Money in thy purfe.It cannot be long that Defdemona
Otbe. With all my heart. fhould continue her loue to the Moore. Put Money in
Dukf. At nine i'th'morning, here wee'l meete againe. thy purfe: nor he his to her. It was a violent Commence-

Othe/Io,leave fome Officer behind ment in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable Seque-
And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you : ftration, put but Money in thy purfe. Thefe Moores
And fuch things elfe of qualitie and refpedl are changeable in their wils : fill thy purfe with Money.
As doth import you. The Food that to him now is as lufhious as Locufts,

Othe. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, fhalbe to him fhortly, as bitter as Coloquintida. She
A man he is of honefty and truft : muft change for youth : when fhe is fated with his body
To his conueyance I affigne my wife, fhe will find the errors of her choice. Therefore, put Mo-
With what elfe needfull,your good Grace fhall think ney in thy purfe. If thou wilt needs damne thy felfe, do
To be fent after me. it a more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo-

Duke. Let it be fo : ney thou canft : If SandYimonie, and a fraile vow, be-
Good night to euery one. And Noble Signior, twixt an erring Barbarian, and fuper-fubtle Venetian be
IfVertue no delighted Beautie lacke, not too hard for my wits,and all the Tribe of hell, thou
Your Son-in-law is farre more Faire then Blacke. fhalt enioy her : therefore make Money : a pox of drow-

Sen. Adieu braue Moore,vfe Dejdemona well. ning thy felfe, it is cleane out of the way. Seeke thou ra-
Bra. Looke to her ( Moore)if thou haft eies to fee: ther to be hang'd in Compaffing thy ioy, then to be

She ha's deceiu'd her Father,and may thee. Exit. drown'd,and go without her.
Otbe. My life vpon her faith. Honeft lago, %odo. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if I depend on

My Dcfdemona muft I leaue to thee : the iffue ?
I prythee let thy wife attend on her, lago. Thou art fure of me: Go make Money : I haue
And bring them after in the beft aduantage. told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, I
Come Defdemona,\ haue but an houre hate the Moore. My caufe is hearted; thine hath no leffe
Of Loue, of wordly matter, and direction reafon. Let vs be coniunftiue in our reuenge, againft
To fpend with thee. We muft obey the the time. Exit. him. If thou canft Cuckold him, thou doft thy felfe a

Rod. logo. pleafure, me a fport. There are many Euents in the
logo. What faift thou Noble heart? Wombe of Time, which wilbe deliuered. Trauerfe, go,
Rod. What will I do, think'ft thou ? prouide thy Money. We will haue more of this to mor-
lago. Why go to bed and fleepe. row. Adieu.
J(pd, I will incontinently drowne rny felfe. ^Bgd. Where fhall we meete i'th'morning ?
lago. If thou do'ft,! fhall neuer loue thee after. Why lago. At my Lodging.

thou filly Gentleman ? 3{od. He be with thee betimes.
Rod. It is fillynefie to Hue, when to liue is torment : lago. Go too,farewell. Do you heare Rodorigo?

and then haue we a prescription to dye, when death is Rod. He fell all my Land. Exit.
our Phyfition. lago. Thus do I euer make my Foole,my purfe :

lago. Oh villanous : I haue look'd vpon the world For I mine owne gain'd knowledge fhould prophane
for foure times feuen yeares,and fince I could diftinguifh I fl would tim e expend with fuch Snpe,

But
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3i6 The 'Tragedie of Othello
ut for my Sport,and Profit : I hate the Moore, For I haue feru'd him, and the man commands

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my fheets Like a full Soldier. Let's to the Sea-fide (hoa)
She ha's done my Office. I know not if t be true, As well to fee the Veffell that's come in,
But I, for meere fufpition in that kinde, As to throw-out our eyes for braue Othello,
Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, Euen till we make the Maine,and th'Eriall blew,
The better fhall my purpofe worke on him : An indiftinft regard.
CaJJios a proper man : Let me fee now, Gent. Come, let's do fo ;
To get his Place, and to plume vp my will For euery Minute is expedtancie
In double Knauery. How? How? Let's fee. Of more Arriuancie.
After fome time, to abufe Othello's eares,
That he is too familiar with his wife : Enter Caffio.
He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe Cajfi. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Ifle,
To be fufpefted : fram'd to make women falfe. That fo approoue the Moore : Oh let the Heauens
The Moore is of a free, and open Nature, Giue him defence againft the Elements,
That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo, For I haue loft him on a dangerous Sea.
And will as tenderly be lead by'th'Nofe Mon. Is he well fliip'd ?
As Afles are : Caffio. His Barke is ftoutly Timber'd.and his Pylot
I haue't : it is engendred : Hell, and Night, Ofverie expert, and approu'd Allowance;
Muft bring this monftrous Birth, to the worlds light. Therefore my hope's (not furfetted to death)

Stand in bold Cure.

Within. A Saile, a Saile, a Saile.

Attus Secundus. Scena ̂Prima. CaJJio. What noife ?Gent. The Towne is empty; on the brow o'th'Sea
Stand rankes of People, and they cry, a Saile.

CaJJio. My hopes do fhape him for the Gouernor.
Enter Montana, and two (gentlemen. Gent. They do difcharge their Shot of Courtefie,

Our Friends, at leaft.
Man. What from the Cape, can you difcerne at Sea? Cajfi°- I Pray y°u Sir, go forth,
l.Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood : And giue vs truth who 'tis that is arriu'd.

I cannot'twixt the Heauen, and the Maine, gent. I fliall. Exit.
Defcry a Saile. Mon, But good Lieutenant, is your Generall wiu'd?

Mon. Me thinks, the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, CaJJio. Moft fortunately : he hath atchieu'd a Maid
A fuller blaft ne're ihooke our Battlements: That paragons defcription, and wilde Fame :
If it hath ruffiand fo vpon the Sea, One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens,
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, And in th'eflentiall Vefture of Creation,
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we heare of this? Do's tyre the Ingeniuer.

2 A Segregation of the Turkiih Fleet : Enter Gentleman.
For do but ftand vpon the Foaming Shore, How now? Who ha's put in?
The chidden Billow feemes to pelt the Clowds, Cjent. 'Tis one lago, Auncient to the Generall.
The winde-fhak'd-Surge, with high & monftrous Maine CaJJio. Ha's had moft fauourable, and happie fpeed :
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, Tempefts themfelues, high Seas, and howling windes,
And quench the Guards of th'euer-fixed Pole: The gutter'd-Rockes,and Congregated Sands,
I neuer did like molleftation view Traitors enfteep'd, to enclogge the guiltleiTe Keele,
On the enchafed Flood. As hauing fence of Beautie, do omit

Men. If that the Turkifh Fleete Their mortall Natures, letting go fafely by
Be not enfhelter'd, and embay'd, they are drown'd, The Diuine Defdemona,
It is impoffible to beare it out. Mon. What is fhe?

CaJJio. She that I fpake of:
Enter a Gentleman. Our great Captains Captaine,

3 Newes Laddes : our warres are done : Left in the conduct of the bold lago,
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang'd the Turkes, Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts,
That their defignement halts. A Noble fhip of Venice, A Senights fpeed. Great loue, Othello guard,
Hath feene a greeuous wracke and fufferance And fwell his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath,
On moft part of their Fleet. That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall Ship,

Mon. How? Is this true ? Make loues quicke pants in Defdemonaes Armes,
3 The Ship is heere put in: A VerenneJJ~a,Mkbael CaJJio Giue renew'd fire to our extindted Spirits.

Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othello,
Is come on Shore : the Moore himfelfe at Sea, Enter Defdemona, lago, Rodorigo,and<^£milia.
And is in full Commiflion heere for Cyprus. Oh behold,

Mon, I am glad on't : The Riches of the Ship is come on fhore :
'Tis a worthy Gouernour. You men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees.

3 But this fame Caffio, though he fpeake of comfort, Haile to thee Ladle : and the grace of Heauen,
Touching the Turkiih lofle, yet he lookes fadly, Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand
And praye the Moore be fafe ; for they were parted Enwheele thee round.
With fowle and violent Tempeft. DeJ. I thanke you, Valiant Caffio,

Mon. Pray Heauens he be : What tydings can you tell of my Lord ?
Caffio.
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the ̂Moore of Venice. 31?
Caf. He is not yet arriu'd, nor know I ought merit, did iuftly put on the vouch of very malice '

But that he's well, and will be fhortly heere. felfe.
Def. Oh, but I feare :

How loft you company? lago. She that was euer faire, and neuer proud,
Caffio. The great Contention of Sea, and Skies Had Tongue at "will, and yet wax neuer loud :

Parted our fellowship. But hearke, a Saile. Neuer lackt Gold, and yet went neuer gay ,
Within. A Saile, a Saile. Fled from her wijh , and yet faid now I may.
Qent. They giue this greeting to the Cittadell : She that being angred, her reuenge being me,

This likewife is a Friend. 'Bad her wrong ft ay,and her dijpleafure ftie :
Caffio. See for the Newes : She that in wijedome neuer was fo fraile,

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome Miftris : To change the Cods-head for the Salmons taile :
Let it not gaule your patience (good lago) She that could thinly,and neu'r difclofe her mind,
That I extend my Manners. 'Tis my breeding, See Suitors following, and not loofe behind:
That giues me this bold fliew of Curtefie. She was a wight, (if euer fuch wightes were)

logo. Sir, would fhe giue you fomuch of her lippes, Def. To do what ?
As of her tongue flie oft beftowes on me, lago. To fucl(le Fooles,and chronicle fmall Beere.
You would haue enough.

Def. Alas : fhe ha's no fpeech. Defde. Oh moft lame and impotent conclusion. Do
lago. Infaith too much : not learne of him ^EmiU'ia, though he be thy husband.

I finde it ftill, when I haue leaue to fleepe. How fay you (Caffio) is he not a moft prophane,and li-
Marry before your Ladyftiip, I grant, berall Counfailor ?
She puts het tongue a little in her heart, Caffio. He fpeakes home (Madam) you may rellifh
And chides with thinking. him more in the Souldier, then in the Scholler.

s/Entil. You haue little caufe to fay fo. lago. He takes her by the palme : I, well faid, whif-
lago. Come on, come on : you are Pictures out of per. With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great

doore : Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit- a Fly as Caffio. I fmile vpon her, do : I will giue thee
chens : Saints in your Iniuries : Diuels being offended : in thine owne Courtfliip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed.
Players in your Hufwiferie, and Hufwiues in your If fuch tricks as thefe ftrip you out of your Lieutenan-
Beds. trie, it had beene better you had not kifs'd your three fin-

Def. Oh, fie vpon thee, Slanderer. gers fo oft, which now againe you are moft apt to play
lago. Nay, it is true: or elfe I am a Turke, the Sir, in. Very good : well kifs'd, and excellent Curl-

You rife to play, and go to bed to worke. He : 'tis fo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your
c/£»z//. You fhall not write my praife. lippes ? Would they were Clufter-pipes for your
lago. No,let me not. fake.
T>ejde. What would'ft write of me, if thou /hould'ft The Moore I know his Trumpet.

praife me ? CaJ/io, 'Tis truely fo.
lago. Oh, gentle Lady, do not put me too^, Def. Let's meete him, and recieue him.

For I am nothing, if not Criticall. Caffio. Loe, where he comes.
Def. Come on, aflay.

There's one gone to the Harbour? Enter Othello,and Attendants.
lago. I Madam.
Def. I am not merry : but I do beguile Oth. O, my faire Warriour.

The thing I am, by feeming otherwife. T>ef. My deere Othello.
Come,how would'ft thou praife me ? Otbe. It giues me wonder great, as my content

lago. I am about it, but indeed my inuention comes To fee you heere before me.
from my pate, as Birdlyme do's from Freeze, it pluckes Oh my Soules loy :
out Braines and all. But my Mufe labours, and thus flie If after euery Tempeft, come fuch Calmes,
is deliuer'd. May the windes blow, till they haue waken'd death :
Ifjbe be faire, and wife :faireneffe, and nit, And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas
The ones for vfe, the other 'vfeth it. Olympus high : and duck againe as low,

Def. Well prais'd : As hell's from Heauen. If it were now to dye,
How if ihe be Blacke and Witty ? 'Twere now to be moft happy. For I feare,

lago. Ifjhe be blacke,and thereto haue a nit, My Soule hath her content fo abfolute,
She'le find a if bite, that Jball her ttac^nejje ft. That not another comfort like to this,

Def. Worfe, and worfe. Succeedes in vnknowne Fate.
<i/£mil. How if Faire, and Foolifli £ Def. The Heauen s forbid
lago. She neuer yet was foolifh that was faire, But that our Loues

For euen her folly belpt her to an heire. And Comforts fhould encreafe
Defde. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles Euen as our dayes do grow.

laugh i'th'Alehoufe. What miferable praife haft thou Othe. Amen to rhat ( fweet Powers)
for her that's Foule, and Foolifli. I cannot fpeake enough of this content,

lago. There's none fo foule and foolifh thereunto, It ftoppes me heere : it is too much of ioy.
But do's foule pranks, which faire, and wife-ones do. And this, and this the greateft difcords be

Defde. Oh heauy ignorance : thou praifeft the worft That ere our hearts ftiall make.
beft. But what praife could'ft thou beftow on a defer- lago. Oh you are well tun'd now : But He fet downe
uing woman indeed ? One, that in the authorithy of her the peggs that make this Muficke, as honeft as I am.t t Othe.
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Othe. Come : let vs to the Caftle. cafion to anger Caffio, either by fpeaking too loud, or

Newes (Friends) our Warres are done : tainting his difcipline, or from what other courfe
The Turkes are drown'd. you pleafe, which the time fhall more fauorably mi-
How do's my old Acquaintance of this Ifle ? nifter.
(Hony)you frull be well defir'd in Cyprus, Rod. Well.
I haue found great loue among'ft them. Oh my Sweet, lago. Sir, he's rafh, and very fodaine in Choller : and
I prattle out of fafhion,and I doate happely may ftrike at you, prouoke him that he may : for
In mine owne comforts. I prythee, good lago, euen out of that will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to Mutiny.
Go to the Bay, and difimbarke m y Coffers: Whole qualification fhall come into no true tafte a-
Bring thou the Matter to the Cittadell , gaine, but by the difplanting of Caffio. So fhall you
He is a good one, and his worthyneiTe haue a fhorter iourney to your defires, by the meanes I
Do's challenge much refpedt. Come Dejdemona, mail then haue to preferre them. And the impediment
Once more well met at Cyprus. moft profitably remoued, without the which there were

Exit Othello and Defdemona. no expectation of our profperitie.
lago. Do thou meet me prefently at the Harbour. Rjdo. I will do this, if you can bring it to any oppor-

Come thither, if thou be'ft Valiant,(as they fay bafe men tunity.
being in Loue, haue then a Nobilitie in their Natures, lago. I warrant thee. Meete me by and by at the
more then is natiue to them) lift-me; the Lieutenant to Cittadell. I muft fetch his Neceffaries a Shore. Fare-
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firft, I muft tell well.
thee this : Defdemona, is diredlly in loue with him. Rodo. Adieu. Exit.

Rod. With him ? Why, 'tis not poffible. lago. That Caffw loues her, I do well beleeu't :
lago. Lay thy finger thus : and let thy foule be in- That me loues him, 'tis apt, and of great Credite.

ftrufted. Marke me with what violence fhe firft lou'd The Moore (howbeit that I endure him not)
the Moore, but for bragging, and telling her fantafticall Is of a conftant, louing, Noble Nature,
lies. To loue him ftill for prating, let not thy difcreet And I dare thinke, he'le proue to Dejdemona
heart thinke it. Her eye muft be fed. And what delight A moft deere husband. Now I do loue her too,
fhall fhe haue to looke on the diuell ? When the Blood Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peraduenture
is made dull with the Aft of Sport, there mould be a I ftand accomptant for as great a fin)
game to enflame it, and to giue Sdtiety a frefh appetite. But partely led to dyet my Reuenge,
Louelinefle in fauour, fimpathy in yeares, Manners, For that I do fufpecT: the luftie Moore
and Beauties : all which the Moore is defectiue in. Now Hath leap'd into my Seate. The thought whereof,
for want of thefe requir'd Conueniences, her delicate Doth (like a poyfonous Minerall) gnaw my Inwardes :
tenderneffe wil finde it felfe abus'd, begin to heaue the, And nothing can, or fhall content my Soule
gorge, difrellifh and abhorre the Moore, very Nature wil Till I am eeuen'd with him, wife, for wift.
inftrudl her in it, and compell her to fome fecond choice. Or fayling fo, yet that I put the Moore,
Now Sir, this granted (as it is a moft pregnant and vn- At leaft into a lelouzie fo ftrong
forc'd pofition) who ftands fo eminent in the degree of That iudgement cannot cure. Which thing to do,
this Forune, as Caffw do's : a knaue very voluble : no If this poore Trafli of Venice, whom I trace
further confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting on,
of Ciuill, and Humaine feeming, for the better compafle He haue our Michael Cajfi° on tne h'P>
of his fait, and moft hidden loofe Affeftion ? Why none, Abufe him to the Moore, in the right garbe
why none : A flipper, and fubtle knaue, a finder of occa- (For I feare Caffio with my Night-Cape too)
fion : that he's an eye can ftampe, and counterfeit Ad- Make the Moore thanke me, loue me, and reward me,
uantages, though true Aduantage neuer prefent it felfe. For making him egregioufly an Afle,
A diuelifh knaue :befides, the knaue is handfome, young : And praftifing vpon his peace, and quiet,
and hath all thofe requisites in him, that folly and greene Euen to madneffe. 'Tis heere : but yet confus'd,
mindes looke after. A peftilent compleat knaue, and the Knaueries plaine face, is neuer feene, till vs'd. Exit.
woman hath found him already.

Rodo. I cannot beleeue that in her, fhe's full of moft
blefs'd condition.

lago. Blefs'd figges-end . The Wine fhe drinkes is Scena Secunda.
made of grapes. If ifhee had beene blefs'd, fhee would
neuer haue lou'd the Moore: Blefs'd pudding. Didft thou
not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? Didft not
marke that ?

Rod. Yes, that I did : but that was but curtefie. Enter Othello''s, Herald with a Proclamation.
lago. Leacherie by this hand : an Index, and obfcure

prologue to the Hiftory of Luft. and foule Thoughts. Herald. It is Othello's pleafure, our Noble and Vali-
They met fo neere with their lippes, that their breathes ant General!. That vpon certaine tydings now arriu'd,
embrac'd together. Villanous thoughts Rodorigo, when importing the meere perdition of the Turkifh Fleete :
thefe mutabilities fo mar/hall the way, hard at hand euery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Some to daunce,
comes the Mafter, and maine exercife, th'incorporate fome to make Bonfires, each man, to what Sport and
conclufion : Pifh. But Sir, be you rul'd by me. I haue Reuels his addition leads him. For belides thele bene-
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night : for ficiall Newes, it is the Celebration of his Nuptiall. So
the Command, He lay't vpon you. Cajfio knowes you much was his pleafure mould be proclaimed. All offi-
not I He not be farre from you. Do you finde fome oc- ces are open, £ there is full libertie of Feafting from this

pre-

808



the £Moore of Venice.
prefenr houre of fiue, till the Bell haue told eleuen. Now 'mongft this Flocke of drunkards
Bleffe the Ifle of Cyprus, and our Noble Generall Otbfl- Am I put to our CaJJio in fome Action
lo- Exit. That may offend the Ifle. But here they come.

Enter Othello, Defdemona, CaJJio, and Attendants. Enter CaJJio, Montana, and Gentlemen.
Othe. Good Michael, looke you to the guard to night. If Confequence do but approue my dreame,

Let's teach our felues that Honourable flop, My Boate failes freely,both with winde and Streame.
Not to out-fport difcretion. Caf. 'Fore heauen,they haue giuen me a rowfe already.

Caf. logo, hath direction what to do. Mon. Good-faith a litle one : not paft a pint,as I am a
But notwithstanding with my perfonall eye Souldier.
Will I looke to't. lago. Some Wine hoa.

Othe. Iago,\s mofl honeft : And let me the Cannakjn clinfaclinfye :
cflfichael,goodnight. To morrow with your earlieft, And let me the Canna\in clin\e.
Let me haue fpeech with you. Come my deere Loue, A Souldiers a man : Oh,mans life's but off an,
The purchafe made, the fruites are to enfue, Why then let a Souldier drinke.
That profit's yet to come 'tweene me,and you. Some Wine Boyes.
Goodnight. Exit. Caf. 'Fore Heauen : an excellent Song.

Enter I ago. lago. I learn'd it in England : where indeedthey are
Caf. Welcome logo : we muft to the Watch. moft potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germaine,
lago. Not this houre Lieutenant : 'tis not yet ten and your fwag-belly'd Hollander, (drinke hoa ) are

o'th'clocke. Our Generall caft vs thus earely for the nothing to your Englifh.
loue of his Defdemona : Who, let vs not therefore blame; CaJJio. Is your Englifhmen fo exquifite in his drin-
he hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and king ?
fhe is fport for loue. lago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitie, your Dane

Caf. She's a moft exquifite Lady. dead drunke. He fweates not to ouerthrow your Al-
lago. And He warrant her, full of Game. maine. He giues your Hollander a vomit, ere the next
Caf. Indeed fh e s a moft frefh anddelicate creature. Pottle can be fill'd.
lago. What an eye fhe ha's ? Caf. To the health of our Generall.

Methinkes it founds a parley to prouocation. Man. I am for it Lieutenant : and He do you luftice.
Caf. An inuiting eye : lago. Oh fweet England.

And yet me thinkes right modeft. King Stephen teai and- a worthy Peere,
lago. And when fhe fpeakes, Hii Breeches coft him but a Crovene,

Is it not an Alarum to Loue ? He held them Six fence all to deere,
Caf. She is indeed perfection. With that he cal'd the Tailor Lowne :
lago. Well : happinefTe to their Sheetes. Come Lieu- He was a wight of high Renotvne,

tenant,! haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a nAnd thou art hut of low degree :
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would faine haue a mea- 'Tis Pride that fulls the Country dorene,
fure to the health of blacke Othello. And tal?e thy atfTd Cloal^e about thee.

Caf. Not to night, good lago, I haue very poore, Some Wine hoa.
and vnhappie Braines for drinking. I could well wifh Caffio. Why this is a more exquifite Song then the o-
Curtefie would inuent fome other Cuftome of enter- ther.

tainment. lago. Will you heare't againe ?
lago. Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, lie Caf. No : for I hold him to be vnworthy of his Place,

drinke for you. that do's thofe things. Well : heau'ns aboue all : and
CaJJio. I haue drunke but one Cup to night, and that there be foules muft be faued, and there be foules muft

was craftily qualified too : and behold what inouation not be faued.
it makes heere. I am infortunate in the infirmity, and lago. It's true,good Lieutenant.
dare not taske my weakeneffe with any more. Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the General!,

lago. What man ? "Tis a. night of Reuels, the Gal- nor any man of qualitie : I hope to be faued.
lants defire it. lago. And fo do I too Lieutenant.

Caf. Where are th*y ? Cajfio. I : (but by your leaue ) not before me. The
lago. Heere,at the doore : I pray you call them in. Lieutenant is to be faued before the Ancient. Let's haue
Caf. He do't,but it diflikes me. Exit. no more of this: let's to our Affaires. Forgiue vs our
lago. If I can faften but one Cup vpon him finnes : Gentlemen let's looke to our bufinefle. Do not

With that which he hath drunke to night alreadie, thinke Gentlemen,! am drunke : this is my Ancient, this
He'l be as full of Qu_arrell,and offence is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunke
As my yong Miftris dogge. now : I can ftand well enough,and I fpeake well enough.
Now my ficke Foole Rodorigo, Gent. Excellent well.
Whom Loue hath turn'd almoft the wrong fide out, Caf. Why very well then : you muft not thinke then,
To Defdemona hath to night Carrows'd. that I am drunke. £xit.
Potations, pottle-deepe; and he's to watch. Monta. To th'Platforme (Matters) come, let's fet the
Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble fwelling Spirites, Watch.
(That hold their Honours in a wary diftance, lago. You fee this Fellow, that is gone before,
The very Elements of this Warrelike Ifle) i He 's a Souldier, fit to ftand by Ctffar,
Haue I to night flutter'd with flowing Cups, And giue direction. And do but fee his vice,
And they Watch too. 'Tis to his vertue,a iuft Equinox,
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The one as long as th'other. 'Tis pittie of him : Swords out,and tilting one at others breaftes,
I feare the truft Othello puts him in, In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake
On fome odde time of his infirmitie Any begining to this peeuifh oddes.
Will fhake this liland. And would,in Action glorious, I had loft

Mont. But is he often thus? Thofe legges, that brought me to a part of it.
lago. 'Tis euermore his prologue to his fleepe, Otbe. How comes \t^Mifhaell]yo\i are thus forgot?

He'le watch the Horologe a double Set, Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake.
If Drinke rocke not his Cradle. Othe. Worthy Montana, you were wont to be ciuill ;

Mont. It were well The grauitie,and ftillneffe of your youth
The Generall were put in mind of it : The world hath noted. And your name is great
Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What's the matter
Prizes the vertue that appeares in CaJJio, That you vnlace your reputation thus,
And lookes not on his euills : is not this true <? And fpend your rich opinion,for the name

Enter Rodorigo. Of a night-brawler ? Giue me anfwer to it.
lago. How now Rodorigo ? Man. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger,

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. Your Officer /ago,can informe you,
Man. And 'tis great pitty,that the Noble Moore While I fpare fpeech which fomething now offends me.

Should hazard fuch a Place, as his owne Second Of all that Ido know,nor know I ought
With one of an ingraft Infirmitie, By me, that's faid,ordone amifie this night,
It were an honeft AcT:ion,to fay fo VnlefTe felfe-charitie be fometimes a vice,
To the Moore. And to defend our felues, it be a finne

lago. Not I, for this faire Ifland, When violence afTailes vs.
I do loue CaJJio well : and would do much Othe. Now by Heauen,
To cure him of this euill, But hearke, what noife ? My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule,

Enter CaJJio pursuing Rodorigo, And paffion(hauing my beft Judgement collied)
Caf. You Rogue : you Rafcall. Affaies to leade the way. If I once ftir,
Mon. What's the matter Lieutenant ? Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you
Caf. A Knaue teach me my dutie ? He beate the Shall finke in my rebuke. Giue me to know

Knaueinto a Twiggen-Bottle. How this foule Rout began: Who fet it on,
Rod. Beate me ? And he that is approu'd in this offence,
Caf. Doft thou prate, Rogue ? Though he had twinn'd with me,both at a birth,
Man. Nay, good Lieutenant: Shall loofe me. What in a Towne of warre,

I pray you Sir,hold your hand. Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim-full of feare,
CaJJio .Let me go(Sir) To Manage priuate, and domefticke Quarrell ?

Or lie knocke you o're the Mazard. In night, and on theCourt and Guard offafetie?
t^fyTon. Come,come : you're drunke. 'Tis monftrous : lago, who began't?
CaJJio. Drunke? Man. If partially Affin'd, or league in office,
lago. Away I fay : go out and cry a Mutinie. Thou doft deliuer more, or leffe then Truth,

Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen : Thou art no Souldier.
Helpe hoa. Lieutenant. Sir Montana: lago. Touch me not fo neere,
Helpe Matters. Heere's a goodly Watch indeed. I had rather haue this tongue cut from my mouth,
Who's that which rings the Bell: Diablo, hoa : Then it mould do offence to Michaell CaJJio.
The Towne will rife. Fie,fie Lieutenant, Yet I perfwade my felfe,to fpeake the truth
You'le be afham'd for euer. Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generall:

Montana and my felfe being in fpeech,
Enter Othello,and Attendants. There comes a Fellow, crying out for helpe,

Othe. What is the matter heere? And CaJJio following him with determin'd Sword
Man. I bleed frill, I am hurt to th'death. He dies. To execute vpon him. Sir, this Gentleman,
Othe. Hold for your liues. Steppes in to CaJJio.and entreats his paufe:
lag. Hold hoa : Lieutenant, Sir Montana, Gentlemen: My felfe, the crying Fellow did purfue,

Haue you forgot all place of fenfe and dutie? Leaft by hisc lamour (as it fo fell out)
Hold. The General! fpeaks to you : hold for mame. The Towne might fall in fright. He,(fwift of foote)

Oth. Why how now hoa ? From whence arifeth this? Out-ran my purpofe : and I return'd then rather
Are we turn'd Turkes ? and to our felues do that For that I heard the clinke,and fall of Swords,
Which Heauen hath forbid the Ottamittes. And CaJJio high in oath : Which till to night
For Chriftian fliame,put by this barbarous Brawle: I nere might fay before. When I came backe
He that ftirs next, to carue for his owne rage, (For this was briefe) I found them clofe together
Holds his foule light: He dies vpon his Motion. At blow,and thruft,euen as againe they were
Silence that dreadfull Bell,it frights the Ifle, When you your felfe did part them.
From her propriety. What is the matter, Mafters ? More of this matter cannot I report,
Honeft /fl£0,that lookes dead with greeuing, But Men are Men : The beft fometimes forget,
Speake : who began this? On thy loue I charge thee? Though CaJJio did fome little wrong to him,

lago. I do not know: Friends all,but(now,euen now. As men in rage ftrike thofe that wifh them beft,
In Quarter,and in termes like Bride, and Groome Yet furely CaJJio, I beleeue receiu'd
Deuefting them for Bed : and then, but now : From him that r3ed,fomt ftrange Indignitie,
(As if fome Planet had vnwitted men) Which patience could not paffe.

°tbe-
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Othe. I know lago lago. Come, come : good wine, is a good famillar

Thy honeftie,and loue doth mince this matter, Creature, if it be well vs'd : exclaime no more againft '£.
Making it light to Cajfio : CaJ/io, I loue thee, And good Lieutenant, I thinke, you thinke I loue
But neuermore be Officer of mine. you.

Cajfio. I haue well approued it, Sir.I drunke?
Enter Defdemona attended. lago. You, or any man liuing, may be drunke at a

time man. 1 tell you what you fhall do : Our General's
Looke if my gentle Loue be not rais'd vp : Wife, is now the Generall. I may fay fo, in this refpecl,
He make thee an example. for that he hath deuoted, and giuen vp himfelfe to the

DeJ. What is the matter (Deere ?) Contemplation, marke : and deuotement of her parts
Othe. All's well,Sweeting : and Graces. Confeffe your felfe freely to her : Impor-

Come away to bed. Sir for your hurts, tune her helpe to put you in your place againe. She is
My felfe will be your Surgeon. Lead him oft": of fo free, fo kinde, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpofition,
lago,looke with care about the Towne, fhe holds it a vice in her goodneffe, not to do more
And filence thofe whom this vil'd brawle diftrafted. then fhe is requefted. This broken ioynt betweene
Co me Defdetnona, 'tis the Soldiers life, you, and her husband, entreat her to fplinter. And my
To.haue their Balmy flumbers wak'd| with ftrife. Exit. Fortunes againft any lay worth naming, this cracke of

logo. What are you hurt Lieutenant? your Loue, fhall grow ftonger, then it was before.
Caf. I,paft all Surgery. Cajfio. You aduife me well.
lago. Marry Heauen forbid. lago. I proteft in the finceritie of Loue, and honeft
Caf. Reputation,Reputation,Reputation: Oh I haue kindneffe.

loft my Reputation. I haue loft the immortall part of Caffio. I thinke it freely : and betimes in the mor-
myfelfe, and what remaines is beftiall. My Reputation, ning,! will befeech the vertuous Dejdemona to vndertake
lago,my Reputation. for me : I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me.

lago. As I am an honeft man 1 had thought you had lago. You are in the right ; good night Lieutenant, I
receiued fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that muft to the Watch.
then in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe Cajfio. Good night,honeft lago.
impofition; oft got without merit, aud loft without de- Exit Cajfio.
feruing. You haue loft no Reputation at all,vnleffe you lago. And what's he then,
repute your felfe fuch a loofer. What man, there are That faies I play the Villaine?
more wayes to recouer the Generall againe. You are When this aduife is free I giue,and honeft,
but now caft in his moode,(a punifhment more in poli- Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe
cie,then in malice ) euen fo as one would beate his of- To win the Moore againe.
fencelefTe dogge,ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to For 'tis moft eafie
him againe,and he's yours. Th'inclyning Dejdemona to fubdue

Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis'd, then to deceiue In any honeft Suite. She's fram'd as fruitefull
fo good a Commander, with fo flight,fo drunken,and fo As the free Elements. And then for her
indifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat? And To win the Moore, were to renownce his Baptifme,
fquabble ? Swagger ? Sweare ? And difcourfe Fuftian All Seales,and Simbols of redeemed fin :
with |ones owne fhadow ? Oh thou invifible fpirit of His Soule is fo enfetter'd to her Loue,
Wine, if thou haft no name to be knowne by, let vs call That fhe may make, vnmake.do what /he lift,
thee Diuell. Euen as her Appetite fhall play the God,

logo. What was he that you follow'd with your With his weake Function. How am I then a Villaine,
Sword ? What had he done to you / To Counfell Caffio to this paralell courfe,

Caf. I know not. Directly to his good ? Diuinitie of hell,
lago. Is't pomble ? When diuels will the blackeft finnes put on,
Caf. I remember a mafle of things, but nothing di- They do fuggeft at firft with heauenly fhewes,

ftinftly : a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that As I do now. For whiles this honeft Foole
men fhould put an Enemie in their mouthes, to fteale a- Plies Defdftnotia, to repaire his Fortune,
way their Braines ? that we fhould with ioy, pleafance, And fhe for him.pleades ftrongly to the Moore,
reuell and applaufe, transforme our felues into Beafts. He powre this peftilence into his eare :

lago. Why ? But you are now well enough : how That fhe repeales him,for her bodies Luft*
came you thus recouered ? And by how much fhe ftriues to do him good,

Caf. It hath pleas'd the diuell drunkennefTe, to giue She fhall vndo her Credite with the Moore.
place to the diuell wrath, one vnperfeftneffe, fhewes me So will I turne her vertue into pitch,
another to make me frankly defpife my felfe. And out of her owne goodneffe make the Net,

lago. Come, you are too feuere a Moraller. As the That fhall en-mafh them all.
Time,the Place,& the Condition of this Country ftands How now Rodorigo ?
I could hartily wifh this had not befalne :but fince it is, as
it is, mend it for your owne good.

Caf. I will aske him for my Place againe, he /hall tell Enter
me, I am a drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra,
fuch an anfwer would flop them all. To be now a fen- Rodorigo. I do follow heere in the Chace, not
fible man, by and by a Foole,and prefently a Beaft. Oh like a Hound that hunts, but one that filles vp the
ftrange! Euery inordinate cup is vnblefs'd, and the Ingre- Crie. My Money is almoft fpent; I haue bin to night
dient is a diuell. exceedingly well Cudgell'd : And I thinke the iflue

t t 3 will
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will bee, I mall haue fo much experience for my paines; Procure me fome acceffe.
And fo, with no money at all, and a little more Wit, re- lago. He fend her to you prefently:
turne againe to Venice. And lie deuife a meane to draw the Moore

lago. How poore are they that haue not Patience ? Out of the way, that your conuerfe and bufmeffe
What wound did euer heale but by degrees? May be more free. Exit
Thou know'ft we worke by Wit,and not by Witchcraft Caffio. I humbly thanke you for't. I neuer knew
And Wit depends on dilatory time : A Florentine more kinde,and honeft.j
Dos't not go well ? Caffio hath beaten thee, Enter cdSmilia.
And thou by that fmall hurt hath ca/heer'd CaJJio: cx£WA Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant) I am forrie
Though other things grow faire againft the Sun, For your difpleafure : but all will fure be well.
Yet Fruites that blofTbme firft, will firft be ripe : The Generall and his wife are talking of it,
Content thy felfe, a-while. Introth 'tis Morning ; And fhe fpeakes for you ftoutly. The Moore replies,
Pleafure, and Aclion, make the houres feeme ihort. That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus,
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited : And great Affinitie : and that in wholfome Wifedome
Away, I fay, thou /halt know more heereafter : He might not but refufe you.But he protefts he loues you
Nay get thee gone. Sxit Rodorigo. And needs no other Suitor, but his likings
Two things are to be done : To bring you in againe.
My Wife muft moue for CaJJlo to her Miftris : Caffio. Yet I befeech you,
He fet her on my felfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart, If you thinke fit, or that it may be done,
And bring him iumpe, when hejmay Caffio finde Giue me aduantage of fome breefe Dilcourfe
Soliciting his wife : I,that's the way: With ^efdemon alone.
Dull not Deuice, by coldneffe, and delay. Exit. cdZmil. Pray you come in :

I will beftow you where you lhall haue time
To fpeake your bofome freely.

Tertius. Scena^Prima. Caffio. I am much bound to you.

Scaena Secunda.
Enter CaJJio,Mujitians,and Clowne.

CaJJio. Mafters,play heere, I wil content your paines, Enter Othello, lago,and Gentlemen.
Something that's briefe: and bid,goodmorrow General. Otbe, Thefe Letters giue (lago) to the Pylot,

Clo. Why Matters, haue your Inftruments bin in Na- And by him do my duties to the Senate :
ples, that they fpeake i'th'Nofe thus ? That done, I will be walking on the Workes,

Muf. How Sir ? how ? Repaire there to mee.
Clo. Are thefe I pray you, winde Inftruments? lago. Well,my good Lord, lie doo't.
Muf. I marry are they fir. Oth. This Fortification (Gentlemen)fhall we fee't ?
Go. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. Gent. Well waite vpon your Lordfhip. Exeunt
Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ?
Clotr. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I

know. But Mafters, heere's money for you : and the Ge- Scoena Tertia.
nerall fo likes your Munck, that he defires you for loues
fake to make no more noife with it.

Muf. Well Sir, we will not. Enter Defdemona, Caffio,and <
Clo. If you haue any Muficke that may not be heard, <Def. Be thou affur'd (good Caffio) I will do

too't againe. But (as they fay)to heare Muficke,the Ge- All my abilities in thy behalfe.
nerall do's not greatly care. c&mil. Good Madam do :

Muf. We haue none fuch, fir. I warrant it greeues my Husband,
Clove. Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for He As if the caufe were his.

away. Go,vanifh into ayre,away. Exit Mu. 'Def. Oh that's an honeft Fellow,Do not doubt CaJJio
CaJJio Doft thou heare me, mine honeft,Friend ? But I will haue my Lord, and you againe
Clo. No, I heare not your honeft Friend : As friendly as you were.

I heare you. CaJJio. Bounteous Madam,
C"JJio. Prythee keepe vp thy Quillets, ther's a poore What euer fhall become of cflficbael CaJJio,

peece of Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends He's neuer any thing but your true Seruant.
the Generalise ftirring, tell her, there's one Capo en- Def. I know't : I thanke you: you do loue my Lord :
treats her a little fauour of Speech. Wilt thou do this? You haue knowne him long,and be you well affur'd

Clo. She is ftirring fir : if fhe will ftirre hither, I (hall He fhall in ftrangeneffe ftand no farther off,
feeme to notifie vnto her. Exit Clo. Then in a politique diftance.

CaJJio. I, but Lady,
Enter logo. That policie may either laft fo long,

In happy time, lago. Or feede vpon fuch nice and waterifh diet,
lago. You haue not bin a-bed then ? Or breede it felfe fo out of Circumftances,
Cajfio. Why no : the day had broke before we parted. That I being abfent, and my place fupply'd,

I haue made bold (lago) to fend in to your wife : My Generall will forget my Loue, and Service.
My fuite to her is, that fhe will to vertuous Defdemona Def. Do not doubt that : before c&milia here,
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I giue thee warrant of thy place. Allure thee, 'Tis as I ihould entreate you weare your Gloues,
If I do vow a friendship, lie performe it Or feede on nourifliing dimes, or keepe you warme,
To the laft Article. My Lord fliall neuer reft, Or fue to you, to do a peculiar profit
He watch him tame, and talke him out of patience ; To your owne perfon. Nay, when I haue a fuite
His Bed iliall feeme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrift, Wherein I meane to touch your Loue indeed,
lie intermingle euery thing he do's It /hall be full of poize, and difficult waight,
With CaJJio's fuite : Therefore be merry CaJJio, And fearefull to be granted.
For thy Solicitor mail rather dye, Oth. I will deny thee nothing.
Then giue thy caufe away. Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this,

To leaue me but a little to my felfe.
Enter Othello,and lago. Def. Shall I deny you ? No : farewell my Lord.

c/£mil. Madam, heere comes my Lord. Oth. Farewell my ̂ efdemona, He come to thee ftrait.
Caffio. Madam, He take my leaue. Ttef. c^Emilia come ; be as your Fancies teach you :
Def. Why ftay, and heare me fpeake. What ere you be, I am obedient. Exit.
CajJio. Madam, not now : I am very ill at eafe, Oth. Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule

Vnfit for mine owne purpofes. But I do loue thee : and when I loue thee not,
'Def. Well, do your difcretion. Exit CaJJio. Chaos is come againe.
logo. Hah? I like not that. lago. My Noble Lord.
Otbel. What doft thou fay ? Oth. What doft thou fay,lago ?
lago. Nothing my Lord ; or if 1 know not what. lago. Did Michael CajJio
Otbel. Was not that CajJio parted from my wife ? When he woo'd my Lady, know of your loue ?
lago. CajJio my Lord ? No fure, I cannot thinke it Oth. He did, from firft to laft :

That he would fteale away fo guilty-like, Why doft thou aske ?
Seeing your comming. lago. But for a fatisfaftion of my Thought,

Oth. I do beleeue 'twas he. No further harme.

Dff. How now my Lord ? Oth. Why of thy thought,lago?
I haue bin talking with a Suitor heere, lago. I did not thinke he had bin acquainted with hir.
A man that languishes in your difpleafure. Oth. O yes,and went betweene vs very oft.

Oth. Who is't you meane ? lago. Indeed ?
Def. Why your Lieutenant Q,affio : Good my Lord, Oth. Indeed? I indeed. Difcern'ft thou ought in that?

If I haue any grace, or power to moue you, Is he not honeft?
His prefent reconciliation take. lago. Honeft, my Lord ?
For if he be not one, that truly loues you, Oth. Honeft? I, Honeft.
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, lago. My Lord, for ought I know.
I haue no Judgement in an honeft face. Oth. What do'ft thou thinke ?
I prythee call him backe. lago. Thinke, my Lord ?

Oth. Went he hence now? Oth. Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou ecchos't me ;
Def. I footh ; fo humbled, As if there were fome Monfter in thy thought

That he hath left part of his greefe with mee Too hideous to be fhewne. Thou doft mean fomthing :
To fuffer with him. Good Loue, call him backe. I heard thee fay euen now, thou lik'ft not that,

Otbel. Not now (fweet Defdemon] fome other time. When Ca/sio left my wife. What didd'ft not like ?
Def. But fhall't be fhortly ? And when I told thee, he was of my Counfaile,
Oth. The fooner (Sweet) for you. Of my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cried'ft, Indeede ?
Def. ShalFt be to night, at Supper ? And didd'ft contradt, and purfe thy brow together,
Oth. No, not to night. As if thou then hadd'ft fliut vp in thy Braine
Def. To morrow Dinner then ? Some horrible Conceite. If thou do'ft loue me,
Oth. I fliall not dine at home : Shew me thy thought.

I meete the Captaines at the Cittadell. lago. My Lord, you know I loue you.
Def. Why then to morrow night, on Tuefday morne, Oth. I thinke thou do'ft :

On Tuefday noone, or night; on Wenfday Morne. And for I know thou'rt full of Loue, and Honeftie,
I prythee name the time, but let it not And weigh'ft thy words before thou giu'ft them breath,
Exceed three dayes. Infaith hee's penitent: Therefore thefe ftops of thine, fright me the more :
And yet his Trefpaffe, in our common reafon For fuch things in a falfe difloyall Knaue
(Saue that they lay the warres muft make example) Are trickes of Cuftome : but in a man that's iuft,
Out of her beft, is not almoft a fault They're clofe dilations, working from the heart,
T'encurre a priuate checke. When ihall he come ? That Paffion cannot rule.
Tell me Othello. I wonder in my Soule lago. For Michael Cafsio,
What you would aske me, that I /hould deny, I dare be fworne, I thinke that he is honeft.
Or ftand fo mam'ring on ? What ? Michael CaJJio, Oth. I thinke fo too.
That came a vvoing wirh you? and fo many a time lago. Men fhould be what they feeme,
(When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly) Or thofe that be not, would they might feeme none.
Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to do Oth. Certaine, men fhould be what they feeme.
To bring him in ? Truft me, I could do much. lago. Why then I thinke Cajsio's an honeft man.

Oth. Prythee no more : Let him come when he will : Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this ?
I will deny thee nothing. I prythee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings,

Def. Why, this is not a Boone : As thou doft ruminate, and giue thy worft of thoughtsThe
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The worft of words. la. I am glad of this : For now I fliall haue reafon

lago. Good my Lord pardon me, To fliew the Loue and Duty that I beare you
Though I am bound to euery Adle of dutie, With franker fpirit. Therefore (as I am bound)
I am not bound to that : All Siaues are free: Receiue it from me. I fpeake not yet of proofe :
Vtter my Thoughts? Why fay, they are vild,and fake? Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsio,
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things Weare your eyes, thus : not lealious, nor Secure :
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha's that breaft fo pure, I would not haue your free, and Noble Nature,
Wherein vncleanly Apprehenfions Out of felfe-Bounty, be abus'd : Looke too't :
Keepe Leetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seffions fit I know our Country difpofition well:
With meditations lawfull ? In Venice, they do let Heauen fee the prankes

Oth. Thou do'ft confpire againft thy Friend (lago} They dare not mew their Husbands.
If thou but think'ft him wrong'd, and mak'ft his eare Their beft Confcience,
A ftranger to thy Thoughts. Is not to leaue't vndone, but kept vnknowne.

lago. I do befeech you, Oth. Doft thou fay fo ?
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueffe lago. She did deceiue her Father, marrying you,
(As I confeffe it is my Natures plague And when ihe feem'd to make, and feare your lookes,
To fpy into Abufes, and of my iealoufie She lou'd them moft.
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedome Oth. And fo me did.
From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, lago. Why go too then:
Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble Shee that fo young could giue out fuch a Seeming
Out of his fcattering, and vnfure obferuance : To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake,
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, He thought 'twas Witchcraft.
Nor for my Manhood, Honefty, and WHedome, But I am much too blame :
To let you know my thoughts. I humbly do befeech you of your pardon

Oth. What doft thou meane ? For too much louing you.
lago. Good name in Man, & woman(deere my Lord) Oth. I am bound to thee for euer.

Is the immediate lewell of their Soules; lago. I fee this hath a little dafli'd your Spirits :
Who fteales my purfe, fteales tram : Oth. Not a iot, not a iot.
'Tis fomething, nothing; lago. Truft me, I feare it has :
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands: I hope you will confider what is fpoke
But he that filches from me my good Name, Comes from your Loue.
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, But I do fee y'are moou'd :
And makes me poore indeed. I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech

Oth. He know thy Thoughts. To groffer iffues , nor to larger reach,
lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, Then to Sufpition.

Nor mall not, whil'ft 'tis in my cuftodie. Oth. I will not.
Oth. Ha.? lago. Should you do fo(my Lord)
lago. Oh, beware my Lord, of iealoufie, My fpeech fliould fall into fuch vildefucceffe,

It is the greene-ey'd Monfter, which doth mocke Which my Thoughts aym'd not.
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in blifie, CaJJio's my worthy Friend :
Who certaine of his Fate, loues not his wronger : My Lord, I fee y'are mou'd.
But oh, what damned minutes tels he ore, Oth. No, not much mou'd :
Who dotes, yet doubts: Sufpects, yet foundly loues ? I do not thinke but Defdemonas honeft.

Oth. O miferie. lago. Long liue flie fo ;
lago. Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, And long liue you to thinke fo.

But Riches fineleffe, is as poore as Winter, Oth. And yet how Nature erring from it lelfe.
To him that euer feares he fliall be poore : lago. I, there's the point:
Good Heauen, the Soules of all my Tribe defend As (to be bold with you)
From Iealoufie. Not to affect many propofed Matches

Oth. Why? why is this ? Of her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree,
1 Think'ft thou, I'ld make a Life of Iealoufie ; Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends:

To follow ftill the changes of the Moone Foh, one may fmel in fuch, a will moft ranke,
With frefti fufpitions ? No : to be once in doubt, Foule difproportions, Thoughts vnnaturall.
Is to be refolu'd : Exchange me for a Goat, But (pardon me) I do not in pofition
When I ftiall turne the bufineffe of my Soule Diftindtly fpeake of her, though I may feare
To fuch exufflicate, and blow'd Surmifes, Her will, recoyling to her better Judgement,
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me lealious, May fal to match you with her Country formes,
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loues company, And happily repent.
Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes,and Dances : Oth. Fare well, farewell:
Where Yertue is, thefe are more vertuous. If more thou doft perceiue, let me know more:
Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw Set on thy wife to obferue.
The fmalleft feare, or doubt of her reuolt, Leaue me lago.
For flie had eyes, and choie me. No lago, lago. My Lord, I take my leaue.
He fee before I doubt ; when I doubt, proue ; Othel. Why did I marry?
And on the proofe, there is no more but this, This honeft Creature (doubtleffe)
Away at once with Loue,or Iealoufie. Sees, and knowes more, much more then he vnfolds.
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lago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honor lago. You haue a thing for me ?

To fcan this thing no farther : Leaue it to time,
Although 'tis fit that Caffio haue his Place ; 

It is a common thing- 
vEmtl. Hah?

For fure he filles it vp with great Ability j lago. To haue a foolifh wife.
Yet if you pleafe, to him off a-while : c<£fMf/. Oh, is that all? What will you giue me now
You fhall by that perceiue him, and his meanes : For that fame Handkerchiefe.
Note if your Lady ilraine his Entertainment lago. What Handkerchiefe ?
With any ftrong, or vehement importunitie, <^£mll. What Handkerchiefe ?
Much will be feene in that: In the meane time, Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona,
Let me be thought too bufie-in my feares, That which fo often you did bid me fteale.
( As worthy caufe I haue to feare I am,) lago. Haft ftolne it from her ?
And hold her free, I do befeech your Honor. cx£i»//. No : but fhe let it drop by negligence,

Oth. Feare not my gouernment. And to th'aduantage, I being heere, took't vp :
lago. I once more take my leaue. Exit. Looke, heere 'tis.
Oth. This Fellow's of exceeding honefty, lago. A good wench, giue it me.

And knowes all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit c&mil. What will you do with't, that you haue bene
Of humane dealings. If I do proue her Haggard, fo earneft to haue me filch it ?
Though that her leffes were my deere heart-ftrings, lago. Why, what is that to you ?
I'ld whittle her off, and let herdowne the winde c/£ffz//. If it be not for fome purpofe of import,
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke, Giu't me againe. Poore Lady,fhee'l run mad
And haue not thofe foft parts of Conueriation When fhe (hall lacke it.
That Chamberers haue : Or for I am declin'd lago. Be not acknowne on't:
Into the vale of yeares(yet that's not much) I haue vfe for it. Go, leaue me. Exit &£mi/.
Shee'sgone. I am abus'd, and my releefe I will in CaJJio's Lodging loofe this Napkin,
Muft be to loath her. Oh Curfe of Marriage ! And let him finde it. Trifles light as ayre,
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, Are to the iealious, confirmations ftrong,
And not their Appetites ? I had rather be a Toad, As proofes of holy Writ. This may do fomething.
And liue vpon the vapour of a Dungeon, The Moore already changes with my poyfon :
Then keepe a corner in the thing I loue Dangerous conceites, are in their Natures poyfons,
For others vfes. Yet 'tis the plague to Great-ones, Which at the firft are fcarfe found to diftafte :
Frerogatiu'd are they leffe then the Bale, But with a little acle vpon the blood,
'Tis deftiny vnfhunnable, like death: Burne like the Mines of Sulphure. I did fay fo.
Euen then, this forked plague is Fated to vs, Enter Othello.
When we do quicken. Looke where fhe comes : Looke where he comes : Not Poppy, nor Mandragora,

Nor all the drowfie Syrrups of the world
Enter Defdemona a Shall euer medicine thee to that fweete ileepe

Which thou owd'ft yefterday.
If fhe be falfe, Heauen mock'd it felfe : Oth. Ha, ha, falfe to mee ?
lie not beleeue't. lago. Why how now Generall ?No more of that.

Def. How now, my deere Othello ? Oth. Auant, be gone : Thou haft fet me on the Racke:
Your dinner, and the generous Iflanders I fweare 'tis better to be much abus'd,
By you inuited, do attend your prefence. Then but to know't a little.

Oth. i am too blame. lago. How now, my Lord ?
'Def. Why do you fpeake fo faintly ? Oth. What fenfe had I, in her ftolne houres of Luft ?

Are you not well? I faw't not, thought it not : it harm'd not me :
Oth. I haue a paine vpon my Forehead, heere. I flept the next night well, fed well, was free, and merrie.
Def. Why that's with watching, 'twill away againe. I found not CaJJio's kiffes on her Lippes :

Let me but binde it hard, within this houre He that is robb'd,not wanting what is ftolne,
It will be well. Let him not know't,and he's not robb'd at all.

Oth. Your Napkin is too little : lago. I am forry to heare this ?
Let it alone : Come, He go in with you. Exit. Oth. I had beene happy, if the generall Campe,^

T)ef. I am very forry that you are not well. Pyoners and all, had tafted her fweet Body,
vEmll. I am glad I haue found this Napkin : So I had nothing knowne. Oh now, for euer

This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, Farewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content;
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres,
Woo'd me to fteale it. But fhe fo loues the Token, That makes Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewell;
(For he coniur'd her, /he fhould euer keepe it) Farewell the neighing Steed, and thefhrill Trumpe,
That (he referues it euermore about her, The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th'Eare-piercing Fife,
To kifle,and talke too. He haue the worke tane out, The Royall Banner, and all Qualitie,
And giu't lago : what he will do with it Pride, Pompe,and Circumftance of glorious Warre :
Heauen knowes, not I : And O you mortall Engines, whofe rude throates
I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie. Th'immortall loues dread Clamours, counterfet,

Farewell : Othello's Occupation's gone.
Enter lago. lago. Is't po(Tible,my Lord ?

lago. How now? What do you heere alone ? Oth. Villaine, be fure thou proue my Loue a Whore;
cj£mil. Do not you chide : I haue a thing for you, Be fure of it: Giue me the Occular proofe,

Or
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Or by the worth of mine eternall Soule, As if he pluckt vp kifles by the rootes,
Thou had'ft bin bejter haue bin borne a Dog That grew vpon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh,
Then anfwer my wak'd wrath. And figh,and kifle, and then cry curfed Fate,

lago, Is't come to this ? That gaue thee to the Moore.
Otb. Make me to fee't: or (at the leaft) fo proue it, Oth. O monftrous ! monftrous !

That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, lago. Nay, this was but his Dreame.
To hang a doubt on : Or woe vpon thy life. Otb. But this denoted a fore-gone conclufion,

lago. My Noble Lord. 'Tis a fhrew'd doubt, though it be but a Dreame.
Otb. If thou doft flander her, and torture me, lago. And this may helpe to thicken other proofes,

Neuer pray more : Abandon all remorfe That do demonftrate thinly.
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate : Otb. He teare her all to peeces.
Do deeds to make Heauen weepe, all Earth amaz'd; lago. Nay yet be wife ; yet we fee nothing done,
For nothing canft thou to damnation adde, She may be honeft yet : Tell me but this,
Greater then that. Haue you not fometimes feene a Handkerchiefe

lago. O Grace ! O Heauen forgiue me ! Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiues hand?
Are you a Man? Haue you a Soule? or Senfe ? Otb. I gaue her fuch a one : 'twas my firft gift.
God buy you : take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole, lago. I know not that : but fuch a Handkerchiefe
That lou'ft to make thine Honefty ,a Vice ! (I am fure it was your wiues) did I to day
Oh monftrous world! Take note, take note (O World) See CaJJlo wipe his Beard with.
To be direct and honeft, is not fafe. Otb. If it be that.
I thanke you for this profit, and from hence lago. If it be that, or any, it was hers.
lie loue no Friend, fith Loue breeds fuch offence. It fpeakes againft her with the other proofes.

Oth. Nay ftay : thou fhould'ft be honeft. Othel. O that the Slaue had forty thoufand liues :
lago. I fhould be wife ; for Honeftie's a Foole, One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge.

And loofes that it workes for. Now do I fee 'tis true. Looke heere lago,
Otb. By the World, All my fond loue thus do I blow to Heauen. 'Tis gone.

I thinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke fhe is not: Arife blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell,
I thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art not : Yeeld vp (O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne
lie haue feme proofe. My name that was as fre/h To tyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught,
As 'Dians Vifage, is now begrim'd and blacke For 'tis of Afpickes tongues.
As mine owne face. If there be Cords, or Kniues, lago. Yet be content.
Poyfon,or Fire, or fuffocating ftreames, Otb. Oh blood, blood, blood.
He not indure it. Would I were fatis fied. lago. Patience I fay : your minde may change.

lago. I fee you are eaten vp with Paffion : Oth. Neuer lago. Like to the Ponticke Sea,
I do repent me, that I put it to you. Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfe,
You would be fatisfied ? Neu'r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes due on

Otb. Would? Nay, and I will. To the Proponticke, and the Hellefpont:
lago. And may : but howf How fatisfied, my Lord ? Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace

Would you the fuper-vifion groffely gape on ? Shall neu'r looke backe, neu'r ebbe to humble Loue,
Behold her top'd ? Till that a capeable, and wide Reuenge

Otb. Death,and damnation. Oh! Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble Heauen,
lago. It were a tedious difficulty,I thinke, In the due reuerence of a Sacred vow,

To bring them to that Profpect: Damne them then, I heere engage my words.
If euer mortall eyes do fee them boulfter lago. Do not rife yet:
More then their owne. What then?How then ? Witnefle you euer-burning Lights aboue,
What fliall I fay? Where's Satisfaftion ? You Elements, that clip vs round about,
It is impoffible you Should fee this, Witneffe that heere lago doth giue vp
Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes, The execution of his wit, hands, heart,
As fait as Wolues in pride, and Fooles as groffe To wrong'd Othello's Seruice. Let him command,?
As Ignorance, made drunke. But yet , I fay, And to obey ihall be in me nemorfe,
If imputation, and ftrong circumftances, What bloody bufmeffe euer.
Which leade directly to the doore of Truth, Otb. I greet thy loue,
Will giue you fatisfaclion, you might haue't. Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous,

Oth. Giue me a liuing reafon /he's difloyall. And will vpon the inftant put thee too't.
lago. I do not like the Office. Within thefe three dayes let me heare thee fay,

But fith I am entred in this caufe fo farre That Caffio's not aliue.
(Prick'd too't by foolifh Honefty, and Loue) lago. My Friend is dead :
I will go on. I lay with Caffio lately, 'Tis done at your Requeft.
And being troubled with a raging tooth, But let her liue.
I could not fleepe. There are a kinde of men, Oth. Damne her lewde Minx :
So loofe of Soule, that in their ileepes will mutter O damne her, damne her.
Their Affayres : one of this kinde is Caffio : Come go with me a-part, I will withdraw
In fleepe I heard him fay, fweet Defdemona, To furnim me with fome fwift meanes of death
Let vs be wary, let vs hide our Loues, For the faire Diuell.
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : Now art thou my Lieutenant.
Cry, oh fweet Creature : then kiffe me hard, lago. I am your owne for euer. Exeunt.

Scena
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Def. Heere my Lord.

Sccena Quarta. Oth. That which I gaue you.Def. I haue it not about me.
Oth. Not?

T>ef. No indeed, my Lord.
Enter DefJemona, (^Emilia,and Clown\ Oth. That's a fault: That Handkerchiefe

Def. Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant CaJJla Did an .^Egyptian to my Mother giue :
lyes ? She was a Charmer, and could almoft read

Clotf. I dare not fay he lies any where. The thoughts of people. She told her, while fhe kept it,
Def. Why man ? 'T would make her Amiable, and fubdue my Father
Clo. He's a Soldier, and for me to fay a Souldier lyes, Intirely to her loue : But if fhe loft it,

'tis /tabbing. Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye
Def. Go too : where lodges he? Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt
Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me,

I lye. And bid me ( when my Fate would haue me Wiu'd)
T>ef. Can any thing be made of this f To giue it her. I did lo ; and take heede on't,
Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for mee to de- Make it a Darling, like your precious eye :

uife a lodging, and fay he lies heere, or he lies there, were To loofe't, or giue't away, were fuch perdition,
to lye in mine owne throat. As nothing elfe could match.

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by re- Def, Is't poffible ?
port ? Oth. 'Tis true : There's Magicke in the web of it:

Clo. I will Catechize the world for him, that is, make A Sybill that had numbred in the world
Queftions, and by them anfwer. The Sun to courfe, two hundred compaffes,

Def. Seeke him, bidde him come hither : tell him, I In her Prophetticke furie fow'd the Worke :
haue moou'd my Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke,
be well. And it was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilfull

Clo. To do this, is within the compafTe of mans Wit, Conferu'd of Maidens hearts.
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. Exit Q,lo. Def. Indeed ? Is't true ?

Def. Where fliould I loofe the Handkerchiefe, cx£- Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke too't well.
milia ? Tlef. Then would to Heauen, that I had neuer feene't?

<L/£m\l, I know not Madam. Oth. Ha? wherefore ?

Def. Beleeue me, I had rather haue loft my purfe Def. Why do you fpeake fo ftartingly ,and rafh ?
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore Oth. Is't loft? Is't gon? Speak, is't out o'th'way ?
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafenefTe, Def. Bleffe vs.
As iealious Creatures are, it were enough Oth. Say you ?
To put him to ill-thinking. Def. It is not loft : but what and if it were ?

<^£mil. Is he not iealious? Oth. How?

'"Def. Who, he? I thinke the Sun where he was borne, Def. I fay it is not loft.
Drew all fuch humors from him. Oth. Fetcht, let me fee't.

e/£»j;7. Looke where he comes. Def. Why fo I can : but I will not now :
Enter Othello. This is a tricke to put me from my fuite,

Def. I will not leaue him now, till Caffio be Pray you let Caffio be receiu'd againe.
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchiefe,

Oth. Well my good Lady. Oh hardnes to diiTemble ! My minde mif-giues.
How do you, Defdemona ? Def. Come, come : you'l neuer meete a more fuffici-

T>ef. Well, my good Lord. ent man.
Oth. Giue me your hand. Oth. The Handkerchiefe.

This hand is moift,my Lady. Def. A man that all his time
Def. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no forrow. Hath founded his good Fortunes on your loue ;
Oth. This argues fruitfulnefle, and liberall heart : Shar'd dangers with you.

Hot, hot, and moyft This hand of yours requires Oth. The Handkerchiefe.
A fequefter from Liberty : Farting, and Prayer, "Def. Infooth, you are too blame.
Much Caftigation, Exercife deuout, Otb. Away. Exit Othello.
For heere's a yong, and fweating Diuell heere <^£m\l. Is not this man iealious ?
That commonly rebels : 'Tis a good hand, "Def. I neu'r faw this before.
A franke one. Sure, there's fome wonder in this Handkerchikfe,

Dff. You may (indeed) fay fo : I am moft vnhappy in the loffe of it.
For 'twas that hand that gaue away my heart. c^Emil. 'Tis not a yeare or two fhewes vs a man :

Oth. A liberall hand. The hearts of old, gaue hands : They are all but Stomackes, and we all but Food,
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full

''Def. I cannot fpeake of this : They belch vs.
Come, now your promife. Enter I ago, and Caffio.

Oth. What promife, Chucke ?
Def. I haue lent to bid Caffio come fpeake with you. Looke you, Caffio and my Husband.
Oth. I haue a fait and forry Rhewme offends me : lago. There is no other way : 'tis fhe muft doo't:

Lend me thy Handkerchiefe. And loe the happineffe : go, and importune her.
Def.
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Def. How now (good Caffio} what's the newes with Caffio. What make you from home ?

you ? How is't with you, my moft faire Bianca ?
Caffio. Madam, my former fuite, I do befeech you, Indeed (fweet Loue) I was comming to your houfe.

That by your vertuous meanes, I may againe Bian. And 1 was going to your Lodging, Caffio.^
Exift, and be a member of his lone, What? keepe a weeke away ? Seuen dayes, and Nights ?
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart Eight fcore eight houres ? And Louers abfent howres
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd. More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore times ?
If my offence, be of fuch mortall kinde, Oh weary reck'ning.
That nor my Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes, CaJJio. Pardon me, 'Bianca :
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, I haue this while with leaden thoughts beene preft,
Can ranfome me into his loue againe, But I fliall in a more continuate time
But to know fo, muft be my benefit: Strike off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Bianca
So fliall I cloath me in a forc'd content, Take me this worke out.
And (hut my felfe vp in fome other courfe Bianca. Oh Caffio, whence came this ?"
To Fortunes Almes. This is fome Token from a newer Friend,

T>ef. Alas (thrice-gentle CaffioJ To the felt-Abfence : now I feele a Caufe :
My Aduocation is not now in Tune ; Is't come to this ? Well, well.
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor fliould I know him, Caffio. Go too, woman :
Were he in Fauour, as in Humour alter'd. Throw your vilde geffes in the Diuels teeth,
So helpe me euery fpirit fandtified, From whence you haue them. You are ieaiious now,
As I haue fpoken for you all my beft, That this is from fome Miftris, fome remembrance ;
And flood within the blanke of his difpleafure No,in good troth ^Bianca.
For my free fpeech. You muft awhile be patient: 'Bian. Why, who's is it ?
What I can do, I will: and more I will Caffio. I know not neither :
Then for my felfe, I dare. Let that fuffice you. I found it in my Chamber,

logo. Is my Lord angry ? I like the worke well; Ere it be demanded
t^£mil. He went hence but now : (As like enough it will) I would haue it coppied :

And certainly in ftrange vnquietneffe. Take it, and doo't,and leaue me for this time.
lago. Can he be angry ? I haue feene the Cannon Bian. Leaue you ? Wherefore ?

When it hath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre, Caffio. I do attend heere on the General!,
And like the Diuell from his very Arme And thinke it no addition, nor my wifli
Puff't his owne Brother : And is he angry ? To haue him fee me woman'd,
Something of moment then : I will go meet him, ''Bian. Why, I ptay you ?
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit Caffio. Not that I loue you not.

Def. I prythee do fo. Something fure of State, Bian. But that you do not loue me.
Either from Venice, or fome vnhatch'd pra&ife I pray you bring me on the way a little,
Made demonftrable heere in Cyprus, to him, And fay, if I fliall fee you foone at night ?
Hath pudled his cleare Spirit: and in fuch cafes, Caffio. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you,
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, For I attend heere : But He fee you foone.
Though great ones are their obiedl. 'Tis euen fo. ian. 'Tis very good : I muft be circumftanc'd.
For let our finger ake, and it endues Exeunt omnes*
Our other healthfull members, euen to a fenfe
Of paine. Nay, we muft thinke men are not Gods,
Nor of them looke for fuch obferuancie

As fits the Bridall. Beflirew me much, aJEmilia, ASlus Quart us. Scena
I was (vnhandfome Warrior, as I am)
Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule :
But now I finde, I had fuborn'd the Witnefie,
And he's Indited falfely. Enter Othello, and lago.

<L/3Lmil. Pray heauen it bee logo. Will you thinke fo?
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, Oth. Thinke fo, lago}
Nor no lealious Toy, concerning you. lago. What, to kifie in priuate ?

T>ef. Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. Oth. An vnauthoriz'd kifle ?
v£mil. But lealious foules will not be anfwer'd fo ; lago. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed,

They are not euer ieaiious for the caufe, An houre, or more, not meaning any harme f
But ieaiious, for they're ieaiious. It is a Monfter Oth. Naked in bed (lago) and not meane harme ?
Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. It is hypocrifie againft the Diuell :

Def. Heauen keepe the Monfter from Othello's mind. They that meane vertuoufly,and yet do fo,
i£mil. Lady,Amen. The Diuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heauen.
Def. I will go feeke him. Caffio, walke heere about: lago. If they do nothing, 'tis a Veniall flip :

If I doe finde him fit, lie moue your fuite, But if I giue my wife a Handkerchiefe.
And feeke to effeft it to my vttermoft. Exit Oth. What then ?

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladyfliip. lago. Why then 'tis hers(my Lord)and being hers,
She may (I thinke) beftow't on any man.

Enter Bianca. Oth. She is Protedtreffe of her honor too :
Elan. 'Saue you (Friend Caffi°-) May flie giue that ?
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lago. Her honor is an Effence that's not feene, And to fuppofe her chaft. No, let me know,

They haue it very oft, that haue it not. And knowing what I am,I know what fhe fhallbe.
But for the Handkerchiefe. Otb. Oh, thou art wife: 'tis certaine.

Otbe. By heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it: lago. Stand you a while apart,
Thou faidft(oh,it comes ore my memorie, Confine your felfe but in a patient Lift,
As doth the Rauen o're the infectious houfe : Whil'ft you were heere, o're-whelmed with your griefe
Boading to all) he had my Handkerchiefe. (A paffion moft refulting fuch a man)

lago. I : what of that ? CaJJio came hither. I fhifted him away,
Ot he. That's not fo good now. And layd good fcufes vpon your Extafie,
/ag-.What if I had faid, I had feene him do you wrong? Bad him anon returne : and heere fpeake with me,

Or heard him fay fas Knaues be fuch abroad, The which he promis'd. Do but encaue your felfe,
Who hauing by their owne importunate fuit, And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes, and notable Scornes
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miftris, That dwell in euery Region of his face.
Conuinced or fupply'd them,cannot chufe For I will make him tell the Tale anew;
But they muft blab.) Where,how,how oft, how long ago, and when

Oth. Hath he faid any thing? He hath, and is againe to cope your wife.
lago. He hath (my Lord)but be you well affur'd, I fay, but marke his gefture : marry Patience,

No more then he'le vn-fweare. Or I fliall fay y'are all in all in Spleene,
Oth. What hath he faid ? And nothing of a man.
lago. Why, that he did : I know not what he did. Otbe. Do'ft thou heare./jg-o,
Otbe. What? What? I will be found moft cunning in my Patience :
lago'. Lye. But(do'ft thou heare)moft bloody.
Otb. With her ? lago. That's not amiffe,
lago. With herPOn her : what you will. But yet keepe time in all: will you withdraw ?
Otbe. Lye with her * lye on her ? We fay lye on her, Now will I queftion CaJJlo of^Bianca,

when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's fullfome: A Hufwife, that by felling her defires
Handkerchiefe : Confeffions : Handkerchiefe. To con- Buyes her felfe Bread, and Cloath. It is a Creature
fefTe, and be hang'd for his labour. Firft, to be hang'd, That dotes on CaJJio, (as 'tis the Strumpets plague
and then to confefle : I tremble at it. Nature would not To be-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one)
inueft her felfe in fuch fhadowing paffion, without fomc He, when he heares of her,cannot reftraine
luftruftion. It is not words thaf fhakes me thus, (pifh) From the exceffe of Laughter. Heere he comes.
Nofes, Eares, and Lippes : is't poffible. Confefie ? Hand-
kerchiefe? O diuell. Falls in a Traunce. Enter CaJJio.

lago. Worke on,
My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught, As he /hall fmile, Othello ihall go mad :
And many worthy,and chart Dames euen thus, And his vnbookifh leloufie muft conferue
(All guiltleffe)meete reproach : what hoa ? My Lord ? Poore Cajfio's fmiles , geftures, and light behauiours
My Lord, I fay : Othello. Quite in the wrong. How do you Lieutenant?

Enter CaJJlo. Caf. The worfer, that you giue me the addition,
Whole want euen killes me.

How now Cojjio ? lago. Ply Dejdemona well, and you are fure on't:
Caf. What's the matter ? Now, if this Suit lay in 'Bianco's dowre,
lago. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfie, How quickely fhould you fpeed?

This is his fecond Fit : he had one yefterday. Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe.
Caf. Rub him about the Temples. Oth. Looke how he laughes already.
lago. The Lethargie muft haue his quyet courfe: lago. I neuer knew woman loue man fo.

If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by Caf. Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed fhe loues me.
Breakes out to fauage madneffe. Looke, he ftirres : Ot(>. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it out.
Do you withdraw your felfe a little while, lago. Do you heare CaJJio ?
He will recouer ftraight : when he is gone, Otb. Now he importunes him
I would on great occalion, fpeake with you. To tell it o're : go too,well faid, well faid.
How is it Generall? Haue you not hurt your head? lago. She giues it out, that you fliall marry her.

Otbe. Doft thou mocke me ? Do you intend it?
lago. I mocke you not, by Heauen: Caf. Ha, ha, ha.

Would you would beare your Fortune like a Man. Otb. Do ye triumph, Romaine ? do you triumph ?
Otbe. A Horned man's a Monfter, and a Beaft. Caf. I marry. What ? A cuftomer jprythee beare
lago. Ther's many a Beaft then in a populous Citty, Some Charitie to my wit, do not thinke it

And many a ciuill Monfter. So vnwholefome. Ha, ha, ha.
Otbe. Did he confefle it ? Otb. So,fo,fo,fo: they laugh, that winnes.
lago. Good Sir, be a man : lago. Why the cry goes, that you marry her.

Thinke euery bearded fellow that's but yoak'd Caf. Prythee fay true.
May draw with you. There's Millions now aliue, lago. I am a very Villaine elie.
That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds, Otb. Haue you fcoar'd me ? Well.
Which they dare fweare peculiar. Your cafe is better. Caf. This is the Monkeys owne gluing out:
Oh, 'tis the fpight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, She is perfwaded I will marry her
To lip a wanton in a fecure Cowch; Out of her owne loue & flattery, not out of my promife.

v v Otbe.
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Otb. logo becomes me : now he begins the ftory. '
CaJJio. She was heere euen now : fhe haunts me in e- lago. If you are fo fond ouer her iniquitie : giue her

uery place. I was the other day talking on the Sea- pattent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes neere
banke with certaine Venetians, and thither comes the no body.
Bauble,and falls me thus about my neck. Otb. I will chop her into Meffes: Cuckold me?

Otb. Crying oh deere CaJJio, as it were: his iefture im- lago. Oh, 'tis foule in her.
ports it. Oth. With mine Officer?

CaJJio. So hangs,and lolls,and weepes vpon me: lago. That's fouler.
So fliakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. Othe. Get me fome poyCon,Iago, this night. lie not

Otb. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Cham- expoftulate with her.- leaft her body and beautie vnpro-
ber : oh, I fee that nofe of yours,but not that dogge, I uide my mind againe : this night lago.
fhall throw it to. lago. Do it not with poyfon, ftrangle her in her bed,

CaJJio. Well,I muft leaue her companie. Euen the bed fhe hath contaminated.
lago. Before me : looke where fhe comes. Otb. Good,good :

The luftice of it pleafes : very good.
Enter 'Branca. lago. And for Cajfio,\et me be his vndertaker :

Caf. 'Tis fuch another Fitchew:marry a perfum'd one? You fhall heare more by midnight.
What do you meane by this haunting of me ?

Sian. Let the diuell, and his dam haunt you : what Enter Lodouico,Defdemona,and Attendants.
did you meane by that fame Handkerchiefe, you gaue
me euen now ? I was a fine Foole to take it: I muft take Othe. Excellent good : What Trumpet is that fame ?
out the worke? A likely piece of worke, that you (hould lago. I warrant fomething from Venice,
finde it in your Chamber,and know not who left it there. 'Tis Lodouico, this, comes from the Duke.
This is fome Minxes token, & I muft take out the worke? See,your wife's with him.
There, giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherefoeuer you had Lodo. Saue you worthy Generall.
it, He take out no worke on't. Otbe. With all my heart Sir.

CaJJio. How now, my fweete ̂ ianca ? Lod.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you.
How now ? How now ? Otbe. I kifTe the Instrument of their pleafures.

Othe. By Heauen,that fhould be my Handkerchiefe. 1>ef. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodouico ?
Sian. If you'le come to flipper to night you may, if lago. I am very glad to fee you Signior;

you will not,come when you are next prepar'd for. Exit Welcome to Cyprus.
lago. After her : after her. Lod. I thanke you : how do's Lieutenant CaJJio ?
Caf. I muft, fhee'l rayle in the ftreets elfe. lago. Liues Sir,
lago. Will you fup there ? Def. Cozen, there's falne betvveene him,& my Lord,
CaJJio. Yes, I intend fo. An vnkind breach : but you fhall make all well.
lago. Well, I may chance to fee you : for I would ve- Otbe. Are you fure of that ?

ry faine fpeake with you. 'Def. My Lord ?
Caf Prythee come : will you ?
lago. Go too : fay no more. 

Otbe. This faile you not to do, as you will 
Lod. He did not call: he's bufie in the paper,

Otb. How fhall I murther him, lago. Is there deuifion 'twixt my Lord, and CaJJio ?
lago. Did you perceiue how he laugh'd at his vice ? Def. A moft vnhappy one : I would do much
Otb. Oh, lago. T'attone|them, for the loue I beare to CaJJio.
lago. And did you fee the Handkerchiefe ? Oth. Fire, and brimeftone.
Otb. Was that mine? Def. My Lord.
lago. Yours by this hand : and to fee how he prizes Otb. Are you wife ?

the foolifh woman your wife : fhe gaue it him,| and he Def. What is he angrie ?
hath giu'n it his whore. Lod. May be thLetter mou'd him.

Otb. I would haue him nine yeeres a killing : For as I thinke, they do command him home,
A fine woman, a ftire woman,a fweete woman? Deputing Cafsio in his Gouernment.

lago. Nay,you muft forget that. Def. Truft me, I am glad on't.
Othello. I, let her rot and perifh, and be damn'd to Otbe. Indeed?

night, for/he fhall not Hue. No, my heart is turn'd to ''Def. My Lord?
ftone : I ftrike it,and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world Othe. I am glad to fee you mad.
hath not a fweeter Creature : fhe might lye by an Em- Def. Why,fweete Othello'?
perours fide,and command him Taskes. Otbe. Diuell.

lago. Nay, that's not your way. ^Def. I haue not deferu'd this.
Otbe. Hang her, I do but fay what fhe is : fo delicate Lod, My Lord, this would not be beleeu'd in Venice,

with her Needle : an admirable Mufitian. Oh fhe will Though I fhould fweare I faw't. 'Tis very much,
fing the SauagenefTe out of a Beare : of fo high and plen- Make her amends : fhe weepes.
teous wit, and inuention ? Otbe. Oh diuell,diuell:

lago. She's the worfe for all this. If that the Earth could teeme with womans teares,
Otbe. Oh, a thoufand, a thoufand times: Each drop fhe falls, would proue a Crocodile :

And then of fo gentle a condition ? Out of my fight.
lago. I too gentle. 'Def. I willi not ftay to offend you.
Othe. Nay that's certaine : Lod. Truely obedient Lady :

But yet the pitty of it, lago : oh lago, the pitty of it I do befeech your Lordfhip call her backe.
Otb-
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Othe. Miftris. For if fhe be not honeft, chafte, and true,
'Def. My Lord. There's no man happy. The pureft of their Wiues
Otbe. What would you with her, Sir? Is foule as Slander.
Lod. Who I,my Lord/1 Othe. Bid her come hither : go. Exit
Othe. I,you did wiih,that I would make her turne: She laies enough : yet fhe's a fimple Baud

Sir, fhe can turne,and turne : and yet go on That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtile Whore :
And turne againe. And fhe can weepe,Sir,weepe. A Cloffet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets,
And fhe's obedient : as you fay obedient. And yet fhe'le kneele,and pray ; I haue feene her do't.
Very obedient: proceed you in your teares.
Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted paflion) Enter Defdemona, and ̂Emilia.
I am commanded home : get you away :
He fend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, Def. My Lord,what is your will ?
And will returne to Venice. Hence,auaunt : Otbe. Pray you Chucke come hither.
CaJJlo fhall haue my Place. And Sir, to night Def. What is your pleafure ?
I do entreat, that we may fup together. Oth. Let me fee your eyes: looke in my face.
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. Def. What horrible Fancie's this ?
Goates,and Monkeys. Othe. Some of your Function Miftris :

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate Leaue Procreants alone,and fhut the doore:
Call all in all fufficient? Is this the Nature Cough,or cry hem; if any bod ycome :
Whom PalTion could not fhake ? Whofe folid vertue Your Myftery,your Myftery : May difpatcb.E^/f ex£V«/'.
The fhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance ''Def. Vpon my knee,what doth your fpeech import?
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? I vnderftand a Fury in your words.

logo. He is much chang'd. Othe. Why ? What art thou ?
Lod. Are his wits fafe ? Is he not light of Braine ? Def. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyall wife.
lago. He's that he is : I may not breath my cenfure. Othello. Come fweare it : damne thy felfe, leaft

What he might be: if what he might, he is not, being like one of Heauen, the diuells themfelues fhould
I would to heauen he were. feare to ceaze thee. Therefore be double damn'd: fweare

Lod. What? Strike his wife? thou art honeft.

lago. 'Faith that was not fo well : yet would I knew Def. Heauen doth truely know it.
That ftroke would proue the worft. OrAe.Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell.

Lod. Is it his vfe ? ^DeJ. To whom my Lord ?
Or did the Letters,worke vpon his blood, With whom ? How am I falfe ?
And new create his fault? Othe. Ah D<?/£&7«0n,away,away,away.

lago. Alas,alas: Def. Alas the heauy day : why do you weepe ?
It is not honeftie in me to fpeake Am I the motiue of thefe teares my Lord ?
What I haue feene,and knowne. You mail obferue him, If happely you my Father do fufpect,
And his owne courfes will deonte him fo, An Inftrument of this your calling backe,
That I may faue my fpeech : do but go after Lay not your blame on me : if you haue loft him,
And marke how he continues. I haue loft him too.

Lod. I am forry that I am deceiu'd in him. Exeunt. Othe. Had it pleas'd Heauen,
To try me with Affliction,had they rain'd
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare-head:
Steep'd me in pouertie to the very lippes,

Scena Secunda. Giuen to Captiuitie, me, and my vtmoft hopes,
I fhould haue found in fome place of my Soule
A drop of patience. But alas,to make me
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne,

Enter Othello, a To point his flow, and mouing finger at.
Yet could I beare that too, well, very well :

Otbe. You haue feene nothing then? But there where I haue garnerd vp my heart,
c/4y»/7. Nor euer heard ; nor euer did fufpect. Where either I muft liue,or beare no life,
Othe. Yes, you haue feene Caffio,and fhe together. The Fountaine from the which my currant runnes,
&£mi. But then I faw no harme : and then I heard, Or elfe dries vp : to be difcarded thence,

Each fyllable that breath made vp betweene them. Or keepe it as a Cefterne,for foule Toades
Otbe. What ? Did they neuer whifper ? To knot and gender in. Turne thy complexion there :
c/£»z//. Neuer my Lord. Patience, thou young and Rofe-lip'd Cherubin,
Othe. Nor fend you out o'th'way ? I heere looke grim as hell.
<^£mil. Neuer. Def. I hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft.
Othe. To fetch her Fan, her Gloues, her Mask, nor no- Othe. Oh I,as Sommer Flyes are in the Shambles,
a^Emil. Neuer my Lord. (thing ? That quicken euen with blowing. Oh thou weed :
Othe. That's ftrange. Who art fo louely faire,and fmeH'ft fo fweete,
zJEmil. I durft(my Lord)to wager, me is honeft: That the Senfe akes at thee,

Lay downe my Soule at ftake : If you thinke other, Would thou had'ft neuer bin borne.
Remoue your thought. It doth abufe your bofome; Def. Alas,what ignorant fin haue I committed ?
If any wretch haue put this in your Head , Otbe.Was this faire Paper? This moft goodly Booke
Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe, Made to write Whore vpon ? What commited,v v i. Com-
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Committed? Oh,thou publicke Commoner, To be call'd Whore ? Would it not make one weepe ?
I fliould make very Forges of my cheekes, Def. It is my wretched Fortune.
That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie, lago. Beflirew him for't:
Did I but fpeake thy deedes. What commited ? How comes this Tricke vpon him ?
Heauen ftoppes the Nofe at it, and the Moone winks : Def. Nay, Heauen doth know.
The baudy winde that kiffes all it meetes, ex£W. I will be hang'd,if fome eternall Villaine,
Is hufli'd within the hollow Myne of Earth Some bufie and inlinuating Rogue,
And will not hear't. What commited £ Some cogging,cozening Slaue, to get fome Office,

Def. By Heauen you do me wrong. Haue not deuis'd this Slander : I will be hang'd elfe.
Otbe. Are not you a Strumpet? lago. Fie, there is no fuch man : it is impoffible.
"Def. No, as I am a Chriftian. Def. If any fuch there be, Heauen pardon him.

If to preferue this veflell for my Lord, cAZmil. A halter pardon him :
From any other foule vnlawfull touch A nd hell gnaw his bones.
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. Why Ihould he call her Whore ?

Otbe. What, not a Whore ? Who keepes her companie?
Def. No, as I fliall be fau'd. What Place ? What Time f
Otbe. Is't poffible ? What Forme?What liklyhood ?
Def. Oh Heauen forgiue vs. The Moore's abus'd by fome morr. villanous Knaue,
Otbe. I cry you mercy then . Some bafe notorious Knaue, fome fcuruy Fellow.

I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thou'd'ft vnfold,
That married with Othello. You Miftris, And put in euery honeft hand a whip

Enter Camilla. To lafli the Rafcalls naked through the world,
That haue the office oppofite to Saint Peter, Euen from the Eaft to th'Weft.
And keepes the gate of hell. You, you : I you. lago. Speake within doore.
We haue done our courfe : there's money for your pa'mes: cJEmil. Oh fie vpon them: fome fuch Squire he was
I pray you turne the key, and keepe our counfaile. Exit. That turn'd your wit, the feamy-fide without,

C/£OT;/. Alas, what do's this Gentleman conceiue ? And made you to fufpecl me with the Moore.
How do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady ? lago. You are a Foole : go too.

Def. Faith, halfe a fleepe. <2>f/. Alas lago,
cx£»z/. Good Madam, What fliall I do to win my Lord againe ?

What's the matter with my Lord ? Good Friend, go to him : for by this light of Heauen,
Def. With who ? I know not how I loft him. Heere I kneele :
cJEmil. Why, with my Lord, Madam? If ere my will did trefpaffe'gainft his Loue,
Def. Who is thy Lord ? Either in difcourfe of thought,or actuall deed,
ex£»z;7 . He that is yours, fweet Lady. Or that mine Eyes.mine^EareSjOr any Sence
Def. I haue none : do not talke to me, <L/£miliay Delighted them : or any other Forme.

I cannot weepe : nor anfweres haue I none, Or that I do not yet, and euer did,
Bnt what ihould go by water. Prythee to night, And euer will,(though he do fhake me off
Lay on my bed,my wedding flieetes, remember, To beggerly diuorcement) Loue him deerely,
And call thy husband hither. Comfort forfweare me. Vnkindneffe may do much,

zALmil. Heere's a change indeed. Exit. And his vnkindneffe may defeat my life,
Def. 'Tis meete I fliould be vs'd fo : very meete. But neuer taynt my Loue. I cannot fay Whore,

How haue I bin behau'd,that he might fticke It do's abhorre me now I fpeake the word,
The fmall'ft opinion on my leaft mifvfe ? To do the A£l,that might the addition earne,

Not the worlds Maffe of vanitie could make me.

Enter lago, lago. I pray you be content: 'tis but his humour:
logo. What is your pleafure Madam? The bufineffe of the State do's him offence.

How is't with you ? Def. If'twere no other.
Def. I cannot tell : thofe that do teach yong Babes lago. It is but fo, I warrant,

Do it with gentle meanes,and eafie taskes. Hearke how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper :
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith The MefTengers of Venice ftaies the meate,
I am a Child to chiding. Go in,and weepe not.-all things /hall be well.

lago, What is the matter Lady ? Exeunt Defdemona and s^Emilia.
&£mil. Alas(/<z£0)my Lord hath fo bewhor'd her,

Throwne fuch difpight,and heauy termes vpon her Enter Rodorigo.
That true hearts cannot beare it. How now T^odorigo?

Def. Am I that name,7^o? Rod. I do not finde
lago. What name,(faire Lady?) That thou deal'ft iuftly with me.
Def. Such as (he faid my Lord did fay I was. lago. What in the contrarie ?
tJEmil. He call'd her whore :a Begger in his drinke : Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with fome deuife

Could not haue laid fuch termes vpon his Caller.. lago, and rather, as it fe'emes to me now, keep'ft from
lago. Why did he fo ? me all conueniencie, then fupplieft me with the leaft ad-
Def. I do not know : I am fure I am none fuch. uantage of hope : I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor
lago. Do not weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. am I yet perfwaded to put vp in peace, what already I
<^£mil. Hath flie forfooke fo many Noble Matches ? haue fooliflily fuffred.

Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends ? lago. Will you heare me Rodorigo ?
I(odori. I
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Rodori. I haue heard too much ; and your words and

Performances are no kin together.
lags. You charge me moft vniuftly. Seen a Tertia.
<Rodo. With naught but truth: I haue wafted my

felfe out of my meanes. The Jewels you haue had from
me to deliuer Defdemona, would halfe haue corrupted a Snter Othello, Lodouico, Defdemona,
Votarift. You haue told me me hath receiu'd them, and fAtendants.
and return'd me expectations and comforts of fodaine Lod. I do befeech you Sir, trouble your felfe no further.
refpecl, and acquaintance, but I finde none. Oth. Oh pardon me : 'twill do me good to walke.

lago. Well, go too : very well. Lodoui. Madam, good night : I humbly thanke your
Rod. Very well, go too: I cannot go too, (man) nor Ladyfhip.

tis not very well. Nay I think it is fcuruy : and begin to Def. Your Honour is moft welcome.
finde my felfe fopt in it. Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh Defdemona.

lago. Very well. T)ef. My Lord.
Rodor. I tell you, 'tis not very well : I will make my Othello. Get you to bed on th'inftant, I will be re-

felfe knowne to Defdemona. If fhe will returne me my turn'd forthwith : difmiffe your Attendant there : look't
Jewels, I will giue ouer my Suit, and repent my vnlaw- be done. Exit.
full felicitation. If not, allure your felfe, I will feeke Def. I will my Lord.
fatisfa&ion of you. cs£m. How goes it now? He lookes gentler then he did.

lago. You haue faid now . Def. He faies he will returne incontinent,
Rodo. I : and faid nothing but what I proteft intend- And hath commanded me to go to bed,

ment of doing. And bid me to difmifle you.
lago. Why, now I fee there's mettle in thee : and <^£m\. Difmifle me ?

euen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- Def. It was his bidding : therefore good csSmilia,
pinion then euer before : giue me thy hand Rodorigo. Giue me my nightly wearing, and adieu.
Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft excepti- We muft not now difpleafe him.
on : but yet I proteft I haue dealt moft diredly in thy cj£mil. I, would you had neuer feene him.
Affaire. Def. So would not I : my loue doth fo approue him,

I(od. It hath not appeer'd. That euen his ftubbornefle, his checks, his frownes,
lago. I grant indeed it hath not appeer'd : and (Prythee vn-pin me)haue grace and fauour.

your fufpition is not without wit and Judgement. c^Emi. I hauejaid thofe Sheetes you bad me on the bed.
But Rodorigo, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which 'Def. All's one: good Father, how foolifh are our minds?
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I If I do die before, prythee fhrow'd me
meane purpofe, Courage, and Valour ) this night In one of thefe fame Sheetes.
/hew it. If thou rhe next night following enioy not zJEmil. Come, come : you talke.
Defdemona, take me from this world with Treache- Def. My Mother had a Maid call'd 'Barbarie,
rie, and deuife Engines for my life. She was in loue : and he fhe lou'd prou'd mad,

T^od. Well: what is it ? Is it within, reafon and com- And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willough,
paffe ? An old thing 'twas : but it exprefs'd her Fortune,

lago. Sir, there is efpeciall Commiffion come from And fhe dy'd fmging it. That Song to night,
Venice to depute CaJJlo in Othello's place. Will not go from my mind : I haue much to do,

Rod. Is that true ? Why then Othello and Defdemona But to go hang my head all at one fide
returne againe to Venice. And fing it like poore '"Brabarie: prythee difpatch.

lago. Oh no : he goes into Mauritania and taketh <^£m\. Shall I go fetch your Night-gowne ?
'away with him the faire 'Defdemona, vnleffe his a- Def. No, vn-pin me here,
bode be lingred heere by fome accident. Where- This Lodouico is a proper man.
in none can be fo determinate, as the remouing of e/£w;/. A very handfome man.
Coffin. Def. He fpeakes well.

Rod. How do you meane remouing him ? <^£mil. I know a Lady in Venice would haue walk'd
lago. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's barefoot to Paleftine for a touch of his nether lip.

place : knocking out his braines. Def. The poore Soule fat jlnging, by a Sicamour tree.
Rod. And that you would haue me to do. Sing all a green e Willough :
lago. I : if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a Her hand on her bofome her head on her tyee,

right. He fups to night with a Harlotry : and thither Sing Willough, Willougb, Wtllough.
will I go to him. He knowes not yet of his Honourable Thefrejh Streames ran by her, and murmur 'd her moanes
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence ( which Sing Willough, &c.
I will fafhion to fall out betweene twelue and one) Her fait teares fell from her, and foftne d the jlones,
you may take him at your pleafure. I will be neere Sing Willough, &c. (Lay by thefe)
to fecond your Attempt, and he fhall fall betweene Willough, Willough. (Prythee high thee : he'le come anon)
vs. Come, ftand not amaz'd at it, but go along with Sing all a greene Willough muft be my Garland.
me : I will mew you fuch a neceffitie in his death, that Let no body blame bim,bufcorne I affroue.
you fhall thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It (Nay that's not next. Harke, who is't that knocks ?
is now high fupper time : and the night growes to waft. c/£?«//. It's the wind.
About it. 'Def. I caird my Loue falfe Loue : but what faid be then ?

l^od. I will heare further reafon for this. Sing Wdlough,&c.
lago. And you fhalbe fatisfi'd. Exeunt. If I court mo mo-men, you le couch with mo men.

v v 3 So
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So get thee gone, good night : mine eyes do itch : Rod. Be neere at hand, I may mifcarry in't.;
Doth that boade weeping ? lago. Heere,at thy hand: Be bold, & take thy ftand.,

v£mil, 'Tis neyther heere, nor there' Rod. 1 haue no great deuotion to the deed,
Def. I haue heard it faid fo. O thefe Men, thefe men ! And yet he hath giuen me fatisfying Reafons :

Do'ft thou in confcience thinke(tell me c^milia) 'Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies.
That there be women do abufe their husbands lago.I haue rub'd this yong Quat almoft to the fenfe,
In fuch groffe kinde ? And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Caffio,

cxfW/. There be fome fuch, no queftion. Or Caffio him, or each do kill the other,
Def. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ? Euery way makes my gaine. Liue Rodorigo,
<v£W/. Why, would not you ? He calles me to a reititution large
"Def. No, by this Heauenly light. Of Gold,and lewels, that I bob'd from him,
<^£/»;7. Nor I neither, by this Heauenly light: As Guifts to Defdemona.

I might doo't as well i'th'darke. It muft not be : If Caffio do remaine,
T>ef. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? He hath a dayly beauty in his life,
cs£miL The world's a huge thing: That makes me vgly : and befides, the Moore

It is a great price, for a fmall vice. May vnfold me to him : there ftand I in much perill :
Def. Introth, I thinke thou would'ft not. No, he muft dye. But fo, I heard him comming.
e/£/»;/. Introth I thinke I mould, and vndoo't when Enter Caffio.

I had done. Marry, I would not doe fuch a thing for a "Rod. I know his gate, 'tis he : Villaine thou dyeft.
ioynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, Caf. That thruft had beene mine enemy indeed,
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for But that my Coate is better then thou know'ft:
all the whole world : why, who would not make her hus- I will make proofe of thine.
banda Cuckold, to make him a Monarch?! fhould ven- Rod. Oh,I am flaine.
ture Purgatory for't. Caffio. I am maym'd for euer :

*Def. Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong Helpe hoa: Murther, murther.
For the whole world. Enter Othello.

&£mil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th'world ; Oth. The voyce of Caffio, lago keepes his word.
and hauing the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in Rod. O Villaine that I am.
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right. Oth. It is euen fo.

Def. I do not thinke there is any fuch woman. Caf. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon.
cAZmil. Yes, a dozen : and as many to'th'vantage, as Oth. 'Tis he : O braue lago, honeft,and iuft,

would ftore the world they plaid for. That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong,
But I do thinke it is their Husbands faults Thou teacheft me. Minion, your deere lyes dead,
If Wiues do fall : (Say, that they flacke their duties, And your vnbleftFate highes: Strumpet I come :
And powre our Treafures into forraigne laps; For of my heart, thofe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted .
Or elfe breake out in peeuifh lealoufies, Thy Bed luft-ftain'd, {hall with Lufts blood bee fpotted.
Throwing reftraint vpon vs : Or fay they ftrike vs, Exit Othello.
Or fcant our former hauing in defpight) Enter Lodouico and Gratiano.
Why we haue galles : and though we haue fome Grace, Caf. What hoa? no Watch? No paffage ?
Yet haue we fome Reuenge. Let Husbands know, Murther, Murther.
Their wiues haue fenfe like them : They fee, and fmell, Gra. 'Tis fome mifchance,the voyce is very direfull.
And haue their Palats both for fweet,and fowre, Caf. Oh helpe.
As Husbands haue. What is it that they do, Lodo. Hearke.
When they change vs for others? Is it Sport? Rod. Oh wretched Villaine.
I thinke it is : and doth Affection breed it ? Lod. Two or three groane. 'Tis heauy night ;
I thinke it doth. Is't Frailty that thuserres? Thefe may be counterfeits : Let's think't vnfafe
It is fo too. And haue not we Affections? To come into the cry, without more helpe.
Defires for Sport? and Frailty,as men haue? Rod. Nobody come : then fhall 1 bleed to death.
Then let them vfe vs well : elfe let them know, Enter lago.
The illes we do, their illes inftruct vs fo. Lod. Hearke.

'Def. Good night, good night: Qra. Here's one comes in his ihirt, with Light, and
Heauen me fuch vfes fend, Weapons.
Not to picke bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. Exeunt lago. Who's there f

Who's noyfe is this that cries on murther?
Lodo. We do not know.

A5lm Quintus. Scena ^Prima. Iagot Do not you heare a cry ?Caf. Heere,heere : for heauen fake helpe me.
lago. What's the matter ?
Gra. This is Othello's Ancient,as I take it.

Enter lago, and Rodongo. Lodo. The fame indeede, a very valiant Fellow.
lago. Heere, ftand behinde this Barke, lago. What are you heere, that cry fo greeuoufly?

Straight will he come : Caf. lago? Oh lam fpoyl'd, vndone by Villaines:
Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home : Giue me fome helpe.
Quicke,quicke, feare nothing; He be at thy Elbow, lago. O mee, Lieutenant!
It makes vs, or it marres vs, thinke on that, What Villaines haue done this ?
And fixe moft firme thy Refblution. Caf. I thinke that one of them is heereabout,

And
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And cannot make away. He's almoft flaine, and 'Rodorigo quite dead.

lago. Oh treacherous Villaines : cs£mil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good Cafs'°-
What are you there ? Come in, and giue fome helpe. lago. This is the fruits of whoring. Prythe a&tnilia,

Rod. O helpe me there. Go know of CaJJio where he fupt to night.
CaJJio. That's one of them. What, do you fhake at that?
lago. Oh murd'rous Slaue I O Villaine I Bian. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not.
Rod. O damn'd lago \ O inhumane Dogge ! lago. O did he fo ? I charge you go with me.
lago. Kill men i'th'darke ? n/Em'd. Oh fie vpon thee Strumpet.

Where be thefe bloody Theeues? 'Bian. I am no Strumpet, but of life as honeft,
How Client is thisTowne ? Hoa,murther,murtber. As you that thus abufe me.
What may you be? Are you of good, or euill ? zsEmil. As 1? Fie vpon thee.

Lod. As you fhall proue vs, praife vs. lago. Kinde Gentlemen :
lago. Signior Lodouico ? Let's go fee poore CaJJio dreft.
Lod. He Sir. Come Miftris, you muft tel's another Tale.
lago. I cry you mercy : here's CaJJio hurt by Villaines. c^Emiiia, run you to the Cittadell,
Gra. CaJJio? And tell my Lord and Lady,what hath happ'd :
lago. How is't Brother ? Will you go on afore / This is the night
Caf. My Legge is cut in two. That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Exeunt
lago. Marry heauen forbid :

Light Gentlemen, lie binde it with my fhirt.
Enter 'Bianco.

'Bian. What is the matter hoa? Who is't that cry'd ? Scosna Secunda.
lago. Who is't that cry'd? o /

Bian. Oh my deere Cajfio,
My iweet Caffw : Oh Ca/w, CaJJio, CaJJio.

lago. O notable Strumpet. CaJJio, may you fufpedt Enter Othello, and Dejdemona in her bed.
Who they Should be, that haue thus mangled you ?

Caf. No. Oth. It is the Caufe, it is the Caufe (my Soule)
Gra. I am forry to finde you thus ; Let me not name it to you, you chafte Starres,

I haue beene to feeke you, It is the Caufe. Yet lie not fhed her blood,
lago. Lend me a Garter. So: Oh for a Chaire Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers, then Snow,

To beare him eafily hence. And fmooth as Monumentall Alablafter:
'Bian. Alas he faints. Oh CaJJio, Caffio, CaJJio. Yet /he muft dye, elfe fhee'l betray more men :
lago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpedl this Trafli Put out the Light, and then put out the Light :

To be a party in this Iniurie. If I quench thee, thou flaming Minifter,
Patience awhile, good CaJJio. Come,come; I can againe thy former light reftore,
Lend me a Light: know we this face, or no ? Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light,
Alas my Friend, and my deeve Countryman Thou cunning'ft Patterne of excelling Nature,
Rodorigo? No : Yes fure : Yes, 'tis Rodorigo. I know not where is that Promethean heate

Gra. What, of Venice ? That can thy Light re-Lume.
lago. Euen he Sir : Did you know him ? When I haue pluck'd thy Rofe,
Qra. Know him? I. I cannot giue it vitall growth againe,
lago. Signior Gratiano ? I cry your gentle pardon : It needs muft wither. He fmell thee on the Tree.

Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my Manners, Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoft perfwade
That fo neglected you. luftice to breake her Sword. One more, one more :

Gra. I am glad to fee you. Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee,
lago. How do you CaJJio ? Oh,a Chaire,a Chaire. And loue thee after. One more, and that's the laft,
Gra. Rodorigo ? So fweet, was ne're fo fatall. I muft weepe,
lago. He, he, 'tis he : But they are cruell Teares: This forrow's heauenly,

Oh that's well laid, the Chaire. It ftrikes, where it doth loue. She wakes.
Some good man beare him carefully from hence, Def. Who's there ? Othello ?
He fetch the Generall's Surgeon. For you Miftris, Othel. I Defdemona.
Saue you your labour. He that lies fiaine heere (Caffio} T>eJ\ Will you come to bed, my Lord?
Was my deere friend. What malice was between you f. Oth. Haue you pray'd to night, 'Defdemon ?

Caf. None in the world : nor do I know the man ? Def. I my Lord.
lago. What? looke you pale? Oh beare him o'th'Ayre. Oth. If you bethinke your felfe of any Crime

Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miftris ? Vnreconcil'd as yet to Heauen, and Grace,
Do you perceiue the gaftneffe of her eye ? Solicite for it ftraight.
Nay, if you ftare, we {hall heare more anon. Def. Alacke, my Lord,
Behold her well : I pray you looke vpon her : What may you meane by that ?
Do you fee Gentlemen ? Nay, guiltineffe will fpeake Oth. Well, do it,and be breefe, I will walke by :
Though tongues were out of vfe. I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit,

t^Emil. Alas, what is the matter ? No, Heauens fore-fend) 1 would not kill thy Soule.
What is the matter, Husband ? Def. Talke you of killing ?

lago. CaJJio hath heere bin feton in the darke Oth. I, I do.
By Rodorigo, and Fellowes that are fcap'd : Def. Then Heauen haue mercy on mee. Oth.
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Otb. Amen, with all my heart. My Lord, my Lord.
Def. If you fay, I hope you will not kill me. Otb .What noife is this ? Not dead? not yet quite dead ?
Otb. Humh. I that am cruell, am yet mercifull,
T>ef. And yet I feare you : for you're fatall then I would not haue thee linger in thy paine ?

When your eyes rowle fo. So, fo.
Why I mould feare, I know not, <^£mil.within. What hoa? my Lord, my Lord ?
Since guiltinefTe I know not : But yet I feele I feare. Oth. Who's there ?

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. e/£W. Oh good my Lord, I would fpeake 13 word
Def. They are Loues I beare to you. with you.
Oth. I, and for that thou dy'ft. Oth. Yes : 'Tis edSmilia : by and by. Shee's dead.
Dtf. That death's vnnaturall, that kils for louing. 'Tis like me comes to fpeake of Ca.ffi°'s death :

Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether-lip ? The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing ?
Some bloody paffion makes your very Frame : Still as the Graue. Shall me come in? Wer't good ?
Thefe are portents: but yet I hope,I hope, I thinke me ftirres againe No,what's beft to do?
They do not point on me. If me come in, mee'l fure fpeake to my wife :

Otb. Peace,and be ftill. My wife, my wife : what wife ? I haue no wife.
Def. I will fo : What's the matter ? Oh infupportable ! Oh heauy houre!
Oth. That Handkerchiefe Me thinkes, it mould be now a huge Eclipfel

Which I fo lou'd,and gaue thee, thou gau'ft to Caffio. Of Sunne, and Moone ; and that th'affrighted Globe
T>ef. No by my Life, and Soule : fend for the man, Did yawne at Alteration.

And aske him. <^£mil. I do befeech you
Oth. Sweet Soule, take heed, take heed of Periury, That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord.

Thou art on thy death-bed. Oth. I had forgot thee : oh come in n^Emilla.
Def. I, but not yet to dye. Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw.
Oth. Prefently. Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now ?

Therefore confefle thee freely of thy finne: Enter t^Emilia.
For to deny each Article with Oath, <^£m\l. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Murthers
Cannot remoue,nor choake the ftrong Conception done.
That 1 do grone withall. Thou art to dye. Oth. What? now?

Def. O Heauen haue mercy on me. ex£>z;/. But now, my Lord.
Oth. I fay, Amen. Oth. It is the very error of the Moone,
Def. And haue you mercy too. I neuer did She comes more neerer Earth then me was wont,

Offend you in my life : neuer lou'd Caffio, And makes men mad.
But with fuch generall warrande of Heauen, <L&mil. Caffwi mY Lord, hath kill'd
As I might loue. I neuer gaue him Token. A young Venetian, call'd Rodorigo.

Otb. By Heauen I faw my Handkerchiefe in's hand. Oth. Rodorigo kill'd ? and Caffio kill'd?
O periur'd woman, thou do'ft ftone my heart, <tAL.mil. No, Caffio is not kill'd.
And makes me call, what I intend to do, Oth. Not Caffio kill'd? Then Murther's out of tune,
A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. And fweet Reuenge growes harm.
I faw the Handkerchiefe. Def. O falfely, falfely murder'd.

Def. He found it then : e^Emil. Alas ! what cry is that ?
I neuer gaue it him : Send, for him hither : Oth. That? What?
Let him confefle a truth.. ^£mil. Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voice.

Otb. He hath confeft.' Helpe, helpe hoa, helpe. Oh Ladie fpeake againe,
Def. What, my Lord ? Sweet Defdemona, oh fweet Miftris, fpeake.
Otb. That he hath vs'd thee. Def. A guiltlefle death, I dye.
Def. How? vnlawfully? cJEmil. Oh who hath done this deed ?
Otb. I. Def. No body : I my felfe, farewell:
Def. He will not fay fo. Commend me to my kinde Lord : oh farewell.
Oth. No : his mouth is ftopp'd : Otb. Why, how mould me be murdred ?

Honeft lago hath 'tane order for't. o-4i#z;/. Alas : who knowes ?
lief. Oh,my feare interprets. What is he dead ? Oth. You heare her fay her felfe, it was not I.
Oth. Had all his haires bin liues, my great Reuenge v£mil. She faid fo : I muft needs report the truth.

Had ftomacke for them all. Otb. She's like a Liar gone to burning hell,
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I vndone. 'Twas I that kill'd her.
Otb.OM Strumpet : weep'ft thou for him to my face? ^£mll. Oh the more Angell me, and you the black-
Def. O banifti me, my Lord, but kill me not. er Diuell.i
Oth. Downe Strumpet. Oth. She turn'd to folly : and me was a whore.
Def. Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. c/£»zj7. Thou do'ft bely her,and thou art a diuell.
Oth. Nay, if you ftriue. Oth. She was falfe as water.
Def. But halfe an houre. cx£W/. Thou art ram as fire, to fay
Oth. Being done, there is no pawfe. That me was falfe. Oh me was heauenly true.
T>ef. But while I fay one prayer. Oth. Caffio did top her : Ask thy husband elfe.
Oth. It is too late. Smothers her, O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell:

tJEmilia at the doore. But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds
e/£»z;7. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa ?i To this extremity. Thy Husband knew it all.
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v£m\l. My Husband ? Emil. Villany, villany, villany :
Oth. Thy Husband. I thinke vpon't, I thinke : I fmel't : O Villany :
c/fiw/Y. That flie was falfe to Wedlocke ? I thought fo then : He kill my felfe for greefe.
Oth. I, with CaJJlo : had fhe bin true, O villany ! villany !

If Heauen would make me fuch another world, lago. What, are you mad ?
Of one entyre and perfedl Chryfolite, I charge you get you home.
I'ld not haue fold her for it. Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me haue leaue to fpeake:

e/£»z//. My Husband? 'Tis proper I obey him ; but not now :
Otb. I, 'twas he that told me on her firft, Perchance lago, I will ne're go home.

An honeft man he is, and hates the (lime Oth. Oh, oh, oh.
That ftickes on filthy deeds. Emil. Nay, lay thee downe,and roare :

t&mll. My Husband ? For thou haft kill'd the fweeteft innocent,
Otb. What needs this itterance, Woman ? That ere did lift vp eye.

I fay, thy Husband. Oth. Oh (he was fowle .'
e/£w;Y. Oh Miftris, I fcarfe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece,

Villany hath made mockes with loue: Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue newly ftopp'd :
My Husband fay (he was falfe ? I know this acle (hewes horrible and grim.

Otb. He, Woman ; Gra. Poore Ttefdemon:
I fay thy Husband : Do'ft vnderftand the word ? I am glad thy Father's dead,
My Friend, thy Husband ; honeft, honeft lago. Thy Match was mortall to him : and pure greefe

&£>nil. If he fay fo, may his pernicious Soule Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he liue now,
Rot halfe a graine a day : he lyes to'th'heart, This fight would make him do a defperate turne :
She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargaine. Yea, curfe his better Angell from his fide,

Otb. Hah ? And fall to Reprobance.
c/Emil. Do thy wotft : Oth. 'Tis pittifull : but yet lago knowes

This deede of thine is no more worthy Heauen, That (he with CaJJio, hath the Acl of (hame,
Then thou was't worthy her. A thoufand times committed. CaJJlo confeft it,

Otb. Peace, you were beft. And (he did gratifie his amorous workes
e/£mll. Thou haft not halfe that powre to do me harm, With that Recognizance and pledge of Loue

As I haue to be hurt. Oh Gull, oh dolt, Which I firft gaue her : I faw it in his hand :
As ignorant as durt : thou haft done a deed It was a Handkerchiefe, an Antique Token
(I care not for thy Sword) He make thee known, My Father gaue my Mother.
Though I loft twenty liues. Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : Emil. Oh Heauen ! oh heauenly Powres !
The Moore hath kill'd my Miftris. Murther, murther. lago. Come, hold your peace.

Emil. 'Twill out, 'twill out. I peace ?
Enter Montana, Gratiano, and lago. No, I will fpeake as liberall as the North ;

Let Heauen, and Men, and Diuels, let them all,
Men. What is the matter ? How now Generall ? All, all, crie (hame againft me, yet He Ipeake.
vEmil. Oh, are you come,/ago : you haue done well, lago. Be wife, and get you home.

That men muft lay their Murthers on your necke. Emil, I will not.
Gra. What is the matter ? Gra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman.
<^£mil. Difproue this Villaine, if thou bee'ft a man : Emil. Oh thou dull Moore,

He fayes, thou told'ft him that his wife was falfe : That Handkerchiefe thou fpeak'ft of
I know thou did'ft not : thou'rt not fuch a Villain. I found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband :
Speake, for my heart is full. For often, with a folemne earneftnefie,

lago. I told him what I thought, (More then indeed belong'd to fuch a Trifle)
And told no more He begg'd of me, to fteale't.
Then what he found himfelfe was apt, and true. lago. Villanous Whore.

t^Emil. But did you euer tell him, Emil. She giue it CaJJlol No, alas I found it,
She was falfe ? And I did giu't my Husband.

lago. I did. lago. Filth, thou lyeft.
vEmil. You told a Lye an odious damned Lye: Emil. By Heauen I do not, I do not Gentlemen :

Vpon my Soule, a Lye ; a wicked Lye. Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what (hould fuch a Foole
Shee falfe with CaJJio ? Do with fo good a wife ?
Did you fay with CaJJlo ? Oth. Are there no (tones in Heauen,

lago. With Ca/io, Miftris ? But what ferues for the Thunder ?
Go too, charme your tongue. Precious Villaine.

Emil. I will not charme my Tongue ; Gra. The woman falles:
I am bound to fpeake, Sure he hath kill'd his Wife.
My Miftris heere lyes murthered in her bed. Emil. I, I : oh lay me by my Miftris fide.

All. Oh Heauens, forefend. Gra. Hee's gone, but his wife's kill'd.
Emil. And your reports haue fet the Murder on. Man. 'Tis a notorious Villain: take you this weapon
Othello. Nay ftare not Mafters, Which I haue recouer'd from the Moore :

It is true indeede. Come guard the doore without, let him not pafle,
Gra. 'Tis a ftrange Truth. But kill him rather. He after that fame villaine,

O monftrous Ac~te. For'tis a damned Slaue. Exit.
Otb.

817
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Oib. I am not valiant neither : Why he hath thus enfnar'd my Soule and Body .

But euery Punie whipfter gets my Sword. lag.Demand me nothing: what you know, you know:
But why fhould Honor out-liue Honefty ? From this time forth, I neuer will fpeake word.
Let it go all. Lod. What? not to pray ?

v£mil. What did thy Song boad Lady ? Cjri'a. Torments will ope your lips.
Hearke, canft thou heare me? I will play the Swan, Oth. Well, thou doft bed.
And dye in Muficke : IVillwgb* Willough, Willough. Lod. Sir,
Moore, fhe was chafte : She lou'd thee, cruell Moore, You fliall vnderftand what hath befalne,
So come my Soule to blifle, as I fpeake true : (Which, as I thinke, you know not) heere is a Letter
So fpeaking as I thinke, alas, 1 dye. Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodorigo,

Oth. I haue another weapon in this Chamber, And heere another, the one of them imports
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : The death of CaJ/io, to be vndertooke
Oh heere it is : Vnkle I muft come forth. By Rodorlgo.

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee deere ; Oth. O Villaine !
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. Caffio. Moft Heatbenifh, and moft groffe.

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake with me, Lod. Now, heere's another difcontented paper
Or naked as I am I will affault thee. Found in his pocket too : and this it feemes

Qra. What is the matter? I(odorigo meant t'haue fent this damned villaine :
Otbel. Behold, I haue a weapon : But that ( belike) lago in the interim

A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine Came in, and fatisfi'd him.
Vpon a Soldiers Thigh. I haue feene the day, Oth. Oh thou pernitious Caitifte ;
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, How came you (Cajfio] by that Handkerchiefe
I haue made my way through more impediments That was my wiues ?
Then twenty times your flop. But (oh vaine boafr) Caffio. I found it in my Chamber :
Who can controll his Fate ? 'Tis not fo now. And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now,
Be not affraid, though you do lee me weapon'd : That there he dropt it for a fpeciall purpofe,
Heere is my iournies end, heere is my butt Which wrought to his defire.
And verie Sea-marke of my vtmoft Saile. Othel. O Foole, foole, foole !
Do you go backe difmaidy 'Tis a loft feare: Caffio. There is befides, in Rodorigo's Letter,
Man but a Rufh againft Othello's breft, How he vpbraides lago, that he made him
And he retires. Where fhould Othello go ? Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came
Now : how doft thou looke now? Oh ill-Starr'd wench, That I was caft : and euen but now he fpake
Pale as thy Smocke : when we fhall meete at compt, (After long feeming dead) lago hurt him,
This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, lago fet him on.
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girle ? Lod. You muft forfake this roome, and go with vs :
Euen like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slaue I Your Power, and your Command is taken off,
Whip me ye Diuels, And CaJJio rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue,
From the poffefiion of this Heauenly fight : If there be any cunning Crueltie,
Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, That can torment him much, and hold him long,
Wafh me in fteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. It fhall be his. You fhall clofe Prifoner reft,
Oh Dejdemon \ dead Defdemon : dead. Oh, oh I Till that the Nature of your fault be knowne

To the Venetian State. Come, bring away.
Enter Lodouico, Caffio, Montana, and lago, Oth, Soft you ; a word or two before you goe :

with Officers. I haue done the State fome feruice, and they know't:
Lod. Where is this rafti, and moft vnfortunate man ? No more of that. I pray you in your Letters,
Oth. That's he that was Othello : heere I am. When you fhall thefe vnluckie deeds relate,
Lod. Where is that Viper ? Speake of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate,

Bring the Villaine forth. Nor fet downe ought in malice.
Oth. I look down towards his feet; but that's a Fable, Then muft you fpeake,

If that thou bee'ft a Diuell, I cannot kill thee. Of one that lou'd not wifely, but too well:
Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. Of one, not eafily lealious, but being wrought,
lago. I bleed Sir, but not kill'd. Perplexed in the extreame : Of one, whofe hand
Othd. I am not forry neither, H'd haue thee liue : (Like the bafe ludean) threw a Pearle away

For in my fenfe, 'tis happinefTe to die. Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whofe fubdu'd Eyes,
Lod. Oh thou Othello, that was once fo good, Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode,

Falne in the praftife of a curfed Slaue, Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees
What fliall be faide to thee. Their Medicinable gumme. Set you downe this:

0;h. Why any thing : And fay befides, that in Aleppo once,
An honourable Murderer, if you will : Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. Eeate a Venetian, and traduc'd the State,

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany : I tooke by th'throat the circumcifed Dogge,
Did you and he confent in Caffio^ death. And fmoate him, thus.

Oth. I. Lod. Oh bloody period.
Caf. Deere General!, I neuer gaue you caufe. Gra. All that is fpoke, is marr'd.
Oth. I do beleeue it, and I aske your pardon : Oth. I kift thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this,

Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Diuell, Killing my felfe, to dye vpon a kiffe. "Dyes
Caffio.
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Caf. This did I feare, but thought he had no weapon ; Let it be hid. Gratiano, keepe the houfe,

For he was great of heart. And feize vpon the Fortunes of the Moore,
Lod. Oh Sparton Dogge : For they fucceede on you. To you, Lord Gouernor,

More fell then Anguifli, Hunger, or the Sea : Remaines th eCenfure of this hellifh villaine :
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of this bed: The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh inforce it:
This is thy worke : My felfe will ftraight aboord, and to the State,
The Obieft poyfons Sight, This heauie Aft, with heauie heart relate. Exeunt.

FINIS.

The Names of the A<5tors. Senators.
Montano, Gouernour of Cyprus./.* *. N

v " * " i Gentlemen of Cyprus.
Lodouico^W Gratiano, two Noble Venetians.

(Thello, the Moore. Saylors.
Brabantio, Father to Defdemona. Clocane.

\ Caffio, an Honourable Lieutenant.
lago, a Villains. Defdemona, Wife to Othello.
Rodorigo, a guild Gentleman. ^Emilia, Wife to lago.
Duke of Venice. Bianca, a Curtezan.
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34°

THETRAGEDI
Anthonie, and Cleopatra.

'"Primus. Scaena

Enter '"Demetrius and Philo. Feeds Beaft as Man ; the Nobleneffe of life
Is to do thus: when fuch a mutuall paire,

Pbi/o. And fuch a twaine can doo't, in which I binde
"Ay, but this dotage of our Generals One paine of punifhment, the world to weete
(Ore-flowes the meafure : thofe his goodly eyes We ftand vp Peereleffe.
| That o're the Files and Mufters of the Warre, Cleo. Excellent falfhood :
THaue glow'd like plated Mars: Why did he marry Fuluia, and not loue her?

Now bend, now turne He feeme the Foole I am not. Anthony will be himfelfe.
The Office and Deuotion of their view Ant. But ftirr'd by Cleopatra.
Vpon a Tawny Front. His Captaines heart, Now for the loue of Loue,and her foft houres,
Which in the fcuffles of great Fights hath burft Let's not confound the time with Conference harfh;
The Buckles on his breft, reneages all temper, There's not a minute of our liues fhould ftretch
And is become the Bellowes and the Fan Without fome pleafure now. What fport to night ?
To coole a Gypfies Luft. Cleo. Heare the Ambaffadors.

Ant. Fye wrangling Queene :
Flourijb. Enter Anthony, Cleopatra her Ladies, the Whom euery thing becomes, to chide, to laugh,

Traine,Tvith Sunucbs fanning her. To weepe : who euery paffion fully ftriues
Looke where they come : To make it felfe (in Thee)faire, and admir'd.
Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him No Meffenger but thine, and all alone, to night
(The triple Pillar of the world) transform'd Wee'l wander through the ftreets,and note
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and fee, The qualities of people. Come my Queene,

Cleo. If it be Loue indeed, tell me how much. Laft night you did defire it. Speake not to vs.
Ant.There's beggery in the loue that can be reckon'd Exeunt vritb the Traine.
Cleo. He fet a bourne how farre to be belou'd. Dem. Is Cafar with Anthonitu priz'd fo flight ?
Ant. Then muft thou needes finde out new Heauen, Philo. Sir fometimes when he is not Anthony,

new Earth. He comes too fhort of that great Property
Enter a Meffenger. Which ftill fliould go with cAnthony.

Mef. Newes(my good Lord)from Rome. Dem. I am full forry, that hee approues the common
Ant. Grates me, the fumme. Lyar.who thus fpeakes of him at Rome ; but I will hope
Cleo. Nay heare them Anthony. of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. Exeunt

Fuluia perchance is angry : Or who knowes,
If the fcarfe-bearded Ciffar haue not fent Enter Enobarbui, Lamprius, a Southfayer, Ranniia, Lucilli-
His powrefull Mandate to you.Do this,or this; uf) Charmian, Iras, Mardian the Eur.uch,
Take in that Kingdome, and Infranchife that: and Alexcti.
Perform't, or elfe we damne thee.

Ant. How, my Loue ? Char. L. Alextu, fweet Alexa6,mofr any thing AlextK,
Cleo. Perchance? Nay, and moft like : almoft moft abfolute Alexai, where's the Soothfayer

You muft not ftay heere longer, your difmiffion that you prais'd fo to'th'Queene ? Oh that I knewe this
Is come from Ccffar, therefore heare it Anthony. Husband, which you fay, muft change his Homes with
Where's Fuluias Proceffe? (CtfJ'ars I would fay) both? Garlands.
Call in the Meffengers : As I am Egypts Queene, Alex. Soothfayer.
Thou blufheft Anthony, and that blood of thine Sooth. Your will ?
Is C<efars homager : elfe fo thy cheeke payes fhame, Char. Is this the Man? Is't you fir that know things ?
When ihrill-tongu'd Fuluia fcolds. The Meflengers. Sootb. In Natures infinite booke of Secrecie, a little I

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch can read.
Of the raing'd Empire fall : Heere is my fpace, Alex. Shew him your hand.
Kingdomes are clay : Our dungie earth alike Enob. Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine enough,

Cleopa
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^Anthony and Cleopatra.
Cleopatra's health to drinke. Char. Not he, the Queene.

Char. Good fir, giue me good Fortune. Cleo. Saue you, my Lord.
Sootb. I make not, but forefee. Enob. No Lady.
Char. Pray then, forefee me one. ! Cleo. Was he not heere ?
Sooth. You (hall be yet farre fairer then you are. Char. No Madam.
Char. He meanes in flefh. Cleo. He was difpos'd to mirth, but on the fodaine
Iras. No, you (hall paint when you are old. A Romane thought hath ftrooke him.
Char. Wrinkles forbid. Enobarbui ?
eAlex. Vex not his prefcience, be attentiue. Snob. Madam.
Char. Hufli. C/ra.Seeke him, and bring him hither: wher's Alexias ?
Sooth. You (hall be more belouing, then beloued. Alex. Heere at your feruice.
Char. I had rather heate my Liner with drinking. My Lord approaches.
Alex. Nay, heare him.
Char. Good now fome excellent Fortune : Let mee Enter Anthony, with a

be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow Cleo. We will not looke vpon him :
them all : Let me haue a Childe at fifty, to whom Herode Go with vs. Exeunt.
of Jewry may do Homage. Finde me to marrie me with Me/en. Fuluia thy Wife,
QElauiiu, C<zfar, and companion me with my Miftris. Firft came into the Field.

Sooth. You fhall out-liue the Lady whom you ferue. Ant. Againft my Brother Lucius ?
Char. Oh excellent, I loue long life better then Figs. Mfffen. I : but foone that Warre had end,
Sooth. You haue feene and proued a fairer former for- And the times ftate

tune, then that which is to approach. Made friends of them, ioynting their force 'gainft Ctefar,
Char. Then belike my Children (hall haue no names: Whofe better iffue in the warre from Italy,

Prythee how many Boyes and Wenches muft I haue. Vpon the firft encounter draue them.
Sooth. If euery of your wiflies had a wombe, & fore- Ant. Well, what worft.

tell euery wi(h, a Million. Mejf. The Nature of bad newes infefts the Teller.
Char. Out Foole, I forgiue thee for a Witch. Ant. When it concernes the Foole or Coward : On.
Ahx. You thinke none but your (heets are priuie to Things that are paft, are done, with me. 'Tis thus,

your wiflies. Who tels me true, though in his Tale lye death,
Char. Nay come, tell IrM hers. I heare him as he flatter'd.
Alex. Wee'l know all our Fortunes. Mef. Labienus (this is ftiffe-newes)
Enob. Mine, and moft of our Fortunes to night, (hall Hath with his Parthian Force

be drunke to bed. Extended Afia : from Euphrates 'his conquering
Iras. There's a Palme prefages Chaftity, if nothing els. Banner fhooke, from Syria to Lydia,
Char. E'ne as the o're-flowing Nylus prefageth Fa- And to Ionia, whil'ft -

mine. Ant. Anthony thou would'ft fay.
Iras. Go you wilde Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. Mef. Oh my Lord.
Char. Nay, if an oyly Palme bee not a fruitfull Prog- Ant. Speake to me home,

noftication, I cannot fcratch mine eare. Prythee tel her Mince not the general! tongue, name
but a worky day Fortune. Cleopatra as (he is call'd in Rome :

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike. Raile thou in Fuluia s phrafe, and taunt my faults
Iras. But how, but how, giue me particulars. With fuch full Licenie, as both Truth and Malice
Sooth. I haue faid. Haue power to vtter. Oh then we bring forth weeds,
Iras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better then /he? When our quicke windes lye ftil], and our illes told vs
Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better Is as our earing : fare thee well awhile.

then I : where would you choofe it. Mef. At your Noble pleafure. Exit Meffenger.
Iras. Not in my Husbands nofe. Enter another Mejfenger.
Char. Our worfer thoughts Heauens mend. Ant. From Scicion how the newes ? Speake there.
Alexai. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him i . Mef. The man from Scicion,

mary a woman that cannot go, fweet I/is, I befeech thee, Is there fuch an one ?
and let her dye too,1 and giue him a worfe, and let worfe 2. Mef, He ftayes vpon your will.
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to fAnt, Let him appeare :
his graue, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good I/is heare me this Thefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I muft breake,
Prayer, though thou denie me a matter of more waight : Or loofe my felfe in dotage.
good I/is I befeech thee.

Iras. Amen,deere GoddefTe, heare that prayer of the Enter another <3V[effenger faith a Letter.
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome
man loofe-Wiu'd, fo it is a deadly forrow, to beholde a What are you ?
foule Knaue vncuckolded : Therefore deere I/is keep de- 3 .c^fe/. Fuluia thy wife is dead.
corum, and Fortune him accordingly. Ant. Where dyed (he.

Char. Amen. Mef. In Scicion, her length of fickneffe,
Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their hands to make mee a With what elfe more ferious,

Cuckold, they would make themfelues Whores,, but Importeth thee to know, this beares.
they'ld doo't. Antho. Forbeare me

Enter Cleopatra. There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire it :
Enob. Hu(h, heere comes Anthony. What our contempts doth often hurle from vs, W,.
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342 'The Tragedie of
We wifh it ours againe. The prefent pleafure, Till his deferts are paft, begin to throw
By reuolution lowring, does become Pompey the great, and all his Dignities
The oppofite of it felfe : /he's good being gon, Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power,
The hand could plucke her backe, that fhou'd her on. Higher then both in Blood and Life,ftands vp
I muft from this enchanting Queene breake off, For the maine Souldier. Whofe quality going on.
Ten thoufand harmes, more then the illes I know The fides o'th'world may danger. Much is breeding,
My idlenerte doth hatch. Which like the Courfers heire, hath yet but life,

Enter Bnobarbiti. And not a Serpents poyfon. Say our pleafure,
How now Enobarbiu. To fuch whofe places vnder vs, require

Eno. What's your pleafure, Sir ? Our quicke remoue from hence,
Antb. I muft with hafte from hence. Enob. I fliall doo't.
Eno. Why then we kill all our Women. We fee how

mortall an vnkindnefTe is to them, if they fuffer our de- Enter Cleopatra, Cbarmian, AlexaJ,and Irat.
parture death's the word.

Ant. I muft be gone. Cleo. Where is he ?
Eno. Vnder a compelling an occafion, let women die. Char. I did not fee him fince.

It were pitty to caft them away for nothing, though be- C/eo. See where he is,
tweene them and a great .caufe, they fhould be efteemed Whofe with him, what he does:
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leaft noyfe of this, I did not fend you. If you finde him fad,
dies inftantly : I haue feene her dye twenty times vppon Say I am dauncing: if in Myrth, report
farre poorer moment : 1 do think there is mettle in death, That I am fodaine ficke. Quicke,and returne.
which commits fome louing adle vpon her, fhe hath fuch Char. Madam, me thinkes if you did loue him deerly,
a celerity in dying. You do not hold the method, to enforce

Ant. She is cunning paft mans thought. The like from him.
Eno. Alacke Sir no, her paflions are made of nothing Cleo. What ihould I do, I do not ?

but the fineft part of pure Loue. We cannot cal her winds Cb.ln each thing giue him way,croffe him in nothing.
and waters, fighes and teares: They are greater frormes Cleo. Thou teacheft like a foole:the way to lofe him.
and Tempefts then Almanackes can report. This cannot Char. Tempt him not fo too farre. I wifh forbeare,
be cunning in her j if it be, ihe makes a fhowre of Raine In time we hate that which we often feare.
as well as loue. Enter Anthony.

Ant. Would I had neuer feene her. But heere comes Anthony.
Eno. Oh fir, you had then left vnfeene a wonderfull Cleo. I am ficke, and fullen.

peece of worke, which not to haue beene bleft withall, An. I am forry to giue breathing to my purpofe.
would haue difcredited your Trauaile. Cleo. Helpe me away deere Charmian,\ fliall fall,

Ant, Fuluia is dead. It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature
Eno. Sir. Will not fuftaine it.

Ant. Fuluia is dead. Ant. Now my deereft Queene.
Eno. Fuluia ? Cleo. Pray you ftand farther from mee.
Ant. Dead. Ant. What's the matter?

Eno. Why fir, giue the Gods a thankefull Sacrifice : Cleo.\ know by that fame eye ther's fome good news.
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man What fayes the married woman you may goe ?
from him, it fhewes to man the Tailors of the earth: com- Would fhe had neuer giuen you leaue to come.
forting therein, that when olde Robes areiworne out, Let her not fay 'tis I that keepe you heere,
there are members to make new. If there were no more I haue no power vpon you : Hers you are.
Women but Fuluia, then had you indeede a cut, and the Ant. The Gods beft know.
cafe to be lamented: This greefe is crown'd with Confo- Cleo. Oh neuer was there Queene
lation, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Petticoate, So mightily betrayed : yet at the fitft
and indeed the teares liue in an Onion, that fhould water I faw the Treafons planted.
this forrow. Ant. Cleopatra.

Ant. The bufineffe fhe hath broached in the State, Cleo. Why fhould I thinke you can be mine, & true,
Cannot endure my abfence. (Though you in fwearing fhake the Throaned Gods)

Eno. And the bufinefTe you haue broach'd heere can- Who haue beene falfe to Fuluia ?
not be without you, efpecially that of Cleopatra's, which Riotous madneffe,
wholly depends on your abode. To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vowes,

Ant. No more light Anfweres : Which breake themfelues in fwearing.
Let our Officers Ant. Moft fweet Queene.
Haue notice what we purpofe. I fhall breake Cleo. Nay pray you feeke no colour for your going,
The caufe of our Expedience to the Queene, But bid farewell, and goe :
And get her loue to part. For not alone When you fued flaying,
The death of Fuluia, with more vrgent touches Then was the time for words : No going then,
Do ftrongly fpeake to vs : but the Letters too Eternity was in our Lippes, and Eyes,
Of many our contriuing Friends in Rome, BlifTe in our browes bent : none our parts fo poore,
Petition vs at home. Sextos Pompeiut But was a race of Heauen. They are fo ftill,
Haue giuen the dare to Ctfj'ar, and commands Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world,
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people, Art turn'd the greateft Lyar.
Whofe Loue is neuer link'd to the deferuer, Ant, How now Lady ?
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Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou fhould'ft know Since my becommings kill me, when they do not

There were a heart in Egypt. Eye well to you. Your Honor calles you hence,
Ant. Heare me Queene : Therefore be deafe to my vnpittied Folly,

The ftrong neceffity of Time, commands And all the Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword
Our Seruicles a-while : but my full heart Sit Lawrel! viclory, and fmooth fucccffe
Remaines in vfe with you. Our Italy, Be ftrew'd before your feete.i
Shines o're with ciuill Swords; Sexttu Pompem Ant. Let vs go.
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, Come : Our feparation fo abides and flies,
Equality of two Domefticke powers, That thou reciding heere, goes yet with mee ;
Breed fcrupulous faction : The hated growne to ftrength And I hence fleeting, heere remaine with thee.
Are newly growne to Loue : The condemn'd Pompey, Away. Exeunt.
Rich in his Fathers Honor,creepes apace
Into the hearts of fuch,as haue not thriued Enter OElau'wt reading a Letter, Lepiduf,
Vpon the prefent ftate,whofe Numbers threaten, and their Traine.
And quietneffe growne ficke of reft, would purge
By any defperate change : My more particular, CeeJ. You may fee Lefidus,and henceforth know,
And that which moft with you fhould fafe my going, It is not Ccffars Naturall vice, to hate
Is Fuluia-s death. One great Competitor. From Alexandria
Cleo.Though age from folly could not giue me freedom This is the newes : He fifhes, drinkes, and waftes

It does from childifhneffe. Can Fulula dye? The Lampes of night in reuell : Is not more manlike
Ant. She's dead my Queene. Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolomy

Looke heere, and at thy Soueraigne leyfure read More Womanly then he. Hardly gaue audience
The Garboyles fhe awak'd : at the laft, beft, Or vouchfafe to thinke he had Partners. You
See when,and where fhee died. Shall finde there a man, who is th'abftrafts of all faults,

Cleo. O moft falfe Loue I That all men follow.

Where be the Sacred Violles thou fhould'ft fill Lep. I muft not thinke
With forrowfull water ? Now I fee, I fee, There are, euils enow to darken all his goodneffe:
In Fuluicu death, how mine receiu'd fhall be. His faults in him,feeme as the Spots of Heauen,

tAnt. Quarrell no more, but bee prepar'd to know More fierie by nights Blacknefle ; Hereditarie,
The purpofes I beare : which are, or ceafe, Rather then purchafte : what he cannot change,
As you {hall giue th'aduice. By the fire Then what he choofes.
That quickens Nylus dime, I go from hence CeE$. You are too indulgent. Let's graunt it is not
Thy Souldier, Seruant, making Peace or Warre, Amifle to tumble on the bed of Ptolomy,
As thou affefts. To giue a Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit

Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian come, And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slaue,
But let it be, I am quickly ill, and well, To reele the ftreets at noone, and ftand the Buffet
So Anthony loues. With knaues that fmels of fweate : Say this becoms him

Ant. My precious Queene forbeare, (As his compofure muft be rare indeed,
And giue true euidence to his Loue, which ftands Whom thefe things cannot blemifh) yet muft Anthony
An honourable Triall. No way excufe his foyles, when we do beare

£leo. So Fuluia told me. So great waight in his lightnefle. If he fill'd
I prythee turne afide,and weepe for her, His vacancie with his VoluptuoufnefTe,
Then bid adiew to me, and fay the teares Full furfets, and the drinefie of his bones,
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene Call on him for't. But to confound fuch time,
Of excellent diffembling,and let it looke That drummes him from his fport, and fpeakes as lowd
Like perfedl Honor. As his owne State, and ours, 'tis to be chid :

Ant. You'l heat my blood no more? As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge,
Cleo. You can do better yet : but this is meetly. Pawne their experience to their prefent pleafure,
Ant. Now by Sword. And fo rebell to iudgement.
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. Enter a Meffenger.

But this is not the beft. Looke prythee Charmian, Lep. Heere's more newes.
How this Herculean Roman do's become Mef. Thy biddings haue beene done, & euerie houre
The carriage of his chafe. Moft Noble Cafar, (halt thou haue report

Ant. lie leaue you Lady. How 'tis abroad. Tompey is ftrong at Sea,
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word : And it appeares,he is belou'd of thofe

Sir, you and I muft part, but that's not it: That only haue feard Ctffar : to the Ports
Sir, you and I haue lou'd, but there's not it: The difcontents repaire, and mens reports
That you know well, fomething it is I would : Giue him much wrong'd.
Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, Ctef. I fhould haue knowne no lefTe,
And I am all forgotten. It hath bin taught vs from the primall ftate

Ant. But that your Royalty That he which is was wifht, vntill he were:
Holds IdlenefTe your fubiedt, I fhould take you And the ebb'd man,
For Idleneffe it felfe. Ne're lou'd, till ne're worth loue,

Cleo. 'Tis fweating Labour, Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common bodie,
To beare fuch IdleneiTe fo neere the heart Like to a Vagabond Flagge vpon the Streame,
As Cleopatra this. But Sir, forgiue me, Goes too,and backe, lacking the varrying tydeX 2 TO
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To rot it felfe with motion. Or does he walke? Or is he on his Horfe ?

Mef. Ctefar I bring thee word, Oh happy horfe to beare the weight of Anthony \
Menacrates and Menas famous Pyrates Do brauely Horfe, for wot'ft thou whom thou moou'ft,
Makes the Sea ferue them, which they eare and wound The demy Atlat of this Earth, the Arme
With keeles of euery kinde. Many hot inrodes And Burganet of men. Hee's fpeaking now,
They make in Italy, the Borders Maritime Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nyle,
Lacke blood to thinke on't, and flufh youth reuolt, (For fo he cals me:) Now I feede my felfe
No VefTell can peepe forth : but 'tis as foone With moft delicious poyfon. Thinke on me
Taken as feene : for Pompeyes name ftrikes more That am with Phoebus amorous pinches blacke,
Then could his Warre refifted. And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted C/efar,

Ccefar. Anthony, When thou was't heere aboue the ground, I was
Leaue thy lafciuious VafTailes. When thou once A morfell for a Monarke : and great Pompey
Was beaten from <3VLedena, where thou flew'ft Would fland and make his eyes grow in my brow,
H'njiuA, and Paufa Confuls, at thy heele There would he anchor his Afped, and dye
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ft againft, With looking pn his life.
(Though daintily brought vp) with patience more
Then Sauages could fuffer. Thou did'ft drinke Enter Alex'M from Cizjar.
The fhle of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle Alex. Soueraigne of Egypt, haile.
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy pallat the did daine Cleo. How much vnlike art thou Mar^e Anthony?
The roughed Berry, on the rudeft Hedge. Yet comming from him, that great Med'cine hath
Yea, like the Stagge, when Snow the Pafture fheets, With his Tinft gilded thee.
The barkes of Trees thou brows'd. On the Alpes, How goes it with my braue Marine Anthonie?
It is reported thou did'ft eate ftrange fleih, Alex. Laft thing he did (deere Qu ene)
Which fome did dye to looke on : And all this He kift the laft of many doubled kiifes
(It wounds thine Honor that I fpeake it now) This Orient Pearle. His fpeech ftickes in my heart.
Was borne fo like a Soldiour, that thy cheeke Cleo. Mine eare muft plucke it thence.
So much as lank'd not. Alex. Good Friend, quoth he :

Lef. 'Tis pitty of him. Say the firme Roman to great Egypt fends
Ctef. Let his fhames quickely This treafure of an Oyfter : at whole foote

Driue him to Rome, 'tis time we twaine To mend the petty prefent, I will peece
Did iliew our felues i'th'Field, and to that end Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomes. All the Eaft,
AfTemble me immediate counfell, fompey (Say thou) /hall call her Miftris. So he nodded,
Thriues in our Idleneffe. And foberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede,

Lef. To morrow Ctefar, Who neigh'd fo hye, that what I would haue {poke,
I fhall be furnifht to informe you rightly Was beaftly dumbe by him.
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able Cleo. What was he fad, or merry ?
To front this prefent time. Alex. Like to the time o'th'yeare, between y extremes

Ctff.Til which encounter, it is my bufines too.Farwell. Of hot and cold, he was nor fad nor merrie.
Lep.Farwell my Lord, what you ilial know mean time Cleo. Oh well diuided difpofition: Note him,

Of ftirres abroad, I mall befeech you Sir Note him good Charmian^t'te the man ; but note him.
To let me be partaker. He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe

Caejar. Doubt not fir, I knew it for my Bond. Exeunt That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie,
Enter (Cleopatra, Charmianilras,& Mardian. Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay

Cleo. Cbarmian. In Egypt with his ioy, but betweene both.
Char. Madam. Oh heauenly mingle ! Bee'ft thou fad, or merrie,
Cleo. Ha, ha, giue me to drinke Mandragoru. The violence of either thee becomes,
Char. Why Madam ? So do's it no mans elfe. Met'ft thou my Pofts?
Cleo. That I might fleepe out this great gap of time : Alex. I Madam, twenty feuerall Meffengers.

My Anthony is away. Why do you fend fo thicke?
Char, You thinke of him too much. Cleo. Who's borne that day, when I forget to fend
Cleo. O 'tis Treafon. to Anthonle, fhall dye a Begger. Inke and paper Cbar-
Char. Madam, I truft not fo. mian. Welcome my good Alextu. Did I Charmian, e-
Clio. Thou, Eunuch <&fardian? uer loue C>ftar fo ?
Mar. What's your Highneffe pleafure ? Char. Oh that braue Ctefarl
Cleo. Not now to heare thee fing. I take no pleafure Cleo. Be choak'd with fuch another Emphafis,

In ought an Eunuch ha's : Tis well for thee, Say the braue Anthony.
That being vnfeminar'd, thy freer thought? Char. The valiant Cajar.
May not flye forth of Egypt. Haft thou Affections ? Cleo. By I/fr, I will giue thee bloody teeth,

Mar. Yes gracious Madam. If thou with Ctefar Parago nagaine :
Cleo. Indeed ? My man of men.
Mar. Not in deed Madam, for I can do nothing Char. By your moft gracious pardon,

But what in deede is honeft to be done : I fing but after you.
Yet haue I fierce Affections,and thinke Cleo. My Sallad dayes,
What Venus did with Mars. When I was greene in Judgement, cold in blood,

Cleo. Oh Charmlon : To fay, as I faide then. But come, away,
Where think'ft thou he is now? Stands he, or fits he? Get me Inke and Paper,
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he fhall haue euery day a feuerall greeting, or He vnpeo- Enter Enobarbia and LepidtU.
ple Egypt. Exeunt Lef. Good Enobarbiu, 'tis a worthy deed,

Enter Pompey , Menecrates, and Menai,in And fhall become you well, to intreat your Captaine
marline manner. To loft and gentle fpeech.

Pom. If the great Gods be iuft,they lhall affift Enob. I fhall intreat him
The deeds of iufteft men. To anfwer like himfelfe : if Ccffur moue him,

Mene. Know worthy Pompey, that what they do de- Let Anthony looke ouer Cafars head,
lay,they not deny. And fpeake as lowd as Mars. By lupiter,

Pom. Whiles we are futors to their Throne, decayes Were I the wearer of Anthonio's Beard,
the thing we fue for. I would not fhaue't to day.

extern. We ignorant of our felues, Lep. 'Tis not a time for priuate ftomacking.
Begge often our owne harmes,which the wife Powres Eno. Euery time ferues for the matter that is then
Deny vs for our good : fo finde we profit borne in't.
By loofing of our Prayers. Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft giue way.

Tom. I fhall do well : Eno. Not if the fmall come firft.

The people loue me, and the Sea is mine ; Lep. Your fpeech is pafTion : but pray you ftirre
My powers are CrefTent, and my Auguring hope No Embers vp. Heere comes the. Noble Anthony.
Sayes it will come to'th'full. Marly Anthony Enter Anthony and Ventidiut.
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make Eno. And yonder Cajar.
No warres without doores. Ceejar gets money where Enter Ctffar, Mecenas, and Agrippa.
He loofes hearts : Lefidui flatters buth, Ant. If we compofe well heere, to Parthia :
Or" both is flatter'd : but he neither loues, Hearke Ventid'rM.
Nor either cares for him, C<efar. I do not know Mecenas, aske Agrippa.

Mene. Ccfjar and Lepidnt are in the field, Lep. Noble Friends:
A mighty ftrength they carry. That which combin'd vs was moft great,and let not

Pom. Where haue you this? 'Tis falfe. A leaner action rend vs. What's amifle,
Mene. From Si/uius, Sir. May it be gently heard. When we debate
Pom.He dreames : 1 know they are in Rome together Our triuiall difference loud, we do commit

Looking for Anthony : but all the charmes of Loue, Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners,
Salt Cleofatra foften thy wand lip, The rather for I earneftly befeech,
Let Witchcraft ioyne with Beauty, Luft with both, Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft tearmes,
Tye vp the Libertine in a field of Feafts, Nor curftnefTe grow to'th'matter.
Keepe his Braine fuming. Epicurean Cookes, cAnt. 'Tis fpoken well:
Sharpen with cloylefTe fawce his Appetite, Were we before our Armies, and to fight,
That fleepe and feeding may prorogue his Honour, I fhould do thus. Fkurijh.
Euen till a Lethied dulnefTe " C<?f. Welcome to Rome.

Enter Varr'wi. Ant. Thanke you.
How now Varriiu ? Caf. Sit.

Var. This is moft certaine, that I fhall deliuer: Ant, Sit fir.
f^Markf Anthony is euery houre in Rome Ctff. Nay then.
Expected. Since he went from Egypt, 'tis Ant. I learne, you take things ill, which are not fo:
A fpace for farther Trauaile. Or being,concerne you not.

Pom. I could haue giuen lefTe matter C<xf. I muft be laught at,if or for nothing,or a little, 1
A better eare. Menas, I did not thinke Should fay my felfe offended, and with you
This amorous Surfetter would haue donn'd his Helme Chiefely i'th'world. More laught at,that I fhould
For fuch a petty Warre : His Souldierfhip Once name you derogately : when to found your name
Is twice the other twaine : But let vs reare It not concern'd me.

The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring Ant. My being in Egypt &f/ar,what was't to you?
Can from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke Ctef. No more then my redding heere at Rome
The neere Luft-wearied Anthony. Might be to you in Egypt : yet if you there

Mene. I cannot hope, Did practife on my State,your being in Egypt
Cafar and Anthony fhall well greet together; Might be my queftion.
His Wife that's dead , did trefpafTes to Ctefar, cAnt. How intend you, pradtis'd ?
His Brother wan'd vpon him,although I thinke Caf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent,
Not mou'd by Anthony. By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother

Pom. I know not Menas, Made warres vpon me, and their conteftation
How lefTer Enmities may giue way to greater, Was Theame for you, you were the word of warre.
Were't not that we ftand vp againft them all : Ant.You do miftake your bufines, my Brother neuer
'Twer pregnant they fhould fquare between themfelues, Did vrge me in his Aft : I did inquire it,
For they haue entertained caufe enough And haue my Learning from fome true reports
To draw their fwords : but how the feare of vs That drew their fwords with you, did he not rather
May Ciment their diuifions, and binde vp Difcredit my authority with yours,
The petty difference, we yet not know : And make the warres alike againft my ftomacke,
Bee't as our Gods will haue't ; it onely ftand s Hauing alike your caufe. Of this, my Letters
Our liues vpon, to vfe our ftrongeft hands Before did fatisfie you. If you'l patch a quarrell,
Come Menas. Bxcunt. As matter whole you haue to make it with,

It
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It muft not be with this. We fliall remaine in friend/hip,our conditions

Ctej. You praife your felfe, by laying defects of iudge- So diffring in their acts. Yet if I knew,
ment to me : but you patent vp your excufes. What Hoope mould hold vs ftaunch from edge to edge

Anth. Not fo,not fo : Ath'world : I would periue it.
I know you could not lacke, I am certaine on't, Agrl. Glue me leaue Cajar.
Very neceffity of this thought, that I Ctffar. Speake Agrippa.
Your Partner in the caufe 'gainft which he fought, Agrl. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mothers fide,admir'd
Could not with gracefull eyes attend thofe Warres Offauia r Great <&farl^Antbony is now a widdower.
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wife, Ctffar.Szy not,fay Agrippa; if Cleopater heard you,your
I would you had her fpirit,in fuch another, proofe were well deferued of raflinefTe.
The third oth'world is yours ,which with a Snaffle, Anth. I am not marryed Cafar : let me heere Agrippa
You may pace eafie, but not fuch a wife. further fpeake.

Enobar. Would we had all fuch wiues, that the men Agrl. To hold you in perpetuall ami tie,
might go to Warres with the women. To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts

Antb. So much vncurbable, her Garboiles (Ccfjar) With an vn-flipping knot, take Anthony,
Made out of her impatience : which not wanted Oftauia to his wife : whofe beauty claimes
Shrodeneffe of policie to : I greeuing grant, No worfe a husband then the beft of men : whofe
Did you too much difquiet, for that you|muft, Venue,and whofe generall graces, fpeake
But fay I could not helpe it. That which none elfe can vtter. By this marriage,

Ctrfar. I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you All little leloufies which now feeme great,
Did pocket vp my Letters : and with taunts And all great feares, which now import their dangers,
Did gibe my Mifiue out of audience. Would then be nothing. Truth's would be tales,

Ant. Sir,he fell vpon me, ere admitted, then : Where now halfe tales be truth's : her loue to both,
Three Kings I had newly feafted,and did want Would each to other,and all loues to both
Of what I was i'th'morning.-but next day Draw after her. Pardon what I haue fpoke,
J told him of my felfe, which was as much For 'tis a ftudied not a prefent thought,
As to haue askt him pardon. Let this Fellow By duty ruminated.
Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend Antb. Will C<tfar fpeake ?
Out of our queftion wipe him. Ctefar. Not till he heares how Anthony is toucht,

Cafar. You haue broken the Article of your oath, With what is fpoke already.
which you Jhall neuer haue tongue to charge me with. Anth. What power is in Agrippa,

Lep. Soft Ccffar. If I would fay Agrippa, be it fo,
Ant. No Lepiduf ,\et. him fpeake, To make this good ?

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, Q<ffar. The power of Ciffar,
Suppofing that I lackt it : but on C<?far, And his power,vnto Ofiauia.
The Article of my oath. Anth, May I neuer

Cifjar. To lend me Armes, and aide when I requir'd (To this good purpofe,that fo fairely flievves)
them,the which you both denied. Dreame of impediment : let me haue thy hand

Antb. Neglected rather: Further this act of Grace : and from this houre,
And then when poyfoned houres had bound me vp The heart of Brothers gouerne in our Loues,
From mine owne knowledge,as neerely as I may, And fway our great Defignes.
He play the penitent to you. But mine honefty, Ctffar. There's my hand:
Shall not make poore my greatneffe,nor my power A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother
Worke without it. Truth is, that Fuluia, Did euer loue fo deerely. Let her liue
To haue me out of Egypt.made Warres heeie, To ioyne our kingdomes,and our hearts, and neuer
For which my felfe, the ignorant modue, do Flie oft" our Loues againe.
So farre aske pardon,as befits mine Honour Lefi. Happily, Amen .
To ftoope in fuch a cafe. Ant. I did not think to draw my Sword 'gainft Pompey,

Lep. 'Tis Noble fpoken. For he hath laid ftrange courtefies, and great
Mece. If it might pieafe you,to enforce no further Of late vpon me. I muft thanke him onely,

The griefes betweene ye: to forget them quite, Leaft my remembrance,fuffer ill report :
Were to remember : that the prefent neede, At heele of that, dene him.
Speakes to attone you. Lefi. Time cals vpon's,

Lep. Worthily fpoken Mecencu. Of vs muft Pompey prefently be fought,
Enobar. Or if you borrow one anothers Loue for the Or elfe he feekes out vs.

inftant, you may when you heare no more words of Antb. Where lies he ?
Pompey returne it againe : you fliall haue time to wrangle Cafar. About the Mount-Mefena.
in, when you haue nothing elfe to do. Antb. What is his ftrength by land ?

Antb. Thou art a Souldier,onely fpeake no more. Ctffar. Great,and encreafing :
Enob. That trueth fhould be filent, I had almoft for- But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafter.

got. Anth. So is the Fame,
Antb. You wrong this prefence, therefore fpeake no Would we had fpoke together. Haft we for it,

more. Yet ere we put our felues in Armes,difpatch we
Enob. Go too then : your Confiderate ftone. The bufmeffe we haue talkt of.
Ccejar. I do not much diflike the matter, but Ctffar. With moft gladneffe,

The manner of his fpeech : for't cannot be; And do inuite you to my Sifters view,
Whe-
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Whether ftraight He lead you. She made great Ctefar lay his Sword to bed,

Anth. Let vs Lepidus not lacke your companie. He ploughed her, and /he cropt.
Lep. Noble ^4/itbony, not fickeneffe ihould detaine Eno. I faw her once

me. Hop forty Paces through the publicke ftreete,
Flourijh. Exit omnes. And hauing loft her breath, fhe fpoke,and panted,

Manet Enobarbiu, Agrippa, Mecenai. That fhe did make defecT:, perfection,
Mec. Welcome from /Egypt Sir. And breathlefle powre breath forth.
Sno. Halfe the heart of Ctefar, worthy Mecencu. My Mece. Now Anthony, muft leaue her vtterly.

honourable Friend Agrippa. Eno. Neuer he will not :
*Agrt. Good Snobarbtu. Age cannot wither her, nor cuftome ftale
Mece. We haue caufe to be glad, that matters are fo Her infinite variety -.other women cloy

well difgefted : you ftaid well by't in Egypt. The appetites they feede, but fhe makes hungry,
Enob. I Sir, we did fleepe day out of countenaunce : Where moft /he fatisfies. For vildeft things

and made the night light with drinking. Become themfelues in her, that the holy Priefts
Mece. Eight Wilde-Boares rofted whole at a break- BlefTe her, when /he is Riggifh.

faft : and but twelue perfons there. Is this true ? Mece If Beauty, Wifedome, Modefty,can fett le
.Eno.This was but as a Flye by an Eagle:we had much The heart of Anthony \Qfiauia is

more monftrous matter of Feaft, which worthily defer- A blefled Lottery to him.
ued noting. Agrip. Let vs go. Good Enobarbui, make your felfe

Mecen as. She's a moft triumphant Lady, if report be my gueft, whilft you abide heere.
fquare to her. Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt

Enob. When /he firft met Marine Anthony, fhe* purft
vp his heart vpon the Riuer of Sidnis. Enter Anthony, Ctefar, Ofiauia betweene them.

Agri. There /he appear'd indeed : or my reporter de-
uis'd well for her. Anth. The world,and my great office, will

Eno. I will tell you, Sometimes deuide me from your bofome.
The Barge fhe fat in, like a burnifht Throne Ofia. All which time, before the Gods my knee fhall
Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, bowe my ptayers to them for you.
Purple the Sailes :and fo perfumed that Anth. Goodnight Sir. My Ofiauia
The Windes were Loue-ficke. Read not my blemi/hes in the worlds report :
With them the Owers were Siluer, I haue not kept my fquare, but that to come
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke, and made Shall all be done byth'Rule : good night deere Lady :
The water which they beate,to follow fafter; Good night Sir.
As amorous of their ftrokes. For her owne perfon, Ccejar. Goodnight. Exit.
It beggerd all difcription,/he did lye Enter Soothjaier.
In her Pauillion, cloth of Gold,of Ti/Tue, Anth. Now firrah : you do wifh your felfe in Egypt ?
O're-picturing that Venns, where we fee Sooth. Would I had neuer come from thence, nor you
The fancie out-worke Nature. On each fide her, thither.
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes.like fmiling Cupids, Ant. If you can, your reafon ?
With diuers coulour'd Fannes whofe winde did feeme, Sooth.l fee it in my motion :haue it not in my tongue,
To gloue the delicate cheekes which they did coole, But yet hie you to Egypt againe.
And what they vndid did. Antho. Say to me, whofe Fortunes fhall rife higher

Agrip- Oh rare for Anthony, Ctefars or mine ?
Eno. Her Gentlewoman,like the Nereides, Soot.&e/irs.Therefore(oh Antbony}tey not by his fide

So many Mer-maides tended her i'th'eyes, Thy Daemon that thy fpirit which keepes thee, is
And made their bends adornings. At the Helme. Noble, Couragious, high vnmatchable,
A feeming Mer-maide fteeres: The Silken Tackle, Where Cafars is not. But neere him, thy Angell
Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands, Becomes a feare : as being o're-powr'd, therefore
That yarely frame the office.From the Barge Make fpace enough betweene you.
A ftrange inuifible perfume hits the fenfe Anth. Speake this no more.
Of the adiacent Wharfes. The Citty caft Sooth. To none but thee no more but: when to thee,
Her people out vpon her : and Anthony If thou doft play with him at any game,
Enthron'd i'th'Market-place,did fit alone, Thou art fure to loofe : And of that Naturall lucke,
Whifling to'th'ayre : which but for vacancie, He beats thee 'gainft the oddes. Thy Lufter thickens,
Had gone to gaze on Cleopater too, When he fhines by : I fay againe, thy fpirit
And made a gap in Nature. Is all affraid to gouerne thee neere him :

tAgri. Rare Egiptian. But he alway 'tis Noble.
Sno. Vpon her landing, Anthony fent to her, Anth. Get thee gone :

Inuited her to Supper : fhe replyed, Say to Ventigiui I would fpeake with him. Exit.
It fhould be better, he became her gueft: He fhall to Parthia, be it Art or hap,
Which fhe entreated, our Courteous Anthony, He hath fpoken true. The very Dice obey him,
Whom nere the word of no woman hard fpeake, And in our fports my better cunning faints,
Being barber'd ten times o're,goes to the Feaft ; Vnder his chance, if we draw lots he fpeeds,
And for his ordinary, paies his heart, His Cocks do winne the Battaile, ftill of mine,
For what his eyes eate onely. When it is all to naught : and his Quailes euer

Agri. Royall Wench : Beate mine(in hoopt) at odd's. I will to Egypte:And
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And though I make this marriage for my peace, Cleo. Well, go too I will :
I'th'Eaft my pleafure lies. Oh come Ventigitu. But there's no goodneffe in thy face if Anthony

Enter VentigiiU. Be free and healthfulljfo tart a fauour
You muft to Parthia, your Commiffions ready : To trumpet fuch good tidings. I f not well,
Follow me,and reciue't. Exeunt Thou mouldft come like a Furie crown'd with Snakes,

Not like a formall man.

Enter Lefidus, Mecenai and jAgripfa, Mef. Wilt pleafe you heare me?
Cleo. I haue a mind to ftrike thee ere thou fpeak'ft:

Lepiditi. Trouble your felues no further : pray you Yet if thou fay Anthony liues, 'tis well,
haften your Generals after. Or friends with Cajar,o\- not Captiue to him,

Agr. Sir, Mar fe Anthony, will e'ne but kifle Oflauia, lie fet thee in a fhower of Gold, and haile
and weele follow. Rich Pearles vpon thee.

Lefi. Till I fliall fee you in your Souldiers drefie, c/Wef. Madam, he's well.
Which will become you both : Farewell. Cleo. Well faid.

cftfece. We fhall : as I conceiue the iourney, be at Mef. And Friends with Ctffar.
Mount before you Lefidus. Cleo. Th'art an honeft man.

Lefi. Your way is fhorter, my purpofes do draw me Mef. Ctffar,and he, are greater Friends then euer.
much about, you'le win two dayes vpon me. Cleo. Make thee a Fortune from me.

*\Botb. Sir good fucceffe. Mef, But yet Madam.
Lefi, Farewell. Exeunt. Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does alay

The good precedence, fie vpon but yet,
Snter Cleopater, Cbanr.ian, Iras, and Alexai. Bur yet is as a laylor to bring foorth

Cleo. Giue me fome Muficke:Muficke, moody foode Some monftrous Malefactor. Prythee Friend,
of vs that trade in Loue. Powre out the packe of matter to mine eare ,

Omnes. The Muficke, hoa. The good and bad together : he's friends with Ctefar,
Enter Mardian the Sunuch. In ftate of heal th thou faift, and thou faift, free.

Cleo. Let it alone,let's to Billards : come Cbarmian. Mef. Free Madam, no : I made no fuch report,
Char. My arme is fore,beft play with Mardian. He's bound vnto Oftauia.
Cleofa. As well a woman with an Eunuch plaiJe, as Cleo. For what good turne ?

with a woman. Come you'le play with me Sir? M/. For the beft turne i'th'bed.
Mardi. As well as I can Madam. Cleo. I am pale Cbarmian.
Cleo. And when good will is fhewed, Mef. Madam, he's married to OElauia.

Though't come to fhort Cleo. The moft infectious Peftilence vpon thee.
The Aftor may pleade pardon. He none now, Strides him dotene.
Giue me mine Angle,weele to'th'Riuer there <&fef. Good Madam patience.
My Muficke playing farre off, I will betray Cleo. What fay you ? Strifes him.
Tawny fine fifh.es, my bended hooke fhall pierce Hence horrible Villaine, or He fpurne thine eyes
Their flimy iawes : and as I draw them vp, Like balls before me : He vnhaire thy head,
lie thinkethem euery one an Anthony, She hales him -up and downs.
And fay, ah ha;y'are caught. Thou fhalt be whipt with Wyer, and ftew'd in brine,

Char. 'Twas merry when you wager'd on your Ang- Smarting in lingring pickle.
ling, when your diuer did hang a fait fifh on his hooke Mef. Gratious Madam,
which he with feruencie drew vp. I that do bring the newes, made not the match.

Cleo. That time? Oh times : Cleo. Say 'tis not fo, a Prouince I will giue thee,
I laught him out of patience : and that night And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ft
I laught him into patience,and next morne, Shall make thy peace, for mouing me to rage,
Ere the ninth houre,! drunke him to his bed : And I will boot thee with what guift befide
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him,whilft Thy modeftie can begge.
I wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italie, cflfef. He's married Madam.

Enter a MeJJenger. Cleo. Rogue, thou haft liu'd too long. Draw a knife.
Ramme thou thy fruitefull tidings in mine eares, Mef. Nay then lie runne:
That long time haue bin barren. What meane you Madam, I haue made no fault . Exit.

<&fef. Madam, Madam. Char.Good Madam keepe your felte within your felfe,
Cleo. Anthonyo"s dead, The man is innocent.

If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kil'ft thy Miftris : Cleo. Some Innocents fcape not the thunderbolt :
But well and free, if thou fo yeild him. Melt Egypt into Nyle : and kindly creatures
There is Gold, and heere Turne all to Serpents. Call the flaue againe,
My bleweft vaines to kifle : a hand that Kings Though I am mad, I will not byte him :Call?
Haue lipt,and trembled kiffmg. Char. He is afeard to come.

Mef. Firft Madam, he is well. Cleo. I will not hurt him,
Cleo. Why there's moreGold. Thefe hands do lacke Nobility, that they ftrike

But iirrah marke,we vfe A meaner then my felfe : fince I my felfe
To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that, Haue giuen my felfe the caufe. Come hither Sir.
The Gold I giue thee, will I melt and powr Enter the MeJJenger againe.
Downe thy ill vttering throate. Though it be honeft, it is neuer good

Mef. Good Madam heare me. To bring bad newes : giue to a gratious Meffage
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An hoft of tongues, but let ill tydings tell To fcourge th'ingratitude , that defpightfull Rome
Themfelues, when they be felt. Caft on my Noble Father.

Mef. I haue done my duty. Ctejar. Take your time.
Cleo. Is he married ? Ant. Thou can'ft not feare V9 Pompey with thy failes.

I cannot hate thee worfer then I do, Weele fpeake with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ft
It thou againe fay yes. How much we do o're-count thee.

t.JIfef. He's married Madam. Pom. At Land indeed
Cleo. The Gods confound thee, Thou doft orecount me of my Fatherrs houfe :

Doft thou hold there ftill? But fince the Cuckoo buildes not for himfelfe,
Mef. Should I lye Madame ? Remaine in't as thou maift.
Cleo. Oh, I would thou didft: Lepi. Be pleas'd to tell vs,

So halfe my Egypt were fubmerg'd and made (For this is from the prefent how you take)
A Cefterne for fcal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, The offers we haue fent you.
Had'ft thou Narciffiu in thy face to me, C&far. There's the point.
Thou would'ft appeere moft vgly :He is married ? Ant. Which do not be entreated too,

Mef. I craue your Highneife pardon. But waigh what it is worth imbrac'd
Cleo. He is married ? C&far. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune.
Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend you, Pom. You haue made me offer

To punnifh me for what you make me do Of Cicelie, Sardinia : and I muft
Seemes much vnequall,he's married to Oftauia. Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to fend

Cleo. Oh that his fault fhould make a knaue of thee, Meafures of Wheate to Rome : this greed vpon,
That art not what tli'art fure of. Get thee hence, To part with vnhackt edges,and beare backe
The Marchandize which thou haft brought from Rome Our Targes vndinted.
Are all too deere for me: Omnes. That's our offer.

Lye they vpon thy hand,and be vndone by em. Pom. Know then I came before you heere,
Char. Good your HighnefTe patience. A man prepar'd

Cleo. In prayfing Anthony,l haue difprais'd Ctefar. To take this offer. But Mar\e Anthony,
Char. Many times Madam. Put me to fome impatience : though I loofe
Cleo. I am paid for't now:lead me from hence, The praife of it by telling. You muft know

I faint, oh Iras,Cbarmian : 'tis no matter. When C/zfar and your Brother were at blowes,
Go to the Fellow, good Alexai bid him Your Mother came to Cicelie, and did finde
Report the feature of Offauia : her yeares, Her welcome Friendly.
Her inclination,let him not leaue out Ant. I haue heard it Pompey,
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly, And am well ftudied for a liberall thanks,
Let him for euer go, let him not Qharmian, Which I do owe you.
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, Pom. Let me haue your hand :
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas I did not thinke Sir,to haue met you heere,
Bring me word,how tall fhe is : pitty me Cbarmian, Ant. The beds i'th'Eaft are foft, and thanks to you,
But do not fpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. That cal'd me timelier then my purpofe nither :

Exeunt. For I haue gained by't.
Flouri/h. Enter Pompey, at one doore rrith Drum and Trum- Ctefar. Since I faw you laft, ther's a change vpon you.

pet: at another C<efar, Lepidus, Anthony, Snobarbul, Me- Pom. Well,I know not,
cenaSjAgrippa^Menas with Souldiers Marching. What counts harfti Fotune caft's vpon my face,
Pom. Your Hoftages I haue, fo haue you mine : But in my bofome ihall flie neuer come,

And we fliall talke before we fight. To make my heart her vaflaile.
Co-far. Moft meete that firft we come to words, Lep. Well met heere.

And therefore haue we Pom. I hope fo Lepidw,thus we are agreed :
Our written purpofes before vs fent, I crane our compofion may be written
Which if thou haft confidered,let vs know, And feal'd betweene vs,
If'twill tye vp thy difcontented Sword, Cafar. That's the next to do.
And carry backe to Cicelie much tall youth, Pom. Weele feaft each other,ere we part, and left's
That elfe muft perifh heere. Draw lots who fliall begin.

Pom. To you all three, Ant. That will I Pompey.
The Senators alone of this great world, Pompey. No Anthony take the lot : but firft or laft,
Chiefe Factors for the Gods. I do not know, your fine Egyptian cookerie mail haue the fame, I haue
Wherefore my Father fhould reuengers want, heard that luliui Ctefar,grew fat with feafting there.
Hauing a Sonne and Friends, fince lulius Ctefar, Anth. You haue heard much.
Who at Phillippi the good ̂Brutui ghofted, Pom. I haue faire meaning Sir.
There faw you labouring for him. What was't Ant. And faire words to them.
That mou'd pale Cajfiiis to confpire ? And what Pom. Then fo much haue I heard,
Made all-honor'd, honeft, Romaine ^Brutui,
With the arm'd reft, Courtiers of beautious freedome, 

And I haue heard Appolodoriu carried 
EHO. No more that : he did fo.

To drench the Capitoll.but that they would Pom. What I pray you/
Haue one man but a man,and that his it Eno. A certaine Queene to Cafar in a Matris.
Hath made me rigge my Nauie. At whofe burthen, Pom. I know thee now,how far'ft thou Souldier ?
The anger'd Ocean fomes,with which I meant Eno. Well, and well am like to do,for I perceiueFour,,
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Foure Feafts are toward.

'Pom. Let me {hake thy hand, Mujlct^e playes.
T neuer hated thee : I haue feene thee fight, Enter two or three Seruants with a Bani^et.
When I haue enuied thy behauiour.

Enob. Sir, I neuer lou'd you much, but I ha'prais'd ye, 1 Heere they'l be man : fome o'tb'their Plants are ill
When you haue well deferu'd ten times as much, rooted already, the leaft winde i'th'world wil blow them
As 1 haue faid you did. downe.

Pom. Inioy thy plainneffe, 2 Lepidui is high Conlord.
It nothing ill becomes thee : i They haue made him drinke Almes drinke.
Aboord my Gaily, I inuite you all. 2 As they pinch one another by the difpolition, hee
Will you leade Lords ? cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreatie, and

All. Shew's the way, fir. himfelfe to'th'drinke.
Pom. Come. Exeunt. Manet Snob .& Menas i But it raifes the greatet warre betweene him & his
Men. Thy Father Pompey would ne're haue made this difcretion.

Treaty. You, and I haue knowne fir. 2 Why this it is to haue a name in great mens Fel-
Enob. At Sea, I thinke. lowfhip : I had as liue haue a Reede that will doe me no
cflfen. We haue Sir. feruice, as a Partizan I could not heaue.
Snob. You haue done well by water. i To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and not to be feene
Men. And you by Land. to moue in'f, are the holes where eyes /hould bee, which
Enob. I will praife any man that will praiJe me, thogh pittifully difafter the cheekes.

it cannot be denied what I haue done by Land.
c/W>«, Nor what I haue done by water. A Sennet founded.
Enob. Yes fome-thing you can deny for your owne Enter Cttjar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidui , Agrlppa, Mecenas,

fafety : you haue bin a. great Theefe by Sea. Enobarbw, Menes,-frith other Captaines.
Men. And you by Land.
Enob. There I deny my Land feruice : but giue mee Ant. Thus do they Sir : they take the flow o'th'Nyle

your hand Menus, if our eyes had authority, heere they By certaine fcales i'th'Pyramid : they know
might take two Theeues kifiing. By'th'height, the lownefTe, or the meane : If dearth

Men. All mens faces are true, whatfomere their hands Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus fwels,
are. The more it promises : as it ebbes, the Seediman

Enob. But there is neuer a fayre Woman, ha's a true Vpon the flime and Ooze fcatters his graine,
Face. And fhortly comes to Harueft.

Men. No /lander, they fteale hearts. Lep. Y'haue ftrange Serpents there ?
Enob. We came hither to fight with you. Anth. I Lepidui.
Men. For my part, I am forry it is turn'd to a Drink- Lep.Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud

ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. by the operation of your Sun : fo is your Crocodile.
Enob. It he do, fure he cannot weep't backe againe. Ant. They are fo.
<L^Ien. Y'haue faid Sir, we look'd not for Marine An- Pom. Sit, and fome Wine : A health to Lepidu6.

thony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? Lep. I am not fo well as I fhould be :
Enob. Ctefars Sifter is calFd Ofiauia. But lie ne're out.
Men. True Sir, ihe was the wife of Caiiu Marcelltu. Enob. Not till you haue flept : I feare me you'l bee in
Encb. But flie is now the wife of Marcus Anthoniiu. till then.
Men. Pray'ye fir. Lep. Nay certainly, I haue heard the Ptolomies Pyra-
Snob. 'Tis true. mifis are very goodly things : without contradiction I
Men. Then is Cafar and he, for euer knit together. haue heard that.
Enob. If I were bound to Diuine of this vnity, I wold Menas. Pompey,a. word.

not Prophefie fo. Pomp. Say in mine eare,what is't.
Men. I thinke the policy of that purpofe, made more Men. Forfake thy feate I do befeech thee Captaine,

in the Marriage, then the loue of the parties. And heare me fpeake a word.
Enob. I thinke fo too. But you fliall finde the band Pom. Forbeare me till anon. Wbijpers in's Sare.

that feemes to tye their friendfhip together, will bee the This Wine for Lepidiu.
very ftrangler of their Amity : OBauia is of a holy, cold, Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ?
and ftill conuerfation. Ant. It is fhap'd fir like it felfe, and it is as broad as it

Men. Who would not haue his wife fo ? hath bredth ; It is iuft fo high as it is, and mooues with it
Ena. Not he that himfelfe is not fo : which is Marine owne organs. It liues by that which nourifheth it, and

Anthony : he will to his Egyptian difh againe : then fhall the Elements once out of it, it Tranfmigrates.
the fighes of Oflauia blow the fire vp in C<?far, and (as I Lep. What colour is it of?
faid before) that which is the ftrength of their Amity, Ant. Of it owne colour too.
fhall proue the immediate Author of their variance. An- Lep' 'Tis a ftrange Serpent.
thony will vfe his affection where it is. Hee married but Ant. 'Tis fo, and the teares of it are wet.
his occafion heere. C<?f. Will this defcription fatisfie him ?

Men. And thus it may be. Come Sir, will you aboord? Ant. With the Health that Pompey giues him, elle he
I haue a health for you. is a very Epicure.

Enob. I ihall take it fir : we haue vs'd our Throats in Pomp. Go hang fir, hang : tell me of that ? Away :
Egypt. Do as I bid you. Where's this Cup I call'd for ?

Men. Come, let's away. Exeunt. Men. If for the fake of Merit thou wilt heare mee,
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Rife from thy ftoole. The while,He place you, then the Boy /hall fing.

Pom. I thinke th'art mad : the matter ? The holding euery man ftiall beate as loud,
cflfen. I haue euer held my cap off to thy Fortunes. As his ftrong fides can volly.
Tom. Thou haft feru'd me with much faith : what's

elfe to fay ? Be iolly Lords. Mujicty Playes. Enobarbui f laces them hand in hand.
Anth. Thefe Quicke-fands Lepidtu, The Song.

Keepe off, them for you finke. Come thou Monarch of the Vine,
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? Plumpie 'Bacchus, tritb finite eyne :
Tom. What faifl thou ? In thy Fattes our Cares be drowri'd,
Men. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? With thy Qrapes our haires be Crofvn'd.

That's twice. Cup ijs till the world go round,
Pom. How fhould that bet Cup vs till the world go round.
cMen. But entertaine it, and though thou thinke me

poore, I am the man will giue thee all the world. Cafar. What would you more?
Pom. Haft thou drunke well. fompey goodnight. Good Brother
e/Wie», No Pompey, I haue kept me from the cup, Let me requeft you of our grauer bufineffe

Thou art if thou dar'ft be, the earthly loue : Frownes at this leuitie. Gentle Lords let's part,
What ere the Ocean pales,or skie inclippes, You fee we haue burnt our cheekes. Strong Sn&barbe
Is fhine,if thou wilt ha't. Is weaker then the Wine,and mine owne tongue

Pom. Shew me which way? Spleet's what it fpeakes: the wilde difguife hath almoft
Men. Thefe three World-fharers, thefe Competitors Antickt vs all. What needs more words.? goodnight.

Are in thy veffell. Let me cut the Cable, Good Anthony your hand.
And when we are put off, fall to their throates: Pom, He try you on the more.
All there is thine. Anth. And {hall Sir,giues your hand.

Pom. Ah, this thou fhouldft haue done, Pom. Oh Anthony,you haue my Father houfe.
And not haue fpoke on't. In me 'tis villanie, But what, we are Friends?
In thee,'t had bin good feruice : thou muft know, Come downe into the Boate.
'Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour: Eno. Take heed you fall not Menas : He not on fhore,
Mine Honour it, Repent that ere thy tongue, No to my Cabin : thefe Drummes,
Hath fo betraide thine afte. Being done vnknowne, Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what
I ihould haue found it afterwards well done, Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell
But muft condemne it now : defift,and drinke. To thefe great Fellowes.Sound and be hang'd, found out.

Men. For this, lie neuer follow Sound a Fhurijb with Drummes.
Thy pauI'd Fortunes more, Ei-or. Hoo faies a there's my Cap.
Who feekes and will not take, when once'tis offer'd, Men. Hoa,Noble Captaine, come. Exeunt.
Shall neuer finde it more.

Pom. This health to Lepidiu. Enter Ventidiw as it mere in trinmph, the dead body of Paco-
Ant. Beare him amore, ru/> borne before him.

lie pledge it for him Tompey. Ven. Now darting Parthya art thou ftroke,and now
Eno. Heere's to thee Menat. Pleas'd Fortune does of Mar CM Crafftu death
Men. Enobarbui,welcome. Make me reuenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body,
Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. Before our Army thy Pacoria Grades,
Eno. There's a ftrong Fellow Menat. Paies this for Marcut Crajjiu.
Men. Why? Romaine. Noble 'Ventidiui,
Eno. A beares the third part of the world man : feeft Whil'ft yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme,

not ? The Fugitiue Parthians follow. Spurre through Media,
Men. The third part,then he is drunk : would it were Mefapotamia,and the flickers, whether

all, that it might go on wheeles. The routed flie. So thy grand Captaine Anthony
Eno. Drinke thou : encreafe the Reeles. Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and
Men Come. Put Garlands on thy head.
Tom. This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft. Ven. Oh Siirms,SHIius,
Ant. It ripen's towards it : ftrike the Veffells hoa. I haue done enough. Alower place note well

Heere's to Ccefar. May make too great an a£l. For learne this Silliiu,
C<gfar. I could well forbear't, it's monftrous labour Better to leaue vndone, then by our deed

when I wa/h my braine,and it grow fouler. Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ferues away.
Ant. Be a Child o'th time. Cajar and ̂Anthony, haue euer wonne
Cafar. Poffeife it, He make anfwer ; but I had rather More in their officer, then perfon. Scffitu

fa ft from all,foure dayes, then drinke fo much in one. One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant,
Encb. Ha my braue Emperour, mail we daunce now For quicke accumulation of renowne,

the Egyptian Backenals,and celebrate our drinke ? Which heatchiu'd by'th'minute,loft his fauour.
Pom. Let's ha't good Souldier. Who does i'th'Warres more then his Captaine can,
Ant. Come, let's all take hands, Becomes his Captaines Captaine : andAmbition

Till that the conquering Wine hath fleep't our fenfe, (The Souldiers vertue )rather makes choife of loffe
In foft and delicate Lethe. Then gaine, which darkens him.

Eno. All take hands : I could do more to do Antbenitu good,
Make battery to our eares with the loud Muficke, But 'twould offend him. And in his offence, Shoulj
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Should my performance peri/h.

Rom. Thou haft Vent'tdtiu that, without the which a 
Ofla. Sir,looke well to my Husbands houfe : and 
Cafar. What Ottawa ?

Souldier and his Sword graunts fcarce diftiniftion : thou Offa. lie tell you in your eare.
wilt write to Anthony. Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can

Yen. lie humbly fignifie what in his name, Her heart informe her tougue.
That magicall word of Warre we haue effected, The Swannes downe feather
How with his Banners,and his well paid ranks, That ftands vpon the Swell at the full of Tide :
The nere-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, And neither way inclines.
We haue jaded out o'th'Field. Bno. Will Cafar weepe ?

Rom. Where is he now ? Agr. He ha's a cloud in's face.
J^n.He purpofeth to Athens, whither with what haft Eno. He were the worfe for that were he a Horfe,fo is

The waight we muft conuay with's, will permit : he being ajman.
We mall appeare before him. On there,paffe along. Agri. Why Enobarluf :

Exeunt. When Anthony found luliiu Cafar dead,
Enter Agrippa at one doore, Enobarbiu at another. He cried almoft to roaring: And he wept,

Agri. What are the Brothers parted ? When at Phillippi he found ̂ Brutut, flaine.
EM. They haue difpatcht with Pompey ,he is gone, Eno. That yearindeed,he was trobled with a rheume,

The other three are Sealing. Ofiauia weepes What willingly he did confound,he wail'd,
To part from Rome : Cafar is fad, and LefidM Beleeu't till I weepe too.
Since Pompey's feaft, as Menus faies, is troubled Cafar. No fweet OcJauia,
With the Greene-Sickneffe. You mail heare from me ftill : the time mail not

Agri. 'Tis a Noble Lcpidus. Out-go my thinking on you.
Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he loues Cafar. tAnt. Come Sir, come,
Agri. Nay but how deerely he adores TClarl^ Anthony. He wraftle with you in my ftrength of loue,
Eno. Cafar} why he's the lupiter of men. Looke heere I haue you, thus I let you go,
Ant. What's Anthony, the God of lupiter ? And giue you to the Gods.
Eno. Spake you of Cafar ? How, the non-pareill ? Co-far. Adieu, be happy.
Agri. Oh Anthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! Lep. Let all the number of the Starresgiue light
Eno. Would you praife Cafar, fay Cafango no further. To thy faire way.
Agr.Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes. Cafar. Fare well, fare well. Kiffes Oftauia.
Eno. But he loues C<ffar beft,yet he loues Anthony : Ant. Farewell. Trumpets found. Bxeunt.

Hoo, Hearts,Tongues, Figure,
Scribes, Bards, Poets,cannot Enter Cleopatra,Charmian,Iras,and Alexas.
Thinke fpeake, caft, write, fing,number : hoo, Cleo. Where is the Fellow ?
His loue to Anthony. But as for Cafar, Alex. Halfe afeard to come.
Kneele downe,kneele downe, and wonder. Cleo. Go too, go too : Come hither Sir.

Agri. Both he loues. Enter the Meffenger 06 before.
Eno. They are his Shards,and he their Beetle,ib: Alex. Good Maieftie: Herod of lury dare not looke

This is to horfe : Adieu, Noble Agrippa. vpon you, but when you are wellpleas'd.
Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell. Cleo. That Herods head, lie haue : but how? When

^Anthony is gone,through whom I might commaund it:
Enter Cafar, Anthony, Lepidtif, and Ofiauia. Come thou neere.

Antho. No further Sir. Mtf. Moft gratious Maieftie.
Cafar. You take from me a great part of my felfe; Cleo. Did'ft thou behold OSiauia ?

Vfe me well in't. Sifter, proue fuch a wife Mef. I dread Queene.
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft Band Cleo. Where?
Shall paffe on thy approofe : moft Noble Anthony, Mef. Madam in Rome, I lookt her in the face : and
Let not the peece of Vertue which is fet faw her led betweene her Brother, and t&farlg ̂ Anthony.
Betwixt vs,as the Cyment of our loue Cleo. Is /he as tall as me ?
To keepe it builded, be the Ramme to batter Mef. She is not Madam.
The FortrelTe of it:for better might we Cleo. Didft heare her fpeake ?
Haue lou'd without this meane,if onboth parts Is ihe /hrill tongu'd or low f
This be not cherifht. Mef. Madam,! heard her fpeake,fhe is low voic'd.

Ant. Make me not offended,in your diftruft. Cleo. That's not fo good : he cannot like her long.
Cafar. I haue faid. Char. Like her ? Oh IJh : 'tis impoffible.
Ant. You mall not finde, Cleo.I thinke fo Cbarmian: dull of tongue, & dwarfim

Though you be therein curious, the left caufe What Maieftie is in her gate, remember
For what you feeme to feare,fo the Gods keepe you, If ere thou look'ft on Maieftie. ,
And make the hearts of Romaines ferue your ends : Mef. She creepes:her motion, & her ftation are as one:
We will heere part. She fliewes a body,rather then a life,

Cafar. Farewell my deereft Sifter, fare thee well, A Statue,then a Breather.
The Elements be kind to thee, and make Cleo. Is this certaine ?
Thy fpirits all of comfort : fare thee well. Mef. Or I haue no obferuance.

OBa. My Noble Brother. Cha. Three in Egypt cannot make better note,
Ar.th. The AprilPs in her eyes, it is Loues fpring, Cleo, He's very knowing, I do perceiu't,

And thefe the fhowers to bring it on : be cheerfull. There's nothing in her yet.
The
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The Fellow ha's good Judgement. Anth. When it appeeres to you where this begins,

Char. Excellent. Turne your difpleafure that way, for our faults
Cleo. Guefle at her yeares, I prythee. Can neuer be fo equall,that your loue
Meff". Madam, fhe was a widdow. Can equally moue with them. Prouide your going,
Cleo, Widdow ? Cbarmian,heark.e. Choofe your owne company,and command what coft
Mef. And I do thinke fhe's thircie. Your heart he's mind too. Exeunt.
Cle. Bear'ft thou her face in mind? is't long or round? Enter EnobarbiK,and Eros.
Meff. Round, euen to faultineffe. Eno. How now Friend Eros ?
Cleo. For the moft part too, they are foolifh that are Eros. Ther's ftrange Newes come Sir.

fo. Her haire what colour ? Eno. What man ?

Meff. Browne Madam: and her forehead Era. C^far & Lepidiu haue made warres vpon Tomj-ey.
As low as fhe would wifh it. Eno. This is old,what is the fuccefTe ?

Cleo. There's Gold for thee, Eros, Ciffar hauing made vfe of him in the warres
Thou muft not take my former fharpenefle ill, 'gainft Pompey: preisntly denied him riuality, would not
I will employ thee backe againe : I finde thee let him partake in the glory of the aftion, and not refting
Moft fit for bufineffe. Go, make thee ready, here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to
Our Letters are prepar'd. Pompey. Vpon his owne appeale feizes him,fo the poore

Char. A proper man. third is vp, till death enlarge his Confine.
Cleo. Indeed he is fo : I repent me much Bno. Then would thou hadft a paire of chapsnomore,

That fo I harried him. Why me think's by him, and throw betweene them all the food thou haft, they'le
This Creature's no fuch thing. grinde the other. Where's Anthony'?

Char. Nothing Madam. Eros. He's walking in the garden thus,and fpurnes
Cleo. The man hath feene fome Maiefty, and fhould The rum that lies before him. Cries Foule Lcpidui,

know. And threats the throate of that his Officer,
Char. Hath he feene Maieftie ? I/is elfe defend : and That murdred Pompey.

feruing you fo long. Eno. Our great Nauies rig'd.
Qleopa. I haue one thing more to aske him yet good Eros. For Italy and Ctrfar,more Domithu,

Charmian : but 'tis no matter, thou fruit bring him to me My Lord defires you prefently : my Newes
where I will write; all may be well enough. I might haue told heareafter.

Qbar. I warrant you Madam. Exeunt. Sw.'Twillbe naught, but let it be : bring me to Anthony.
Enter Anthony and Offauia. Eros. Come Sir, Exeunt.

Ant. Nay,nay Offauia,not onely that, Enter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Cafar.
That were excufable, that and thoufands more Ccef. Contemning Rome he ha's done all this, & more
Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd In Alexandria : heere's the manner oft :
New Warres 'gainft Pompey. Made his will, and read it, I'th'Matket-place on a Tiibunall liluer'd,
To publicke eare, fpoke fcantly of me, Cleopatra and himfelfe in Chaires of Gold
When perforce he could not Were publikely enthron'd : at the feet, fat
But pay me tearmes of Honour : cold and fickly C<?Jarion whom they call my Fathers Sonne,
He vented then moft narrow meafure;lent me, And all the vnlawfull ifTue,that their Luft
When the beft hint was giuen him : he not look't, Since then hath made betweene them. Vnto her,
Or did it from his teeth. He gaue the ftablifhment of Egypt, made her

Offaui. Oh my good Lord, Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,abfolute Queene.
Beleeue not all,or if you muft beleeue, Mice. This in the publike eye?
Stomacke not all. A more vnhappie Lady, Ctefar. I'th'common fhew place, where they exercife,
If this deuifion chance, ne're flood betweene His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings,
Praying for both parts : Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia
The good Gods wil mocke me prefently, He gaue to Alexander. To Ptolotny he affign'd,
When I fhall pray:Oh bleffe my Lord,and Husband, Syria,Silicia, and Phoenetia : fhe
Vndo that prayer, by crying out as loud, In th'abiliments of the GoddelTe I/is
Oh bleffe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, That day appeer'd,and oft before gaue audience,
Prayes, and diftroyes the prayer, no midway As 'tis reported fo.
'Twixt thefe_extreames at all. Mece> Let Rome be thus inform'd.

*Ant. Gentle OcJauia, Agri. Who queazie with his infolence already,
Let your beft loue draw to that point which feeks Will their good thoughts call from him.
Beft to preferue it : if I loofe mine Honour, Ctffar. The people knowes it,
I loofe my felfe: better I were not yours And haue now receiu'd his accufations.

Then your fo branchlefTe. But as you requefted, Agri. Who does he accufe ?
Your felfe fhall go between's, the meane time Lady, Ctefar. C<ffar,and that hauing in Cicilie
lie raife the preparation of a Warre Sextta Pompeita fpoil'd, we had not rated him
Shall ftaine your Brother, make your fooneft haft, His part o'th'Ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me
So your defires are yours. Some fhipping vnreftor'd. Laftly, he frets

Oft. Thanks to my Lord, That Lepiduf of the Triumpher.ite, fhould be depos'd,
The loue of power make me moft weake, moft weake, And being that, we detaine all hisReuenue.
You reconciler: Warres 'twixt you twaine would be, A^ri. Sir,this fhould be anfwer'd.
As if the world fhould cleaue,and that flaine men C'fjar. 'Tis done already, and the Meffenger gone :
Should foader vp the Rift. I haue told him Lepldiu was growne too cruell,
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That he his high Authority abus'd, In his abhominations, turnes you off,
And did deferue his change : for what I haus conquer'd, And giues his potent Regiment to a Trull
I grant him part: but then in his Armenia, That noyfes it againft vs.
And other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I demand the like Offa. Is it fo fir ?

zMec. Hee'l neuer yeeld to that. CaJ. Moft certaine : Sifter welcome : pray you
Caf. Nor muft not then be yeelded to in this. Be euer knowne to patience. My deer'ft Sifter. Exeunt

Enter OfJauia with her Trains. Enter Cleopatra,and Enobarbui.
Ofia. Haile Cafar, and my L. haile moft deere C^j01"- Cleo. I will be euen with thee, doubt it not.
Cafar. That euer I fhould call thee Caft-away. Eno. But why, why, why ?
Offa. You haue not call'd me fo, nor haue you caufe. Cleo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe warres,
Ccff. Why haue you ftoln vpon vs thus.?you come not And fay'ft it it not fit.

Like Ctefars Sifter, The wife of Anthony Eno. Well : is it, is it.
Should haue an Army for an Vfher, and Cleo. If not, denounc'd againft vs, why fhould not
The neighes of Horfe to tell of her approach, we be there in perfon.
Long ere fhe did appeare. The trees by'th'way Enob. Well, I could reply : if wee fhould ferue with
Should haue borne men, and expectation fainted, Horfe and Mares together, the Horfe were meerly loft :
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horfe.
Should haue afcended to the Roofe of Heauen, Cleo. What is't you fay ?
Rais'd by your populous Troopes: But you are come Enob. Your prefence needs muft puzle Anthony,
A Market-maid to Rome, and haue preuented Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time,
The oftentation of our loue 5 which left vnfhewne, What fhould not then be fpar'd. He is already
Is often left vnlou'd : we fhould haue met you Traduc'd for Leuity, and 'tis faid in Rome,
By Sea, and Land, fupplying euery Stage That Pbotinus an Eunuch,and your Maides
With an augmented greeting. Mannage this warre.

Ofla. Good my Lord, Cleo. Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot
To come thus was I not conftrain'd,but did it That fpeake againft vs. A Charge we beare i'th'Warre,
On my free-will. My Lord <^Mar^e Anthony, And as the prelident of my Kingdome will
Hearing that you prepar'd for Warre, acquainted Appeare there for a man. Speake not againft it,
My greeued eare withall : whereon I begg'd I will not ftay behinde.
His pardon for returne. Enter Anthony and Camidias.

C<?f. Which foone he granted, Eno. Nay I haue done, here comes the Emperor.
Being an abftradl 'tweene his Luft,and him. Ant. Is it not ftrange Camidlus,

Ofla. Do not fay fo, my Lord. That from Tarrentum, and Brandufium,
Caf. I haue eyes vpon him, He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea,

And his affaires come to me on the windiwher is he now? And take in Troine. You haue heard on't (Sweet?)
Ofia. My Lord,in Athens. Cleo. Celerity is neuer more admir'd,
Ctej'ar. No my moft wronged Sifter , Cleopatra Then by the negligent.

Hath nodded him to her. He hath giuen his Empire Ant. A good rebuke,
Vp to a Whore, who now are leuying Which might haue well becom'd the beft of men
The Kings o'th'earth for Warre. He hath aflembled, To taunt at flacknefle. Camidius, wee
Bocbus the King of Lybia, ArcbilaM Will fight with him by Sea.
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King Cleo. By Sea, what elfe ?
Of Paphlagonia : the Thracian King Adullat, Cam. Why will my Lord, do fo ?
King Mauchm of Arabia, King of Pont, Ant. For that he dares vs too't.
Herod of lewry, Mithridates King Enob. So hath my Lord, dar'd him to fingle fight.
Of Comageat, Pclemen and Aminttu, Cam. I, and to wage this Battell at Pharfalia,
The Kings of Mede,and Licoania, Where Ctefar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers
With a more krger Lift of Scepters. Which ferue not for his vantage, he fhakes off,

Offa. Aye me moft wretched, And fo fhould you.
That haue my heart parted betwixt two Friends, Enob. Your Shippes are not well mann'd,
That does affli£l each other. (breaking forth Your Marriners are Militers, Reapers, people

C^_/.Welcom hither : your Letters did with-holde our Ingroft by fwift Impreffe. In Ctefars Fleete,
Till we perceiu'd both how you were wrong led, Are thofe,that often haue 'gainft fompey fought,
And we in negligent danger : cheere your heart, Their fhippes are yare, yours heauy : no difgrace
Be you not troubled with the time, which driues Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea,
O're your content, thefe ftrong neceffities, Being prepar'd for Land.
But let determin'd things to deftinie Ant. By Sea, by Sea.
Hold vnbewayl'd their way. Welcome to Rome, Eno. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away
Nothing more deere to me : You are abus'd The abfolute Soldierfhip you haue by Land,
Beyond the marke of thought : and the high Gods Diftradt your Armie, which doth moft confift
To do you luftice, makes his Minifters Of Warre-markt-footmen, leaue vnexecuted
Of vs, and thofe that loue you. Beft of comfort, Your owne renowned knowledge, quite forgoe
And euer welcom to vs. Agrip. Welcome Lady. The way which promifes affurance, and

<iMec. Welcome deere Madam, Giue vp your felfe meerly to chance and hazard,
Each heart in Rome does loue and pitty you, From firme Securitie.
Onely th'adulterous Anthony, moft large Ant. He fight at Sea.

Cleo
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Cleo. I haue fixty Sailes, Ccefar none better. To fee't, mine eyes are blarted.
Ant. Our ouer-plus of fhipping will we burne, Enter Scarrus.

And with the reft full mann'd, from th'head of Action Scar. Gods,i& Goddefies, all the whol fynod of them !
Beate th'approaching Cesj'ar. But if we faile, Eno. What's thy paflion.
We then can doo't at Land. Snter a MeJJenger. Scar. The greater Cantle of the world, is loft
Thy Bufinefle ? With very ignorance, we haue kift away

Mef. The Newes is true, my Lord, he is defcried, Kingdomes, and Prouinces.
Ctfjar ha's taken Toryne. Eno. How appeares the Fight ?

Ant, Can he be there in perfon? 'Tis impoffible Scar. On our fide, like the Token'd Peftilence,
Strange, that his power ftiould be. Camidiui, Where death is fure. Von ribaudred Nagge of Egypt,
Our nineteene Legions thou flwlt hold by Land, (Whom Leprofie o're-take) i'th'midft o'th'fight,
And our twelue thoufand Horfe. Wee'l to our Ship, When vantage like a payre of Twinnes appear'd
Away my Thetis. Both as the fame, or rather outs the elder ;

Enter a Soldiour. (The Breeze vpon her) like a Cow in Inne,
How now worthy Souldier? Hoifts Sailes, and flyes.

Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, Eno. That I beheld :
Truft not to rotten plankes : Do you mifdoubt Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not
This Sword, and thefe my Wounds ; let th'Egyptians Indure a further view.
And the Phoenicians go a ducking : wee Scar. She once being looft,
Haue vs'd to conquer Handing on the earth, The Noble mine of her Magicke, Anthony,
And fighting foot to foot. Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard)

Ant. Well, well, away. exit Ant. Cleo.& Enob. Leauing the Fight in heighth, flyes after her :
Soul. By Hercules I thinke T am i'th'right. I neuer faw an Action of fuch fliame ;
Cam. Souldier thou art: but his whole action growes Experience, Man-hood, Honor, ne're before,1

Not in the power on't : fo our Leaders leade, Did violate fo it felfe.
And we are Womens men. Enob. Alacke, alacke.

Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horfe 'Enter Camidiui.
whole, do you not r Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath,

Ven. Marcus Oftauius, Marctu lujleus, And finkes moft lamentably. Had our Generall
Publicola, and Celius, are for Sea : Bin what he knew himfelfe, it had gone well :
But we keepe whole by Land. This fpeede of Qizjars Oh his ha's giuen example for our flight,
Carries beyond beleefe. Moft groffely by his owne.

Soul. While he was yet in Rome. Enob. I, are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight
His power went out in fuch diftractions, indeede.
As beguilde all Spies. Cam. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled.

Cam. Who's his Lieutenant, heare you ? Scar. 'Tis eafie toot,
Soul. They fay, one Towrui. And there I will attend what further comes.
Qam. Well, I know the man. Camid. To Caesar will I render

Enter a Meffenger. My Legions and my Horfe, fixe Kings alreadie
cMef. The Emperor cals Camidius. Shew me the way of yeelding.
Cam. With Newes the times witi Labour, Eno. He yet follow

And throwes forth each minute, fome. exeunt The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reafon
Sits in the winde againft me.

Enter Ctefar with bis Army, marching. Enter Anthony faith Attendants.
Ant. Hearke, the Land bids me tread no more vpon't,

CusJ. Totoriu ? It is afham'd to beare me. Friends,come hither,
Tow. My Lord. I am fo lated in the world, that I
Caf. Strike not by Land, Haue loft my way for euer. I haue a fhippe,

Keepe whole, prouoke not Battaile Laden with Gold, take that, diuide it : flye,
Till we haue done at Sea. Do not exceede And make your peace with Cafar.
The Prefcript of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes Omnes. Fly ? Not wee.
Vpon this iumpe. exit. Ant. I haue fled my felfe, and haue inftructed cowards

Snter Anthony,and Enobarbui. To runne, and fliew their fhoulders. Friends be gone,
Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o'th'Hill, I haue my felfe refolu'd vpon a courfe,

In eye of Ctffars battaile, from which place Which has no neede of you. Be gone,
We may the number of the Ships behold, My Treafure's in the Harbour. Take it : Oh,
And fo proceed accordingly. exit. I follow'd that I blufh to looke vpon,

My very haires do mutiny : for the white
Camidiui ̂larcheth rritb bis Land Army one way ouef the Reproue the browne for raihnefle, and they them
ftage, and Torvrus the Lieutenant of Cdjar the other way : For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you fhall
After their going in, is heard the noife of a Sea fight. Haue Letters from me to fome Friends, that will

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus and Icarus. Sweepe your way for you. Pray you looke not fad,
Nor make replyes of loathneffe, take the hint

Eno. Naught, naught, al naught, I can behold no longer: Which my difpaire proclaimes. Let them be left
Thantoniad, the Egyptian Admirall, Which leaues it felfe, to the Sea-fide ftraight way;
With all their fixty flye, and turne the Rudder : I will poffeffe you of that fhip and Treafure.

y 2 Leaue
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Leaue me, I pray a little : pray you now, Dolla. Ctffar, 'tis his Schoolemafter,
Nay do fo : for indeede I haue loft command, An argument that he is pluckt, when hither
Therefore I pray you, He fee you by and by. Sifs doione He fends io poore a Pinnion of his Wing,

Enter Cleopatra led by Charmian and Eros. Which had fuperfluous Kings for MefTengers,
Eros. Nay gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. Not many Moones gone by.
Iras. Do moft deere Queene. Enter Ambajjador from Anthony.
Char. Do, why, what elfe ? Ctefar. Approach, and fpeake.
Cleo. Let me fit downe : Oh luno. Amb. Such as I am, I come from Anthony :
Ant. No, no, no, no, no. I was of late as petty to his ends,
Eros. See you heere, Sir ? As is the Morne-dew on the Mertle leafe
Ant . Oh fie, fie, fie. To his grand Sea.
Char. Madam. Ctfj, Bee't fo, declare thine office.
Iras. Madam, oh good Empreffe. Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and
Eros. Sir, fir. Requires to liue in Egypt, which not granted
Ant. Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept He Leffons his Requelts, and to thee fues

His fword e'ne like a dancer, while I ftrooke To let him breath betweene the Heauens and Earth
The leane and wrinkled Cajjluf, and 'twas I A priuate man in Athens : this for him.
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone Next, Cleopatra does confeffe thy Greatnefle,
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no pradlife had Submits her to thy might, and of thee craues
In the braue fquares of Warre : yet now : no matter. The Circle of the Ptolomies for her heyres,

Cleo. Ah ftand by. Now hazarded to thy Grace.
Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. CeeJ. For Anthony,
Iras. Go to him, Madam, fpeake to him, I haue no eares to his requeft. The Queene,

Hee's vnqualited with very fhame. Of Audience, nor Defire fhall faile, fo fhee
Cleo. Well then, fuftaine me : Oh. From Egypt driue her all-difgraced Friend,
Eros. Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches, Or take his life there. This if ihee performe,

Her head's declin'd, and death will ceafe her, but She fhall not fue vnheard. So to them both.
Your comfort makes the refcue. Amb. Fortune purfue thee.

Ant. I haue offended Reputation, C<?f. Bring him through the Bands :
A moft vnnoble fweruing. To try thy Eloquence, now '(is time, difpatch,

8ros . Sir, the Queene. From Anthony winne Cleopatra, promife
cAnt. Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee And in our Name, what /he requires, adde more

How I conuey my flume, out of thine eyes, From thine inuention, offers. Women are not
By looking backe what I haue left behinde In their beft Fortunes ftrong ; but want will periure
Stroy'd in difhonor. The ne're touch'd Veftall. Try thy cunning Tbidiai,'

Cleo. Oh my Lord, my Lord , Make thine owne Edift for thy paines, which we
Forgiue my fearfull fayles, I little thought Will anfwer as a Law.
You would haue followed. Thtd. Ctffar, I go.

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'ft too well, Ctefar. Obferue how ^Anthony becomes his flaw,
My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by'th'ftrings, And what thou think'ft his very adbon fpeakes
And thou fhould'ft ftowe me after. O're my fpirit In euery power that mooues.
The full fupremacie thou knew'ft, and that Thid. Ctefar, I {hall. exeunt.
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods Snter Cleopatra, Enobarbui, Charmian,& Iras.
Command mee. Cleo. What fhall we do, Enobarbus ?

Cleo. Oh my pardon. Eno. Thinke, and dye.
cAnt. Now I muft Cleo. Is Anthony,or we in fault for this?

To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge Eno. Anthony onely, that would make his will
And palter in the fliifts of lownes, who Lord of his Reafon. What though you fled,
With halfe the bulke o'th'world plaid as I pleas'd, From that great face of Warre, whofe feuerall ranges
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know Frighted each other? Why fhould he follow?
How much you were my Conqueror, and that The itch of his Affedion fhould not then
My Sword, made weake by my affeftion, would Haue nickt his Captain-fhip, at fuch a point,
Obey it on all cau/e. When halfe to halfe the world oppos'd, he being

Cleo. Pardon, pardon. The meered queftion ? 'Twas a fhame no leffe
Ant. Fall not a teare I fay, one of them rates Then was his lofTe, to courfe your flying Flagges,

All that is wonne and loft : Glue me a kifle, And leaue his Nauy gazing.
Euen this repayes me. Cleo. Prythee peace.
We fent our Schoolemafter, is a come backe ? Enter the Ai>:baJJ'ador,-cs>iih Anthony.
Loue I am full of Lead : fome Wine Ant. Is that his anfwer? Amb. I my Lord.
Within there, and our Viands : Fortune knowes, Ant. The Queene fhall then haue courtefie,
We fcorne her moft, when moft fhe offers blowes. Bxeitnt I "*- *i*-» 111W1L, VViA\-Jl 1JJIUL JJJC UliCIO UJUVVCa. O. So /he will yeeld vs vp.

Am. He fjyes fo.
Enter ter Ctejar, Agrippa,and Dollabello,"»itb others. Antho. Let her know't. To the Boy Cxfar fend this

grizled head, and he will fill thy wifhes to the brimme,
Ctff. Let him appeare that's come from Anthony. With Principalities.

Know you him. Cleo. That head my Lord ?
Ant.
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Ant. To him againe, tell him he weares the Rofe I kiffe his conqu'ring hand : Tell him, I am prompt

Of youth vpon him: from which, the world fhould note To lay my Crowne at's feete, and there to kneele.
Something particular : HisCoine, Ships, Legions, Tell him, from his all-obeying breath,! heare
May be a Cowards, whofe Ministers would preuaile The doome of Egypt.
Vnder the feruice of a Childe,as foone Thid. 'Tisyour Nobleft courfe :
As i'th'Command of Cafar. I dare him therefore Wifedome and Fortune combatting together,
To lay his gay Companions a-part, If that the former dare but what it can,
And anfwer me declin'd, Sword againft Sword, No chance may {hike it. Giue me grace to lay
Our felues alone : lie write it : Follow me. My dutie on your hand.

Sno. Yes like enough : hye battel'd Cafar will Cleo. Your defars Father oft,
Vnftate his happinefle, and be Stag'd to'th'fhew (When he hath mus'd of taking kingdomes in)
Againft a Sworder. I fee mens Judgements are Beftow'd his lips on that vnworthy place,.
A parcell of their Fortunes, and things outward As it rain'd kifies,.
Do draw the inward quality after them Snter Anthony and Enobarbui.
To fufter all alike, that he fhould dreame, Ant. Fauours? By loue that thunders. What art thou
Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will Thid. One that but performes (Fellow?
Anfwer his emptineffe ; Cajar thou haft fubdu'de The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft
His iudgement too. To haue command obey'd.

Enter a Seruant. Eno. You will be whipt.
Ser. A Mefienger from Caejar. yftzf.Approch there : ah you Kite.Now Gods & diuels
Cleo. What no more Ceremony ?See my Women, Authority melts from me of late. When I cried hoa,

Againft the blowne Rofe may they ftop their nofe, Like Boyes vnto a muffe, Kings would ftart forth,
That kneel'd vnto the Buds. Admit him fir. And cry, your will. Haue you no eares ?

Eno. Mine honefty,and I, beginne to fquare, I am Anthony yet. Take hence this lack, and whip him.
The Loyalty well held to Fooles, does make Enter a Seruant.
Our Faith meere folly : yet he that can endure Eno. 'Tis better playing with a Lions whelpe,
To follow with Allegeance a falne Lord, Then with an old one dying.
Does conquer him that did his Mafter conquer, Ant. Moone and Starres,
And earnes a place i'th'Story. Whip him : wer't twenty of the greateft Tributaries

Enter "Thickas. That do acknowledge Ctefar, fhould I finde them
Cleo. Ctffars will. So fawcy with the hand of fhe heere, what's her name
Thld. Heare it apart. Since fhe was Cleopatra? Whip him Fellowes,
Cleo. None but Friends : fay boldly. Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his face,
Tbid. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence.
£nob. He needs as many (Sir) as Cafar ha's, Tbid. <^farl^e Anthony.

Or needs not vs. If Ccffar pleafe,our Mafter cAnt. Tugge him away : being whipt
Will lejpe to be his Friend : For vs you know, Bring him againe, the lacke of Gofers fhall
Whofe he is, we are, and that is Ctefars. Beare vs an arrant to him. Exeunt with Thiditu.
Thid.So. Thus then thou moft renown'd, defar intreats, You were halfe blafted ere I knew you : Ha ?

Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand'ft Haue I my pillow left vnpreft in Rome,
Further then he is Cafan. Forborne the getting of a lawfull Race,

Cko. Go on,right Royall. And by a lem of women, to be abus'd
Thid. He knowes that you embrace not Anthony By one that lookes on Feeders/

As you did loue, but as you feared him. Cleo. Good my Lord.
Cleo. Oh. Ant. You haue beene a boggeler euer,
Tbid. The fcarre's vpon your Honor, therefore he But when we in our vicioufnefTe grow hard

Does pitty, as conftrained blemifhes, (Oh mifery on't) the wife Gods feele our eyes
Not as deferued. In our owne filth, drop our cleare iudgements, make vs

Cleo. He is a God, Adore our errors, laugh at's while we ftrut
And knowes what is moft right. Mine Honour To our confufion.
Was not yeelded, but conquered meerely. Cleo. Oh,is't come to this?

Eno. To be fure of that, I will aske Anthony. ] Ant. I found you as a Morfell, cold vpon
Sir,fir, thou art fo leakie Dead C<?fars Trencher : Nay, you were a Fragment
That we muft leaue thee to thy finking, for Of Gneiui Pompeyes, betides what hotter houres
Thy deereft quit thee. Exit Snob. Vnregiftred in vulgar Fame, you haue

Thid. Shall I fay to Ctefar, Luxurioufly pickt out. For I am fure,
What you require of him : for he partly begges Though you can guelTe what Temperance fhould be,
To be defir'd to giue. It much would pleafe him, You know not what it is.
That of his Fortunes you fhould make a ftaffe Cleo. Wherefore is this ?
To leane vpon. But it would warme his fpirits Ant. To let a Fellow that will take rewards,
To heare from me you had left Anthony, And fay, God quit you, be familiar with
And put your felfe vnder his fhrowd,the vniuerfal Land- My play-fellow, your hand ythis Kingly Seale,

Cleo. What's your name ? (lord. And plighter of high hearts. O that I were
Thid. My name is Thidias. Vpon the hill of Bafan, to out-roare
Cleo. Moft kinde Meflenger, The horned Heard, for I haue fauage caufe,

Say to great Cafar this in difputation, And to proclaims it ciuilly, were like
y 3 A
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A halter'd necke, which do's the Hangman thanke, Cleo. Call all his Noble Captaines to my Lord.
For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? Ant. Do fo, wee'l fpeake to them,

Enter a Seruant with Tbidiai. And to night He force
Ser. Soundly,my Lord. The Wine peepe through their fcarres.
Ant. Cried he? and begg'd a Pardon ? Come on (my Cnieene)
Ser. He did aske fauour. There's fap in't jet. The next time I do fight
Ant. If that thy Father liue, let him repent lie make death loue me : for I will contend

Thou was't not made his daughter,and be thou forrie Euen with his peftilent Sytbe. Exeunt.
To follow Cafar in his Triumph , fince Eno. Now hee'l out-ftare the Lightning, to be furious
Thou haft bin whipt. For following him, henceforth Is to be frighted out of feare, and in that moode
The white hand of a Lady Feauer thee, The Doue will pecke the Eftridge ; and 1 fee ftill
Shake thou to looke on't. Get thee backe to Cttjar, A diminution in our Captaines braine,
Tell him thy entertainment: looke thou fay Reftores his heart; when valour prayes in reafon,
He makes me angry with him. For he ieemes It eates the Sword it fights with : I will feeke
Proud and difdainfull, harping on what I am, Some way to leaue him. Bxeurt.
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry,
And at this time moft eafie 'tis to doo't : Enter Cafar, Agriffa, & MecenM with his, Army,
When my good Starres, that were my former guides Ctejar reading a Letter.
Haue empty left their Orbes, and fhot their Fires
Into th'Abifme of hell. If he miflike, Caj'. He calles me Boy, and chides as he had power
My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has To beate me out of Egypt. My Meffenger
Hiparcbuf, my enfranched Bondman, whom He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to perfonal Combat.
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, Ctffar to Anthony: let the old Ruffian know,
As he ihall like to quit me. Vrge it thou : I haue many other wayes to dye : meane time J
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. Exit Thid. Laugh at his Challenge.

Cleo. Haue you done yet ? Mece. Cafar muft thinke, .
Ant. Alacke our Terrene Moone is now Eclipft, When one fo great begins to rage, hee's hunted

And it portends alone the fall of Anthony. Euen to falling. Giue him no breath, but now
Cleo. I muft ftay his time? Make boote of his diftraclion : Neuer anger
Ant. To flatter Ctefar, would you mingle eyes Made good guard for it felfe.

With one that tyes his points.| C<?f- Let our beft heads know,
Cleo. Not know me yet ? That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? We meane to fight. Within our Files there are,
Cleo. Ah (Deere) if I be fo, Of thofe that feru'd Marly Anthony but late,

From my cold heart let Heauen ingender haile, Enough to fetch him in. See it done,
And poyfon it in the fourfe,and the firft ftone And Feaft the Army, \ve haue ftore to doo't,
Drop in my necke : as it determines fb And they haue earn'd the wafte.Poore Anthcny. Exeunt
Diffolue my life, the next Czfarian fmi!e,
Till by degrees the memory of my wombe, Enter Anthony, Cleopatra, Enobarbui, Charmian,
Together with my braue Egyptians all, Iras, Alexcu,with ethers.
By the difcandering of this pelleted ftorme,
Lye graueleffe, till the Flies and Gnats ofNyle Ant. He will not fight with r&e.,(rDomitian'>.
Haue buried them for prey. Eno. No?

Ant. I am fatisfied : Ant. Why fhould he not ?
Co-Jar fets downe in Alexandria, where Eno .He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune,
I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land, He is twenty men to one.
Hath Nobly held, our feuer'd Nauie too Ant. To morrow Soldier,
Haue knit againe, and Fleete, threatning moft Sea-like. By Sea and Land lie fight : or I will liue,
Where haft thou bin my heart? Doft thou heare Lady? Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood
If from the Field I ihall returne once more Shall make it liue againe. Woo't thou fight well.
To kiffe thefe Lips, I will appeare in Blood, Eno. He ftrike, and cry, Take all.
I,and my Sword,will earne our Chronicle, Ant. Well faid, come on :
There's hope in't yet. Call forth my Hou/hold Seruants,lets to night

Cleo. That's my braue Lord. Enter 3 or 4. Senators,
Ant. 1 will be trebble-fmewed, hearted, breath'd, Be bounteous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand,

And fight malicioufly : for when mine houres Thou haft bin rightly honeft, fo haft thou,
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome Hues Thou, and thou, and thou : you haue feru'd me well,
Of me for iefts : But now, lie fet my teeth, And Kings haue beene your fellowes.
And fend to darkenefie all that ftop me. Come, Cleo. WThat meanes this ?
Let's haue one other gawdy night : Call to me Eno.'Tis one of thofe odde tricks which forow fhoots
All my fad Captaines, fill our Bowles once more : Out of the minde.
Let's mocke the midnight Bell. Ant. And thou art honeft too :

Cleo. It is my Birth-day, I wifh I could be made fo many men,
I had thought t'haue held it poore. But fince my Lord And all of you clapt vp together, in
Is Anthony againe,! will be Cleopatra. An Anthony : that I might do you feruice,

Ant. We will yet do well. So good as you haue done.
Omnes.
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Omnes. The Gods forbid. Let's fee how it will giue off.
Ant. Well, my good Fellowes, wait on me to night : Omnes. Content : "Tis ftrange. Exeunt.

Scant not my Cups, and make as much of mei
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, with others.
And fuffer'd my command.

Cleo. What does he meane? Ant, Eros, mine Armour Eros.
Eno. To make his Followers weepe. Cleo. Sleepe a little.
Ant, Tend me to night ; Ant. No my Chucke. Eros, come mine Armor Eros.

May be,it is the period of your duty, Enter Eros,
Haply you fhall not fee me more, or if, Come good Fellow, put thine Iron on,
A mangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, If Fortune be not ours to day, it is
You'l ferue another Mafter. I looke on you, Becaufe we braue her. Come.
As one that takes his leaue. Mine honeft Friends, Cleo. Nay, He helpe too, Anthony.
I turne you not away, but like a Mafter What's this for? Ah let be, let be, thou art
Married to your good feruice, ftay till death : The Armourer of my heart : Falfe,falfe : This, this,
Tend me to night two houres, I aske no more, Sooth-law-lle helpe : Thus it muft bee.
And the Gods yeeld you for't. Ant. Well, well, we fhall thriue now.

Eno. What meane you (Sir) Seeft thou my good Fellow. Go, put on thy defences.
To giue them this difcomfort ? Looke they weepe, Eros. Briefely Sir.
And I an Afle, am Onyon-ey'd; for fhame, Cleo. Is riot this buckled well ?
Transforme vs not to women. Ant. Rarely, rarely :

Ant. Ho, ho, ho: He that vnbuckles this, till we do pleafe
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. To daft for our Repofe, /hall heare a fturme.
Grace grow where thofe drops fall( my hearty Friends) Thou fumbleft Eros, and my Queenes a Squire
You take me in too dolorous a fenfe, More tight at this, then thou : Difpatch. O Loue,
For I fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you That thou couldft fee my Warres to day, and knew'ft
To burne this night with Torches : Know (my hearts) The Royall Occupation, thou fhould'ft fee
I hope well of to morrow, and will leade you, A Workeman in't.
Where rather He expedl victorious life, Enter an Armed Soldier.
Then death,and Honor. Let's to Supper, come, Good morrow to thee, welcome,
And drowne coniideration. Exeunt. Thou look'ft like him that knowes a warlike Charge :

To bufineffe that we loue, we rife berime,
Enter a Company of So/diours. And go too't with delight.

Soul. A thoufand Sir, early though't be, haue on their
J.Sol. Brother, goodnight : to morrow is the day. Riueted trim, and at the Port expeft you. Showt .
I.Sol. It will determine one way : Fare you well. Trumpets Flourijh.

Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets. Enter Captaines , and Souldiers.
i Nothing : what newes ? Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morrow Generall.
z Belike 'tis but a Rumour,good night to you. Ail. Good morrow Generall.
I Well fir, good night. Ant. 'Tis well blowne Lads.

They meete other Soldiers. This Morning, like the fpirit of a youth
2 Souldiers,haue carefull Watch. That meanes to be of note, begins betimes.
I And you : Goodnight.goodnight. So,fo : Come giue me that, this way, well-fed.

They place themfetues in euery corner of the Stage. Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of me,
2 Heere we : and if to morrow This is a Soldiers kiffe : rebukeable,

Our Nauie thriue, I haue an abfolute hope And worthy fhamefull checke it were, to ftand
Our Landmen will ftand vp. On more Mechanicke Complement, He leaue thee.

i 'Tis a braue Army, and full of purpofe. Now like a man of Steele, you that will fight,
Mufeke of the Hoboyes u tinder the Stage. Follow me clofe, lie bring you too't : Adieu. Exeunt.

2 Peace, what noiie ? Char. Pleafe you retyre to your Chamber?
i Lift lift. Cleo. Lead me :
2 Hearke. He goes forth gallantly : That he and Ceefar might
I Muficke i'th'Ayre,. Determine this great Warre in fingle fight ;
3 Vnder the earth. Then Anthony ; but now. Well on. Exeunt
4 It fignes well, do's it not?
3 No. Trumpets Enter Anthony,anJ E/c
I Peace I fay : What ihould this meane ?
2 'Tis the God Hercules, whom Anthony loued, Eros. The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony.

Now leaues him. Ant. Would thou,& thofe thy fears had once preuaild
I Walke, let's fee if other Watchmen To make me fight at Land.

Do heare what we do ? Eros. Had"ft thou done fo,
2 How now Maifters ? Sfea^ together. The Kings that haue reuolted, and the Soldier
Omnes. How now? how now? do you heare this? That has this morning left thee, would haue ftill
i I, is't not ftrange ? Followed thy heeles.
3 Do you heare Mafters ? Do you heare ? Ant. Whofe gone this morning ?
I Follow the noyie fo farre as we haue quarter. Eros. Who? one euer neere thee, call for Sno&arbus,

Hee
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He fliall not heare thee, or from Cajars Campe, Alarums.
Say I am none of thine. Enter Anthony, and Scarriu wounded.

Ant. What fayeft thou ?
Sold. Sir he is with dejar. Scar. O my braue Emperor, this is fought indeed,
Eros. Sir,his Cherts and Treafure he has not with him. Had we done fo at firft, we had drouen them home
Ant. Is he gone ? With clowtsabout their heads. Far off.
So!. Moft certaine. Ant. Thou bleed'ft apace.
Ant. Go Sros, fend his Treafure after, do it, Scar, I had a wound heere that was like a T,

Detaine no iot I charge thee : write to him, But now 'tis made an H.
(I will fubfcribe) gentle adieu's,and greetings; *Ant. They do retyre.
Say, that I wilh he neuer finde more caufe Scar. Wee'l beat 'em into Bench-holes, I haue yet
To change a Matter. Oh my Fortunes haue Roome for fix fcotches more.
Corrupted honeft men. Difpatch Enobarbw. Exit Enter Bros.

Eros. They are beaten Sir, and our aduantage ferues
Flourijb. Enter Agrippa, C*efart m'!t^ Enobarbuf, For a faire victory.

and Dollabella. Scar. Let vs fcore their backes,
And fnatch 'em vp, as we take Hares behinde,

Cuef. Go forth Agr'tppa, and begin the fight: 'Tis fport to maul a Runner.
Our will is Anthony be tooke aliue : Ant. I will reward thee
Make it fo knovvne. Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold

Agrip. CceJar, I ihall, For thy good valour. Come thee on.
Cafar. The time of vniuerfall peace is neere : Scar. lie halt after. Exeunt

Proue this a profp'rous day, the three nook'd world
Shall beare the Oliue freely. Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in a

Enter a Meffenger. Scarrus, frith others.
Mef. sAnthony is come into the Field.
C<?f. Go charge Agrippa, Ant. We haue beate him to his Campe : Runne one

Plant thofe that haue reuolted in the Vant, Before, & let the Queen know of our guefts: to morrow
That Anthony may feeme to fpend his Fury Before the Sun fhall fee's, wee'l fpill the blood
Vpon himfelfe. Sxeunt. That ha's to day efcap'd. I thanke you all,

Enob. Alcxaf did reuolt,and went to lerrri/ on For doughty handed are you, and haue fought
Affaires of Antbiny, there did difTwade Not as you feru'd the Caufe, but as't had beene
Great Herod to incline himfelfe to Ctefar, Each mans like mine : you haue fhewne all Hefiors.
And leaue his Mafter Anthony. For this paines, Enter the Citty, clip your Wiues, your Friends,
Ctefar hath hang'd him : Caminditu and the reft Tell them your feats, whil'ft they with ioyfull teares
That fell away, haue entertainment, but Waft the congealement from your wounds, and kiffe
No honourable truft : I haue done ill, The Honour'd-galhes whole.
Of which I do accufe my felfe fo forely, Enter Cleopatra.
That I will ioy no mote. Giue me thy hand,

Enter a Soldier of C/efars. To this great Faiery, lie commend thy acts,
Sol. Enobarbtu, Anthony Make her thankes blefTe thee. Oh thou day o'th'world,

Hath after thee fent all thy Treafure, with Chaine mine arm'd necke, leape thou. Attyre and all
His Bounty ouer-plus. The MeiTenger Through proofe of HarneiTe to my heart,and there
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now Ride on the pants triumphing.
Vnloading of his Mules. Cleo. Lord of Lords,

Eno. 1 giue it you. Oh infinite Vertue, comm'ft thou fmiling fromj
Sol. Mocke not Enobarbui, The worlds great fnare vncaught.

I tell you true : Beft you faf't the bringer Ant. Mine Nightingale,
Out of the heart, I muft attend mine Office, We haue beate them to their Beds.
Or would haue done't my felfe. Your Emperor What Gyrle, though gray
Continues ftill a loue. Exit Do fomthing mingle with our yonger brown, yet ha we

Enob. I am alone the Villaine of the earth, A Braine that nouri/lies our Nerues,and can
And feele I am fo moft. Oh Anthony, Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man,
Thou Mine of Bounty, how would'ft thou haue payed Commend vnto his Lippes thy fauouring hand,
My better feruice, when my turpitude KiFe it my Warriour : He hath fought to day,
Thou doft fo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, As if a God in hate of Mankinde,had
If fwift thought breake it not: a fwifter meane Deftroyed in fuch a fliape.
Shall out,ftrike thought, but thought will doo't. I feele Cleo. He giue thee Friend
I fight againft thee : No I will go feeke An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings.
Some Ditch, wherein to dye : the foul'ft beft fits Ant. He has deferu'd it, were it Carbunkled
My latter part of life. Exit. Like holy Phcebus Carre. Giue me thy hand,

eAiarum,Dnunmes and Trumpets. Through Alexandria make a iolly March,
Enter Agrippa. Beare our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them.

Agrip Retire, we haue engag'd our felues too farre : Had our great Pallace the capacity
Ciffar himfelfe ha's worke, and our oppreffion To Campe this heart, we all would fup together,
Exceeds what we expected. Exit. And drinke Carowfes to the next dayes Fate

Which
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Which promifes Royall perill, Trumpetters And hold our beft aduantage. exeunt.
With brazen dinne blaft you the Citties eare, Alarum afarre off, M at a Sea-Jigbt.
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, Enter Anthony,and Scarrui.
That heauen and earth may ftrike their founds together, Ant. Yet they are not ioyn'd :
Applauding our approach. Exeunt. Where yon'd Pine does ftand, I fhall difcouer all.

lie bring thee word ftraight, how'ris like to go. exit.
Euter a Centerie} and ku Company , Enobarbui follows. Scar. Swallowes haue built

In Cleopatra^ Sailes their nefts. The Auguries
Cent. If we be not releeu'd within this houre, Say,they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly,

We muft returne to'th'Court of Guard : the night And dare not fpeake their knowledge. Anthony,
Is fhiny, and they fay, we fliall embattaile Is valiant, and deieded, and by ftarts
By'th'fecond houre i'th'Morne. His fretted Fortunes giue him hope and feare

i.Watch. This lafk day was a fhr.ew'd one too's. Of what he has, and has not.
Enob. Oh beare me witneffe night. Enter ̂Anthony.
2 What man is this / tAnt. All is loft :
i Stand clofe,and lift him. This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me :
Enob. Be witneffe to me (O thou bleffed Moone) My Fleete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder

When men reuolted mall vpon Record They caft their Caps vp, and Carowfe together
Beare hatefull memory : poore Enobarbui did Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn'd Whore, 'tis thou
Before thy face repent. Haft fold me to this Nouice, and my heart

Cent. Enobarbui ? Makes onely Warres on thee. Bid them all flye :
2 Peace : Hearke further. For when I am reueng'd vpon my Charme,
Enob. Oh Soueraigne Miftris of true MelanchoJIy, Iihaue done all. Bid them all flye, begone.

The poyfonous dampe of night dilpunge vpon me, Oh Sunne, thy vprile ftiall I fee no more,
That Life, a very Rebell to my will, Fortune, and Anthony part heere, euen heere
May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart Do we fhake hands? All come to this? The hearts
Againft the flint and hardnefle of my fault, That pannelled me at heeles, to whom I gaue
Which being dried with greefe, will breake to powder, Their wifhes, do dif-Candie, melt their fweets
And finifti all foule thoughts. Oh Anthony, On bloiToming Ccefar :And this Pine is barkt,
Nobler then my reuolt is Infamous, That ouer-top'd them all. Betray'd I am.
Forgiue me in thine owne particular, Oh this falfe Soule of Egypt! this graue Charme,
But let the world ranke me in Regifter Whofe eye beck'd forth my Wars, & cal'd them home :
A Mafter leauer, and a fugitiue : Whofe Bofome was my Crownet,my chiete end,
Oh Anthony \ Oh Anthony I Like a right Gyplle, hath at raft and loofe

i Let's fpeake to him. Beguil'd me, to the very heart of loffe.
Cent. Let's heare him, for the things he fpeakes What Eros,£ros?

May concerne Caejar. Enter Cleopatra.
1 Let's do fo, but he fleepes. Ah, thou Spell! Auaunt.
Cent. Swoonds rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againft his Loue ?

Was neuer yet for fleepe. Ant. Vanifti, or I /hall giue thee thy deferuing,
i Go we to him. And blemifh CtzjarsTriumph. Let him take thee,
2 Awake fir,awake, fpeake to vs. And hoift thee vp to the fhouting Plebeians,
i Heare you fir ? Follow his Chariot, like the greateft fpot
Cent. The hand of death hath raught him. Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter-like be fhewne

Drummes afarre off. For poor'ft Diminidues, for Dolts, and let
Hearke the Drummes demurely wake the fleepers : Patient Ofiauia, plough thy viiage vp
Let vs beare him to'th'Court of Guard : he is of note ; With her prepared nailes. exit Cleopatra.
Our houre is fully out. 'Tis well th'art gone,

1 Come on then, he may recouer yet. exeunt If it be well to liue. But better 'twere -
Thou fell'ft into my furie, for one death

Enter Anthony and Scarrui , with their Army. Might haue preuented many. Eros, hoa.?
Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sea, The ihirt of Nejfui is vpon me, teach me

We pleafe them not by Land. Alcides, thou mine Anceftor,thy rage.
Scar. For both,my Lord. Let me lodge Liccu on the homes o'th'Moone,
Ant. I would they'ld fight i'th'Fire, or i'th'Ayre, And with thofe hands that grafpt the heauieft Club,

Wee'ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foote Subdue my worthieft felfe : The Witch fliall die,
Vpon the hilles adioyning to the Citty To the young Roman Boy (he hath fold me, and I fall
Shall ftay with vs. Order for Sea isgiuen, Vnder this plot: She dyes for't. Eras hoa? exit.
They haue put forth the Hauen :
Where their appointment we may beft difcouer, Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian.
And looke on their endeuour. exeunt

Cleo. Helpe me my women : Oh hee's more mad
Enter Ciejvr,and hu Army. Then TeJamon for his Shield, the Boare of Theffaly

Ctff. But being charg'd, we will be ftill by Land, Was neuer fo imboft.
Which as I tak't we fliall, for his beft force Char. To'th'Monument, there locke your felfe,
Is forth to Man his Gallies, To the Vales, And fend him word you are dead :

The

851



362 The Tragedie of
The Soule and Body Hue not more in parting, Marres what it does : yea, very force entangles
Then greatneffe going off. It felfe with ftrength : Seale then, and all is done.

Cleo. To'th'Monument : Eros? I come my Queene. Eros'! Stay for me,
Marxian, go tell him I haue flaine my felfe : Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee'l hand in hand,
Say, that the laft I fpoke was Anthony, And with our fprightly Port make the Ghoftes gaze :
And word it(prythee)pitteoufly. Hence Mardian, ^Dido, and her tJEneai fhall want Troopes,
And bring me how he takes my death to'th'Monument. And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros.

Exeunt. Enter Eros.

Enter Anthony, and Bros. Eros, What would my Lord ?
Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ft me ? Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed,
Eros. I Noble Lord. I haue liu'd in fuch dishonour, that the Gods
tAnt. Sometime we fee a clowd that's Dragonifh, Deteft my bafeneffe. I, that with my Sword,

A vapour fometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, Quarter'd the World, and o're greene Neptunesibacke
A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, With Ships, made Cities; condemne my felfe, to lacke
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie The Courage of a Woman, leffe Noble minde
With Trees vpon't, that nodde vnto the world, Then fhe which by her death, our Ccejar telles
And mocke our eyes with Ayre. I am Conqueror of my felfe. Thou art fworne Eros,
Thou hail feene thefe Signes, That when the exigent /hould come, which now
They are blacke Vefpers Pageants. Is come indeed : When I fhould fee behinde me

Eros. I my Lord. Th'ineuitable profecution of difgrace and horror,
Ant. That which is now a Horfe, euen with a thoght That on my command, thou then would'ft kill me.

the Racke diflimes, and makes it indiftinft Doo't, the time is come : Thou ftrik'ft not me,
As water is in water. 'Tis Cajarthou defeat'ft. Put colour in thy Cheeke.

Eros. It does my Lord. Eros . The Gods with-hold me,
Ant. My good Knaue Eros,now thy Captaine is Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts,

Euen fuch a body : Heere I am Anthony, (Though Enemy) loft ayme,and could not.
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape (my Knaue) Ant. Eros,
I made thefe warres for Egypt, and the Qu_eene, Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee
Whofe heart I thought I had, for ihe had mine : Thy Mafter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe
Which whil'ft it was mine, had annext vntoo't His corrigible necke, his face fubdu'de
A Million moe, (now loft:) fhee Eros has To penetratiue fhame ; whil'ft the wheel'd feate
Packt Cards with Cafars, and falfe plaid my Glory Of Fortunate Ccefar drawne before him, branded
Vnto an Enemies triumph. His BafenefTe that enfued.
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs Eros. I would not fee't.
Our felues to end our felues. Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muft be cur'd.

Enter Mardian. Draw that thy honeft Sword, which thou haft worne
Oh thy vilde Lady,fhe has rob'd me of my Sword. Moft vfefull for thy Country.

Mar. No Anthony, Eros. Oh iir,pardon me.
My Miftris lou'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft y not then
With thine intirely. To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once,

.^fo.Hence fawcy Eunuch peace, fhe hath betraid me, Or thy precedent Seruices are all
And fhall dye the death. But accidents vnpurpos'd. Draw, and come.

Mar. Death of one perfon, can be paide but once, Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenance,
And that file ha's difcharg'd. What thou would'ftdo Wherein the worfhip of the whole world lyes.
Is done vnto thy hand : the laft flie fpake Ant. Loe thee.
Was Anthony, moft Noble Anthony: Eros. My fword is drawne.
Then in the midd'ft a tearing grone did breake Ant. Then let it do at once
The name of Anthony : it was diuided The thing why thou haft drawne it.
Betweene her heart, and lips : fhe rendred life Eros, My deere Mafter,
Thy name fo buried in her. My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me fay

Ant. Dead then ? Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, Farwell.
Mar. Dead. fAnt. 'Tis faid man, and farewell.
Ant. Vnarme Bros, the long dayes taske is done, Bros. Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I ftrike now?

And we muft fleepe : That thou depart'ft hence fafe Ant. Now Eros. Killes bimfelfe.
Does pay thy labour richly: Go. exit Mardian. Eros. Why there then :
Off, plucke off, Thus I do efcape the forrow of Anthonies death.
The ieuen-fold fhield of Aiax cannot keepe cAnt. Thrice-Nobler then my felfe,
The battery from my heart. Oh cleaue my fides. Thou teacheft me : Oh valiant Eros, what
Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, I fhould, and thou could'ft not, my Qiieene and Eros
Cracke thy fraile Cafe. Apace Eros, apacej Haue by their braue inftruclion got vpon me
No more a Soldier : bruifed peeces go, A Nobleneffe in Record. But I will bee
You haue bin Nobly borne. From me awhile, exit Bros A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo't
I will o're-take thee Cleopatra, and As to a Louers bed. Come then, and Eros,
Weepe for my pardon. So it muft be, for now Thy Mafter dies thy Scholler ; to do thus
All length is Torture : fince the Torch is out, I learnt of thee. How, not dead? Not dead ?
Lye downe and ftray no farther. Now all labour The Guard,how? Oh difpatch me.

Enter
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Enter a Guard. Cleo. Oh Sunne,

I.Guard. What's the noife ? Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ft in, darkling ftand
Ant. I haue done my worke ill Friends : The varrying fhore o'th'world.O Antony,Antony,Antony

Oh make an end of what I haue begun, Helpe Charmian, helpe Ira6 helpe : helpe Friends
2 The Starre is falne. Below, let's draw him hither.
i And time is at his Period. Ant. Peace,
All. Alas, and woe. Not Qtejars Valour hath o'rethrowne Anthony,
Ant. Let him that loues me,ftrike me dead. But Antbonie's hath Triumpht on it felfe.
i Not I. Cleo. So it fliould be,
z Nor I. That none but Anthony fhould conquer Anthony,
3 Nor any one. exeunt But woe 'tis fo.
Dercetus.Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowers fly Ant, I am dying Egypt, dying; onelyj

This fword but fhewne to defar with this tydings, I heere importune death a-while, vntill
Shall enter me with him. Of many thoufand kiffes, the poore laft

Enter Diomedes. I lay vpon thy lippes.
Dlo. Where's Anthony ? Cleo. I dare not Deere,
Deere. There Diomed there. Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not,
T>wm. Liues he : wilt thou not anfwer man ? Leaft I be taken : not th'Imperious fhew
Ant. Art thou there Diomed? Of the full-Fortun'd Caefar, euer fhall

Draw thy fword, and giue mee, Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents haue
Suffifing ftrokes for death. Edge, fting, or operation. I am fafe :

D'wm. Moft abfolute Lord : Your Wife Oftauia, with her modeft eyes,
My Miftri? Cleopatra fent me to thee. And ftill Conclufion, fhall acquire no Honour

Ant. When did fliee fend thee ? Demuring vpon me : but come, come Anthony,
'"Diom, Now my Lord. Helpe me my women, we muft draw thee vp :
Anth- Where is me ? (feare Affift good Friends.
Diom.Lockt in her Monument: me had a Prophefying Ant. Oh quicke,or I am gone.

Of what hath come to paffe : for when fhe faw Cleo. Heere's fport indeede :
(Which neuer mall be found) you did fufpedl How heauy weighes my Lord ?
She had difpos'd with Ctefar, and that your rage Our ftrength is all gone into heauinefTe,
Would not be purg'd, fhe fent you word ihe was dead : That makes the waight. Had I great /««o's power,
But fearing fince how it might worke, hath fent The ftrong wing'd Mercury mould fetch thee vp,
Me to proclaime the truth, and I am come And fet thee by loues fide. Yet come a little,
I dread, too late. Wifhers were euer Fooles- Oh come, come, come,
Ant.'Too late good Diomed: call my Guard I prythee. They heaue Anthony aloft to Cleopatra.
Din. What hoa : the Emperors Guard, And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft liu'd,

The Guard, what hoa f Come, your Lord calles. Qukken with kiffing : had my lippes that power,
Enter 4. or 5. of the Guard of "^Anthony. Thus would I weare them out.

Ant. Beare me good Friends where Cleopatra bides, All. A heauy fight.
'Tis the laft feruice that I fhall command you. Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying.

I Woe, woe are we ilr,you may not liue to weare Giue me fome Wine, and let me fpeake a little.
All your true Followers out. Cleo. No, let me fpeake, and let me rayle fo hye,

All. Moft heauy day. That the falfe Hufwife Fortune, breake her Wheele,
Ant."Nay good my Fellowes, do not pleafe (harp fate Prouok'd by my offence.

To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome Ant. One word ffweet Queene)
Which comes to punifh vs,and we punifh it Of Crsfar feeke your Honour, with your fafety. Oh.
Seeming to beare it lightly. Take me vp, Cleo. They do not go together.
I haue led you oft, carry me now good Friends, Ant. Gentle heare me,
And haue my thankes for all. Sxit bearing Anthony None about Cafar truft, but Proculeiui.

Cleo. My Refoludon, and my hands, He truft,
Enter Cleopatra, and her Maides aloft, with None about Cafar.

Cbartnian & Iras. Ant. The miferable change now at my end,^
Lament nor forrow at: but pleafe your thoughts

Cleo. Oh Charmian, I will neuer go from hence. In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes
Char. Be comforted deere Madam. Wherein I lined. The greateft Prince o'th'world,
Cleo. No, I will not: The Nobleft: and do now not bafely dye,

All ftrange and terrible euents are welcome, Not Cowardly put oft" my Helmet to
But comforts we difpife ; our fize of Ibrrow My Countreyman. A Roman, by a Roman
Proportion'd to our caufe, muft be as great Valiantly vanquim'd. Now my Spirit is going,
As that which makes it. I can no more.

Enter Diomed. Cleo. Nobleft of men, woo't dye ?
How now? is he dead ? Haft thou no care of me, mail I abide

'Diom. His death's vpon him, but not dead. In this dull world, which in thy abfence is
Looke out o'th other fide your Monument, No better then a Stye ? Oh fee my women :
His Guard haue brought him thither. The Crowne o'th'earth doth melt. My Lord ?

Enter Anthony,and the Guard. Oh wither'd is the Garland of the Warre, The
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The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrles The Gods rebuke me, but it is Tydings
Are leuell now with men : The oddcs is gone, To wafh the eyes of" Kings.
And there is nothing left remarkeable Dol. And ftrange it is,
Beneath the vifiting Moone. That Nature muft compell vs to lament

Char. Oh quietnefle, Lady. Our moft perfifted deeds.
Iras. She's dead too, our Soueraigne. Mec. His taints and Honours, wag'd equal with him.
Char. Lady. Dola. A Rarer fpirit neuer
Iras. Madam. Did fteere humanity : but you Gods will giue vs
Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. Some faults to make vs men. Ccefar is touch'd.
Iras. Royall Egypt : Emprefie. Mec. When fuch a fpacious Mirror's let before him,
Char. Peace, peace, Irai. He needes muft fee him felfe.
Cleo. No more but in a Woman, and commanded Cuefar. Oh ^Anthony,

By fuch poore paffion, as the Maid that Milkes, I haue followed thee to this, but we do launch
And doe's the meaneft chares. It were for me, Difeafes in our Bodies. I muft perforce
To throw my Scepter at the injurious Gods, Haue fhewne to thee fuch a declining day,
To tell them that this World did equall theyrs, Or looke on thine : we could not ftall together,
Till they had ftolne our levvell. All's but naught : In the whole world. But yet let me lament
Patience is fottifh, and impatience does With teares as Soueraigne as the blood of hearts,
Become a Dogge that's mad : Then is it finne, That thou my Brother, my Competitor,
To rufh into the fecret houfe of death, In top of all defigne ; my Mate in Empire,
Ere death dare come to vs. How do you Women ? Friend and Companion in the front of Warre,
What, what good cheere ? Why how now Cbarm'ian ? The Arme of mine owne Body, and the Heart
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah Women, women ! Looks Where mine his thoughts did kindle; that our Starres
Our Lampe is fpent, it's out. Good firs, take heart, Vnreconciliable, fhould diuide our equalneffe to this.
Wee'l bury him : And then, what's braue, what's Noble, Heare me good Friends,
Let's doo't after the high Roman famion, But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon,
And make death proud to take vs. Come,away, The bufinefle of this man lookes out of him,
This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold. Wee'l heare him what he fayes.
Ah Women, Women ! Come, we haue no Friend Enter an
But Refolation,and the breefeft end. Whence are you ?

Sxeunt , bearing of Antbonies body. tALgyp. A poore Egyptian yet, the Qu_een my miftris
Confin'd in all, flie has her Monument

Enter dzfar ,Agrippa,Dollabella, Menat Of thy intents, defires, instruction,
bis Couxjell of Warre. That me preparedly may frame her felfe

To'th'way fliee's forc'd too.
Ccefar . Go to him Dollabella, bid him yeeld, Cuefar. Bid her haue good heart,

Being fo fruftrate, tell him, She foone mail know of vs, by fome of ours,
He mockes the pawfes that he makes. How honourable, and how kindely Wee

Dol. Cafar, I fhall. Determine for her.For Ceejar cannot leaue to be vngentle
Enter ̂ Decretas with the fword of Anthony. t. So the Gods preferue thee. Sxit,

Ctff. Wherefore is that? And what art thou that dar'ft . Come hither Proculeitu. Go and fay
Appeare thus to vs? We purpofe her no fhame : giue her what comforts

^Dec. I am call'd ^Decretas, The quality of her paffion fhall require ;
Marine Anthony I feru'd, who belt was worthie Leaft in her greatnefle, by fome mortall ftroke
Beft to be feru'd : whil'ft he flood vp,and fpoke She do defeate vs. For her life in Rome,
He was my Mafter, and I wore my life Would be eternall in our Triumph : Go,
To fpend vpon his haters. If thou pleafe And with your fpeedieft bring vs what Ihe fayes,
To take me to thee, as I was to him, And how you finde of her.
He be to Cafar : ify pleafeft not, I yeild thee vp my life. Pro. Ctffar I mall. Exit Proculeltu.

C<zfar. What is't thou fay'ft ? Caf. Galliano you along : where's Dalabella, to fe-
1)ec. I fay (Oh Ca>far) Anthony is dead. cond Proculeiiu ?
Ctefar. The breaking of fo great a thing, mould make All. Ddabdla.

A greater cracke. The round World Ctef. Let him alone : for I remember now
Should haue fhooke Lyons into ciuill ftreets, How hee's imployd : he fhall in time be ready,
And Cittizens to their dennes. The death of ̂ Anthony Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee
Is not a fingle doome, in the name lay How hardly I was drawne into this Warre,
A moity of the world. How calme and gentle I proceeded ftill

Dec. He is dead C&far, In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee
Not by a publike minifter of luftice, What I can mew in this. Exeunt.
Nor by a hyred Knife, but that felfe-hand
Which writ his Honor in the Acts it did, Enter Cleopatra, Cbarm'ian, Irai, and Mardlan. *"
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it,
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, Cleo. My defolation does begin to make
I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ftain'd A better life : Tis paltry to be Ctejar :
With his moft Noble blood. Not being Fortune, hee's but Fortunes knaue,

CaeJ. Looke you fad Friends, A minifter of her will : and it is great
To
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To do that thing that ends all other deeds, And hang me vp in Chaines.
Which /hackles accedents, and bolts vp change; Pro. You do extend
Which fleepes, and neuer pallates more the dung, Thefe thoughts of horror further then you /hall
The beggers Nurfe, and Cafars. Finde caufe in Cajar.

Enter froculelus. Enter Dolabella.
Pro. Ctffar fends greeting to the Queene of Egypt, Dol. Proculelui,

And bids thee ftudy on what faire demands What thou haft done, thy Mafter Ctefar knowes,
Thou mean'ft to haue him grant thee. And he hath fent for thee : for the Queene,

Cleo. What's thy name ? lie take her to my Guard.
fro. My name is Procukitu. Pro. So Ttolabella,
Cleo. Anthony It /hall content me beft : Be gentle to her,

Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but To Ctfjar I will fpeake, what you /hall pleafe,
I do not greatly care to be deceiu'd If you'l imploy me to him. Exit Proculeitu
That haue no vfe for trufting. If yourl Mafter Cleo. Say, I would dye.
Would haue a Queece his begger, you muft tell him, Dol. Moft Noble EmprefTe, you haue heard of me.
That Maiefty to keepe decorum, mufti Cleo. I cannot tell.
No lefle begge then a Kingdome : If he pleafe Dol. Affuredly you know me.
To giue me conquer'd Egypt for mv Sonne, Cleo. No matter fir, what I haue heard or knowne :
He giues me fo much of mine owne, as I You laugh when Boy^s or Women tell their Dreames,
Will kneele to him with thankes. Is't not your tricke ?

fro. Be of good cheere : Dol. I vnderftand not, Madam.
Y'are falne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, Cleo. I dreampt there was an Emperor ̂Anthony,
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, Oh fuch another fleepe, that I might fee
Who is fo full of Grace, that it flowes ouer But fuch another man.
On all that neede. Let me report to him Dol. If it might pleafe ye.
Your fweet dependacie, and you fhall finde Cleo. His face was as the Heau'ns, and therein ftucke
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindnefie, A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courfe, & lighted
Where he for grace is kneel'd too. The little o'th'earth.

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 'Dol. Moft Soueraigne Creature.
J am his Fortunes VafTall, and I fend him Cleo. His legges beftrid the Ocean, his rear'd arme
The Greatneffe he has got. I hourely learne Crefted the world : His voyce was propertied
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would gladly As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends:
Looke him i'th'Face. But when he meant to quaile, and /hike the Orbe,

Pro. This He report (deere Lady) He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty,
Haue comfort, for I know your plight is pittied There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was,
Of him that caus'd it. That grew the more by reaping : His delights

Pro. You fee how eafily /he may be furpriz'd : Were Dolphin-like, they /hew'd his backe aboue
Guard her till Cafar come. The Element they liu'd in : In his Liuery

Iras. Royall Queene. Walk'd Crownes and Crownets: Realms & Iflands were
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken Queene. As plates dropt from his pocket.
Cleo. Qujcke, quicke, good hands. Dol. Cleopatra.
Tro. Hold worthy Lady, hold : Qleo. Thinke you there was, or might be fuch a man

Doe not your felfe fuch wrong, who are in this As this I dreampt of?
Releeu'd, but not betraid. Dol. Gentle Madam, no.

Cleo. What of death too that rids our dogs of langui/h Cleo. You Lye vp to the hearing of the Gods :
Pro. Cleopatra, do not abufe my Mafters bounty, by But if there be, nor euer were one fuch

Th'vndoing of your felfe : Let the World fee It's paft the fize of dreaming : Nature wants ftuffe
His NoblenefTe well afled, which your death To vie ftrange formes with fancie, yet t'imagine
Will neuer let come forth. An ^Anthony were Natures peece, 'gainft Fancie,

Cleo. Where art thou Death? Condemning ftiadowes quite.
Come hither come ; Come, come, and take a Queene Dol. Heare me, good Madam :
Worth many Babes and Beggers. Your lofle is as your felfe, great; and you beare it

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. As anfwering to the waight, would I might neuer
Cleo. Sir, I will eate no meate, He not drinke fir, Ore-take purfu'de fucceffe : But I do feele

If idle talke will once be neceflary By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites
lie not fleepe neither. This mortall houfe He ruine, My very heart at roote.
Do Cizjar what he can. Know fir, that I Cleo. I thanke you fir :
Will not waite pinnion'd at your Mafters Court, Know you what Ceffar meanes to do with me ?
Nor once be chaftic'd with the fober eye Dol. I am loath to tell you what, I;would you knew.
Of dull OElama. Shall they hoyft me vp, Cleo. Nay pray you fir.
And /hew me to the fhowting Varlotarie T>ol. Though he be Honourable.
Of cenfuring Rome ? Rather a ditrh in Egypt. Cleo. Hee'l leade me then in Triumph.
Be gentle graue vnto me, rather on Nylus mudde Dol. Madam he will, I know't. Flourijb.
Lay me ftarke-nak'd, and let the water-Flies Enter Proculeiiu, Cafar, Gallic, Meccnas,
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make and others of bis Tralne.
My Countries high pyramides my Gibbet, All. Make way there Co-far.

z z C*faT
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Caf. Which is the Queene of Egypt. Or I /hall mew the Cynders of my fpirits
Do!. It is the Emperor Madam. Cko. fyeehs. Through th'A/hes of my chance : Wer't thou a man,
Ctffar. Arife,you fhall not kneele : Thou would'ft haue mercy on me.

I pray you rife, rife Egypt. Ciffar. Forbeare SeleucM.
Cleo. Sir, the Gods will haue it thus, C/eo.Ee it known,that we the greateft are mif-thoght

My Matter and my Lord I muft obey, For things that others do : and when we fall,
C<ejar. Take to you no hard thoughts, We anfwer others merits, in our name

The Record of what iniuries you did vs, Are therefore to be pittied.
Though written in our fle/h, we /hall remember Cafar. Cleopatra,
As things but done by chance. Not what you haue referu'd, nor what acknowledg'd

Cleo. Sole Sir o'th'World, Put we i'th'Roll of Conqueft : ftill bee't yours,
I cannot proieft mine owne caufe fo well Beftow it at your pleafure, and beleeue
To make it cleare, but do confefie I haue C<ffars no Merchant, to make prize with you
Bene laden with like frailties, which before Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer'd,
Haue often fham'd our Sex. Make not your thoughts your prifons : No deere Queen,

Collar. Cleopatra know, For we intend fo to difpofe you, as
We will extenuate rather then inforce : Your felfe fhall giue vs counfell : Feede,and fleepe :
If you apply your felfe to our intents, Our care and pitty is fo much vpon you,
Which towards you are moft gentle,.you /hall finde That we remaine your Friend, and fo adieu.
A benefit in this change : but if you feeke Cleo. My Mafter,and my Lord.
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking Ctfjar. Not fo : Adieu. Flourijb.
dnthonies courfe, you /hall bereaue your felfe Sxeunt Cdfar, and his Traine.
Of my good purpofes, and put your children Cleo. He words me Gyrles, he words me,
To that deftruclion which lie guard them from, That I /hould not be Noble to my felfe.
If thereon you relye. He take my leaue. But hearke thee Charmian.

C/fo.And may through all the world : tis yours, & we Iras. Finiih good Lady, the bright day is done,
your Scutcheons, and your fignes of Conqueft /hall And we are for the darke.
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here my good Lord. Cleo. Hye thee againe,

Ctefar. You /hall aduife me in all for Cleopatra. I haue fpoke already, and it is prouided,
Cleo. This is the breefe : of Money,Plate, & lewels Go put it to the hafte.

I am poffeft of, 'tis exactly valewed, Char. Madam, I will.
Not petty things admitted. Where's Seleucui ? Enter "\Dolabella.

Seleu. Heere Madam. Dol. Where's the Queene?
Cleo. This is my Treafurer, let him fpeake (my Lord) Char. Behold fir.

Vpon his perill, that I haue referu'd Cleo. Dolabella.
To my felfe nothing. Speake the truth Selcuctts. 'Do/. Madam, as thereto fworne,by your command

Seleu. Madam,! had rather feele my lippes, (Which my loue makes Religion to obey)
Then to my perill fpeake that which is not. I tell you this : Ctffar through Syria

Cleo. What haue I kept backe. Intends his iourney, and within three dayes,
&/. Enough to purchafe what you haue made known You with your Children will he fend before,
C<efar. Nay blu/h not Cleopatra, I approue Make your beft vfe of this. I haue perform'd

Your Wifedome in the deede. Your pleafure, and my promife.
Cleo. See Catjar : Oh behold, Cleo. Dolabella, I /hall remaine your debter.

How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, ''Dol. I your Seruant :
And /hould we ihift eftates, yours would be mine. Adieu good Queene, I muft attend on Ceejar. Exit
The ingratitude of this Seleucta, does Cleo. Farewell, and thankes.
Euen make me wilde. Oh Slaue, of no more truft Now Iras, what think'ft thou ?
Then loue that's hyr'd ? What goeft thou backe, y malt Thou, an Egyptian Puppet /hall be ftiewne
Go backe I warrant thee : but He catch thine eyes In Rome afwell as I : Mechanicke Slaues
Though they had wings. Slaue, Soule-leffe, Villain,Dog. With greazie Aprons,Rules,and Hammers fhall
O rarely bafe I Vplift vs to the view. In their thicke breathes,

Ciefar. Good Queene, let vs intreat you. Ranke of groffe dyet,fhall we be enclowded,
Cleo. O Cccfar, what a wounding /hame is this, And forc'd to drinke their vapour.

That thou vouchsafing heere to vifit me, Iras. The Gods forbid.
Doing the Honour of thy Lordlineffe Cleo. Nay, 'tis moft certaine Iras : fawcie Liitors
To one fo meeke, that mine owne Seruant mould Will catch at vs like Strumpets, and fcald Rimers
Parcell the fummeof my difgraces, by Ballads vs out a Tune. The quicke Comedians
Addition of hisEnuy. Say (good Cafer) Externporally will ftage vs, and prefent
That I fome Lady trifles haue referu'd, Our Alexandrian Reuels : Anthony
Immoment toyes, things of fuch Dignitie Shall be brought drunken forth, and I /hall fee
As we greet moderne Friends withall, and fay Some fqueaking Cleopatra Boy my greatneffe
Some Nobler token I haue kept apart I'th'pofture of a Whore.
For Liuia and Oflauia, to induce Iras. O the good Gods !
Their mediation, muft I be vnfolded Cleo. Nay that's certaine.
With one that I haue bred : The Gods! it fmites me IrM. He neuer fee't? for I am fure mine Nailes
Beneath the fall I haue. Prythee go hence, Are ftronger then mine eyes.

Cleo-
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Cleo. Why that's the way to foole their preparation, Anthony call : I fee him rowfe himfelfe

And to conquer their moft abfurd intents. To praife my Noble Aft. I heare him mock
Enter Cbarmiati. The lucke of Ctejar, which the Gods giue men

NowQbarmian. To excufe their after wrath. Husband, I come :
Shew me my Women like a Queene : Go fetch Now to that name, my Courage proue my Title.
My beft Attyres. I am againe for Cidriu, I am Fire, and Ayre ; my other Elements
To meete Marine Anthony. Sirra Iras, go I giue to bafer life. So,haue you done?
( Now Noble Charmian, wee'l difpatch indeede,) Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lippes.
And when thou haft done this chare, lie giue thee leaue Farewell kinde Cbarntian, Iras, long farewell.
To play till Doomefday : bring our Crowne, and all. Haue I the Afpicke in my lippes ? Doft fall ?

A noife tfithin. If thou, and Nature can fo gently part,
Wherefore's this noife ? The ftroke of death is as a Louers pinch,

Enter a Guardfman. Which hurts,and is defir'd. Doit thou lye ftill f
GardJ. Heere is a rurall Fellow, If thus thou vanifheft, thou tell'ft the world,

That will not be deny'de your Highneffe prefence, It is not worth leaue-taking.
He brings you Figges. Char. Diffolue thicke clowd,& Raine, that I may f:iy

Cleo. Let him come in. Exit Guardfman. The Gods themfelues do weepe.
What poore an Inftrument Cleo. This proues me bafe :
May do a Noble deede : he brings me liberty : If me firft meete the Curled Anthony,
My Refolution's plac'd, and 1 haue nothing Hee'l make demand of her, and fpend that kiffe
Of woman in me : Now from head to foote Which is my heauen to haue. Come thou mortal wretch,
I am Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moone With thy iharpe teeth this knot intrinficate,
No Planet is of mine. Of life at once vntye : Poore venomous Foole,

Enter Guardsman, and Cloione. Be angry, and difpatch. Oh could'ft thou fpeake,
Guardf. This is the man. That I might heare tbee call great Cafar Affe, vnpolicied.
Cleo. Auoid ,and leaue him. Exit Guardfman. Char. Oh Eafterne Starre.

Haft thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, Cleo. Peace,peace :
That killes and paines not? Doft thou not fee my Baby at my breaft,

Clow. Truly 1 haue him : but I would not be the par- That fuckes the Nurfe afleepe.
tie that mould defire you to touch him, for his byting is Char. O breake ! O breake I
immortall : thofe that doe dye of it, doe feldome or ne- Cleo. As fweet as Balme, as foft as Ayre, as gentle.
uer recouer. O Anthony I Nay I will take thee too.

Cleo. Remembered thou any that haue dyed on't ? What mould I ftay Dyes.
Clow. Very many, men and women too. I heard of Char. In this wilde World ? So fare thee well:

one of them no longer then yefterday, a very honeft wo- Now boaft thee Death, in thy poffemon lyes
man, but fomething giuen to lye, as a woman mould not A Lafle vnparalell'd. Downie Windowes cloze,
do, but in the way of honefty, how fhe dyed of the by- And golden Phoebus, neuer be beheld
ting of it, what paine me felt: Truely, fhe makes a vene Of eyes againe fo Royall : your Crownes away,
good report o'th'worme : but he that wil beleeue all that
they fay, mall neuer be faued by halfe that they do : but 

He mend it,and then play 
Enter the Guard ruftling in, and fDoltibella.

this is moft falliable, the Worme's an odde Worme. I Guard. Where's the Queene?
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewell. Char. Speake foftly, wake her not,
Clow. I wim you all ioy of the Worme. I Ctxjar hath fent
Cleo. Farewell. Char. Too flow a Meffenger.
Clotv. You muft thinke this (looke you,) that the Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feele thee.

Worme will do his kinde. I Approach hoa,
Cleo. I, I, farewell. All's not well : CtfJaSs beguild.
Clow. Looke you, the Worme is not to bee trufted, 2 There's Dolabella fent from Cafar : call him.

but in the keeping of wife people : for indeede, there is I What worke is heere Charmlan ?
no goodneffe in the Worme. Is this well done ?

Cleo. Take thou no care, it mall be heeded. Char. It is well done,and fitting for a PrincefTe
Clow. Very good : giue it nothing I pray you, for it Defcended of fo many Royall Kings.

is not worth the feeding. Ah Souldier. Cbarmian dyes.
Cleo. Will it eate me ?
Clow. You muft not think I am fo fimple, but I know Enter '"Dolabella.

the diuell himfelfe will not eate a woman : I know, that
a woman is a difh for the Gods, if the diuell drefle her Dot. How goes it heere ?
not. But truly, thefe fame whorfon diuels doe the Gods z.Guard. All dead.
great harme in their women : for in euery tenne that they Dal. Ctffar, thy thoughts
make, the diuels marre fiue. Touch their effefts in this: Thy felfe art comming

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewell. To fee perform'd the dreaded Aft which thou
Clow. Yes forfooth : I wim you ioy o'th'worm. Exit So fought'ft to hinder.
Cleo. Giue me my Robe,put on my Crowne, I haue

Immortall longings in me. Now no more Enter Cafor and all his Trains, marching.
The iuyce of Egypts Grape mall moyft this lip.
Yare, yare, good Iras ; quicke : Me thinkes I heare All. A way there, a way for dffar.

z z 2,
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368 The Tr age die of ^Anthony and Cleopatra.
Dol. Oh fir, you are too fure an Augurer: 'Dol. Heere on her breft,

That you did feare, is done. There is a vent of Bloud, and fomething blowne,
Ctefar. Braueft at the laft, The like is on her Arme.

She leuell'd at our purpofes, and being Royall I .Guard. This is an Afpickes traile,
Tooke her owne way : the manner of their deaths, And thefe Figge-leaues haue (lime vpon them, fuch
I do not fee them bleede. As th'Afpicke leaues vpon the Caues of Nyle.

Dol. Who was laft with them ? Ctejar. Moft probable
I .Guard.A. fimple Countryman, that broght hir Figs: That fo fhe dyed : for her Phyfitian tels mee

This was his Basket. She hath purfu'de Conclusions infinite
Ctefar. Poyfon'd then. Of eafie wayes to dye. Take vp her bed,
I .Guard. Oh Ctfjar : And beare her Women from the Monument,

This Cbarmian liu'd but now, /he flood and fpake : She fhall be buried by her ^Anthony.
I found her trimming vp the Diadem ; No Graue vpon the earth fhall clip in it
On her dead Miftris tremblingly flie flood, A payre fo famous : high euents as thefe
And on the fodaine dropt. Strike thofe that make them : and their Story is

Cafar. Oh Noble weakeneffe : No lefle in pitty, then his Glory which
If they had fwallow'd poyfon,'twould appeare Brought them to be lamented. Our Army fhall
By externall fwelling: but fhe lookes like fleepe, In folemne fhew, attend this Funerall,
As fhe would catch another Anthony And then to Rome. Come Dolabella, fee
In her ftrong toyle of Grace. High Order, in this great Solmemnity. Exeunt omnes

FINIS.
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T HE T G E D IE OF
CY E LI N E.

^Primus. Sccena <Prima.

Enter t-ao Gentlemen. Bigge of this Gentleman (our TbeameJ deceaft
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe

I. Gent. To his protection, cals him Poftbumus Leonaiui,
Ou do not meet a man but Frownes. Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber,
Our bloods no more obey the Heauens Puts to him all the Learnings that his time
Then our Courtiers: Could make him the receiuer of, which he tooke
Still feeme, as do's the Kings. As we do ayre, fafb as 'twas miniftred,

"i.Gent. But what's the matter? And in's Spring, became a Harueft : Liu'd in Court
I. His daughter, and the heire of's kingdome (whom (Which rare it is to do) moft prais'd, moft lou'd,

He purpos'd to his wiues fole Sonne, a Widdow A fample to the yongeft: to th'more Mature,
That late he married ) hath referr'd her felfe A glaffe that feated them : and to the grauer,
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Miftris,
Her Husband bani/h'd ; ihe imprifon'd, all (For whom he now is bani/h'd) her owne price
Is outward forrow, though I thinke the King Proclaimes how ihe efteem'd him; and his Vertue
Be touch'd at very heart. By her elecYio may be truly read, what kind of man he is.

2 None but the King ? 2 I honor him, euen out of your report.
I He that hath loft her too: fo is the Qu_eene, But pray you tell me, is fhe fole childe to'th'King ?

That moft defir'd the Match. But not a Courtier, i His onely childe :
Although they weare their faces to the bent He had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing,
Of the Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not Marke it) the eldeft of them, at three yeares old
Glad at the thing they fcowle at. I'th'fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery

2 And why fo? Were ftolne, and to this houre, no gheffe in knowledge
i He that hath mifs'd the Princefle, is a thing Which way they went.

Too bad, for bad report: and he that hath her, 2 How long is this ago ?
(I meane, that married her, alacke good man, I Some twenty yeares.
And therefore banifh'd) is a Creature, fuch, 2 That a Kings Children fhould be fo conuey'd,
As to feeke through the Regions of the Earth So flackely guarded, and the fearch fo flow
For one, his like ; there would be fomething failing That could not trace them.
In him, that fhould compare. I do not thinke, i Howfoere, 'tis reran ge,
So faire an Outward, and fuch ftuffe Within Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at:
Endowes a man, but hee. Yet is it true Sir.

2 You fpeake him farre. 2 I do well beleeue you.
j I do extend him (Sir) within himfelfe, I We muft forbeare. Heere comes the Gentleman,

Cruih him together, rather then vnfold The Queene, and Princefie. Exeunt
His meafure duly.

2 What's his name, and Birth ?
I I cannot delue him to the roote : His Father

Was call'd Sicilliui, who did ioyne his Honor Scena Secunda.
Againft the Romanes, with Cajfibulan,
But had his Titles by Tenantiiu, whom
He feru'd with Glory, and admir'd Succefle :
So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonatiu. Enter the Queene, Pojtbumiu, and Imogen.
And had (befides this Gentleman in queftion)
Two other Sonnes, who in the Warres o'th'time Qn. No, be affur'd you fhall not finde me(Daughter)
Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which, their Father After the flander of moft Step-Mothers,
Then old, and fond of yflue, tooke fuch forrow Euill-ey'd vnto you. You're my Prifoner, but
That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady Your Gaoler fhall deliuer you the keyes

z z 3 That
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37° The Tragedie ofCymbehne.
That locke vp your reftraint. For you Pofthumits, And blefTe the good Remainders of the Court:
So foone as I can win th'offended King, I am gone. Exit.

I will be knowne your Aduocate : marry yet Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death
The fire of Rage is in him, and 'twere good More iharpe then this is.
You lean'd vnto his Sentence, with what patience Cym. O difloyall thing,
Your wifedome may informe you. That fliould'ft repayre my youth, thou heap'ft

Poft. 'Pleafe your Highneffe,! A yeares age on mee.
I will from hence to day. Imo. I befeech you Sir,

S^u. You know the perill : Harme not your felfe with your vexation,
lie fetch a turne about the Garden, pittying I am fenfelefle of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare
The pangs of barr'd Aftedlions, though the King Subdues all pangs, all feares.
Hath charg'd you fhould not fpeake together. Exit Cym. Paft Grace ? Obedience?

Into. O diflembling CurtefieJ How fine this Tyrant Imo. Paft hope, and in difpaire, that way paft Grace.
Can tickle where Ihe wounds? My deereft Husband, Cym. That might'ft haue had
I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing The fole Sonne of my Queene.
(Alwayes referu'd my holy duty) what Imo. O bleffed, that 1 might not : I chofe an Eagle,
His rage can do on me. You muft be gone, And did auoyd a Puttocke.
And I fhall heere abide the hourely fhot Cym. Thou took'ft a Begger, would'ft haue made my
Of angry eyes : not comforted to liue, Throne, a Seate for bafenefTe.
But that there is this lewell in the world, Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to it.
That I may fee againe. Cym. O thou vilde one !

Poft. My Queene, my Miftris: Imo. Sir,
O Lady, weepe no more, leaft I giue caufe It is your fault that I haue lou'd Pofthumiu :
To be fufpected of more tendernefTe You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is
Then doth become a man. I will remaine A man, worth any woman : Ouer-buyes mee
The loyalFft husband, that did ere plight troth. Almoft the fumme he payes.
My refidence in Rome, at one Filorio's, Cym. What? art thou mad ?
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me Imo. Almoft Sir : Heauen reftore m° : would I were
Knowne but by Letter ; thither write (my Queene) A Neat-heards Daughter, and my LeonalM
And with mine eyes, lie drinke the words you fend, Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne.
Though Inke be made of Gall. Enter Queene.

Enter Queene. Cym. Thou foolifti thing ;
S^u. Be briefe, I pray you : They were againe together : you haue done

If the King come, I fhall incurre, I know not Not after our command. Away with her,
How much of his difpleafure : yet lie moue him And pen her vp.
To walke this way : I neuer do him wrong, Qu. Befeech your patience : Peace
But he do's buy my Iniuries, to be Friends : Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraigne,
Payes deere for my offences. Leaue vs to our felues, and make your felt fome comfort

Poft, Should we be taking leaue Out of your beft aduice.
As long a terme as yet we haue to liue, Cym. Nay, let her languish
The loathnefle to depart, would grow : Adieu. A drop of blood a day, and being aged

Imo. Nay, ftay a little : Dye of this Folly. Sxit.
Were you but riding forth to ayre your felfe, Enter Pijanio.
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Loue) Qu. Fye, you muft giue way :
This Diamond was my Mothers; take it (Heart) Heere is your Seruant. How now Sir ? What newes ?
But keepe it till you woo another Wife, TiJ'a. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter.
When Imogen is dead. Qu. Hah ?

Poft. How,how? Another? No harme I trufl is done ?
You gentle Gods, giue me but this I haue, fifa. There might haue beene,
And feare vp my embracements from a next, But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fought,
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thou heere, And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted
While fenfe can keepe it on : And fweeteft, faireft, By Gentlemen, at hand.
As I (my poore felfe) did exchange for you £$u. I am very glad on't.
To your fo infinite lorle ; fo in our trifles Imo. Your Son's my Fathers friend, he takes his part
I ftill winne of you. For my fake weare this, To draw vpon an Exile. O braue Sir,
It is a Manacle of Loue, lie place it I would they were in Affricke both together,
Vpon this fayreft Prifoner. My felfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke

Imo. O the Gods \ The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter ?
When lhall we fee againe ? P'ifa. On his command : he would not fuffer mee

Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. To bring him to the Hauen : left thefe Notes
Poft. Alacke, the King. Of what commands I fhould be fubiedl too,
Cym. Thou bafeft thing, auoyd hence, from my fight: When't pleas'd you to employ me.

If after this command thou fraught the Court <^a. This hath beene
With thy vnworthineiTe, thou dyeft. Away, Your faithfull Seruant : I dare lay mine Honour
Thou'rt poyfon to my blood. He will remaine fo.

Poft. The Gods protect you, Pifa. I humbly thanke your Highneffe.
gg-
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline.
Q£. Pray walke a-while. As he could make me with his eye, or eare,
Imo. About ibme halfe houre hence, Diftinguifh him from others, he did keepe

Pray you fpeake with me; The Decke, with Gloue, or Hat,or Handkerchife,
You mall (at leaft) go fee my Lord aboord. Still wauing, as the fits and ftirres of's mind
For this time leaue me. Exeunt. Could beft exprefTe how flow his Soule fayl'd on,

How fwift his Ship.
Imo. Thou fhould'ft haue made him,

Scena Tertia. As little as a Crow, or leffe, ere left
To after-eye him.

Tifa. Madam, fo I did.
Imo. I would haue broke mine eye-firings;

Enter Clotten,and two Lords. Crack'd them, but to looke vpon him, till the diminution
I. Sir, I would aduife you to fhift a Shirt ; the Vio- Of fpace, had pointed him fharpe as my Needle:

lence of Action hath made you reek as a Sacrifice: where Nay, followed him, till he had melted from
ayre comes out, ayre comes in : There's none abroad fo The fmalnefle of a Gnat, to ayre : and then
wholefome as that you vent. Haue turn'd mine eye, and wept. But good Pifanio,

Clot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to fhift it. When {hall we heare from him.
Haue I hurt him? Pifa. Be aflur'd Madam,

2 No faith : not fo much as his patience. With his next vantage.
I Hurt him ? His bodie's a paffable CarkafTe if he bee Imo. I did not take my leaue of him, but had

not hurt. It is a through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. Moft pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him
2 His Steele was in debt, it went o'th'Backe-fide the How I would thinke on him at certaine houres,

Towne. Such thoughts, and fuch : Or I could make him fweare,
Clot. The Villaine would not fhnd me. The Shees of Italy fhould not betray
2 No, but he fled forward ftill, toward your face. Mine Intereft, and his Honour : or haue charg'd him
I Stand you ? you haue Land enough of your owne : At the fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight,

But he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground. T'encounter me with Orifons, for then
2 As many Inches, as you haue Oceans( Puppies.) I am in Heauen for him : Or ere I could,
Clot. I would they had not come betweene vs. Glue him that parting kiffe, which I had fet
2 So would I, till you had meafur'd how long a Foole Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father,

you were vpon the ground. And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North,
Clot. And that fhee fhould loue this Fellow, and re- Shakes all our buddes from growing.

fufe mee. Enter a Lady.
2 If it be a (in to make a true election,ifhe is damn'd. La. The Queene (Madam)
I Sir,as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine Defires your HighnelTe Company.

go not together. Shee's a good figne, but I haue feene Imo. Thofe things I bid you do,'get them difpatch'd,
fmall reflection of her wit. I will attend the Queene.

2 She fhines not vpon Fooles, leaft the reflection flfa. Madam, I fhall. Exeunt.
Should hurt her.

Clot. Come, He to my Chamber : would there had
beene fome hurt done.

2 I wifh not fo, vnleffe it had bin the> fall of an AfTe, Scena Quinta.which is no great hurt.
Clot. You'l go with vs ?
I He attend your Lord/hip.
Clot. Nay come, let's go together. Enter Pbilario, lacblmo : a Frenchman, a Dutch-
2 Well my Lord. Exeunt. man, and a Spaniard.

lach. Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene him in Britaine; hee
was then of a CrefTent note, expected to proue fo woor-
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed the name of. But I

Scena Quart a. could then haue look'd on him, without the help of Ad-miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had
bin tabled by his fide, and I to perufe him by Items.

Phil. You fpeake of him when he was lefTe furnifh'd,
Enter Imogen,and Pifanlo. then now hee is, with that which makes him both with-

Imo.I would thou grew'ft vnto the fhores o'th'Hauen, out, and within.
And queftioned'ft euery Saile : if he fhould write, French. I haue feene him in France : wee had very ma-
And I not haue it, 'twere a Paper loft ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as
As offer'd mercy is : What was the laft hee.
That he fpake to thee? lach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter,

Pifa. It was his Queene, his Queene. wherein he muft be weighed rather by her valew, then
Imo, Then wau'd his Handkerchiefe ? his owne, words him (I doubt not) a great deale from the
Pifa. And kill it, Madam. matter.
Imo. SenfelefTe Linnen,happier therein then I: French. And then his banifhment.

And that was all / lach. I, and the approbation of thofe that weepe this
Pifa. No Madam : for fo long lamentable diuorce vnder her colours, are wonderfully

to
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372 The Tragedy of Cymbel'me.
to extend him, be it but to fortifie her Judgement, which Poft. Which by their Graces I will keepe.
elfe an eafie battery might lay flat,for taking a Begger lach. You may weare her in title yours : but you
without leffe quality.But how comes it,he is to foiourne know ftrange Fowle light vpon neighbouring Ponds.
with you? How creepes acquaintance ? Your Ring may be ftolne too,fo your brace of vnprizea-

Phil. His Father and I were Souldiers together, to ble Eftimations, the one is but fraile, and the other Cafu-
whom I haue bin often bound for no leffe then my life. all;. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accomplifli'd

Enter Toslbumtu. Courtier, would hazzard the winning both of firft and
Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be fo entertained a- laft.

mong'ft you,as fuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, Poft. Your Italy ,containes none fo accompli/h'd a
to a Stranger of his quality. I befeech you all be better Courtier to conuince the Honour of my Miftris : if in the
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, holding or lofle of that, you terme her fraile, I do no-
as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, I will thing doubt you haue ftore of Theeues, notwithstanding
leaue to appeare hereafter, rather then ftory him in his I fe are not my Ring.
owne hearing. Phil. Let vs leaue heere, Gentlemen ?

French. Sir, we haue knowne togither in Orleance. Poft. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior I
Po/?.Since when, I haue bin debtor to you for courte- thanke him, makes no ftranger of me, we are familiar at

fies, which I will be euer to pay,and yet pay ftill. firft.
French. Sir,you o're-rate my poore kindneffe, I was lach. With flue times fo much conuerfation,! fhould

glad I did attone my Countryman and you: it had beene get ground of your faire Miftris; make her go backe, e-
pitty you fhould haue beene put together, with fo mor- uen to the yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunitie
tall a purpofe, as then each bore, vpon importance of fo to friend.
flight and triuiall a nature. Poft. No, no.

'foS. By your pardon Sir, I was then a young Trauel- lach. I dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my E-
ler, rather Ihun'd to go euen with what I heard, then in ftate, to your Ring, which in my opinion o're-values it
my euery aclion to be guided by others experiences: but fomething : but I make my wager rather againft your
vpon my mended Judgement (ifI offend to fay it is men- Confidence, then her Reputation. And to barre your of-
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether flight. fence heerein to, I durft attempt it againft any Lady in

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbiterment of the world.
Swords, and by fuch two,that would by all likelyhood Poft. You are a great deale abus'd in too bold a per-
haue confounded one the other, or haue falne both. fwafion,and I doubt not you fuftaine what y'are worthy

lack. Can we with manners, aske what was the dif- of, by your Attempt.
ference ? lach. What's rhat ?

French, Safely, I thinke, 'twas a contention in pub- Pofth. A Repulfe though your Attempt ( as you call
licke, which may (without contradiction) fuffer the re- it) deferue more;a punifhment too.
port. It was much like an argument that fell out laft Phi. Gentlemen enough of this, it came in too fo-
night, where each of vs fell in praife of our Country- dainely,let it dye as it was borne,and I pray you be bet-
Miftreffes. This Gentleman,at that time vouching f and ter acquainted.
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation ) his to be more lach. Would I had put my Eftate,and my Neighbors
Faire, Vertuous, Wife, Chafte, Conftant, Qualified, and on th'approbadon of what I haue fpoke,
lefle attemptible then any, the rareft of our Ladies in Poft. What Lady would you chuie to affaile ?
Fraunce. lach. Yours, whom in conftancie you thinke ftands

lach. That Lady is not now liuingj or this Gentle- fo fafe. I will lay you ten thoufands Duckets to your
mans opinion by this,worne out. Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La-

Poft. She holds her Vertue ftill,and I my mind. dy is, with no more aduantage then the opportunitie of a
lach. You muft not fo farre preferre her, 'fore ours of fecond conference, and I will bring from thence, that

Italy. Honor of hers, which you imagine fo referu'd.
Pofth. Being fo farre prouok'd as I was in France:! Po&hmiu, I will wage againft your Gold, Gold to

would abate her nothing, though I profeffe my felfe her it: My Ring I holde deere as my finger, 'tis part of
Adorer,not her Friend. it.

lach. As faire, and as good : a kind of hand in hand lach. You are a Friend, and there in the wifer : if you
comparifon, had beene fomething too faire, and too buy Ladies flefh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre-
good for any Lady in Britanie; if fhe went before others. feure it from tainting; but I fee you haue fome Religion
I haue feene as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many in you, that you feare.
I haue beheld, I could not beleeue fhe excelled many : Pofthu. This is but a cuftome in your tongue : you
but I haue not feene the mod pretious Diamond that is, beare a grauer purpofe I hope.
nor you the Lady. lach. I am the Mafter of my fpeeches,and would vn-

Poft. I prais'd her,as I rated her : fo do I my Stone. der-go what's fpoken,! fweare.
lach. What do you efteeme it at? Pofthu. Will you? I fliall but lend my Diamond till
Poft. More then the world enioyes. your returne : let there be Couenants drawne between's.
lach. Either your vnparagon'd Miftirs is dead, or My Miftris exceedes in goodneffe, the hugeneffe of your

/he's out-priz'd by a trifle. vnworthy thinking. I dare you to this match : heere's my
Poft. You are miftaken : the one may be folde or gu Ring.

uen, or if there were wealth enough for the purchafes,or Phil. I will haue it no lay.
merite for the guift. The other is not a thing for fale, lack. By the Gods it is one : if I bring you no furH-
and onely the guift of the Gods. cient teftimony that I haue enioy'd the deereft bodily

lach. Which the Gods haue giuen you ? part of your Miftrisimy ten thoufand Duckets are yours,
fo
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fo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leaue her in Cor. I do lufpedt you, Madam,
fuch honour as you haue truft in ; Shee your lewell, this But you fhall do no harme.
your lewell, and my Gold are .yours : prouided, I haue Qu. Hearke thee,a word.
your commendation, for my more free entertainment. Cor. I do not like her. She doth thinke fhe ha's

PC/?. I embrace thefe Conditions, let vs haue Articles Strange ling'ring poyfons : I do know her fpirit,
betwixt vs : onely thus farre you fhall anfwere, if you And will not truft one of her malice, with
make your voyage vpon her, and giue me directly to vn- A drugge of fuch damn'd Nature. Thofe fhe ha's,
derftand, you haue preuayl'd, I am no further your Ene- Will ftupifie and dull the Senfe a-while,
my, fhee is not worth our debate. If fhee remaine vnfe- Which firft (perchance) fhee'l proue on Cats and Dogs,
duc'd, you not making it appeare otherwife : for your ill Then afterward vp higher : but there is
opinion, and th'affault you haue made to her chaftity,you No danger in what fhew of death it makes,
fhall anfwer me with your Sword. More then the locking vp the Spirits a time,

lack. Your hand, a Couenant: wee will haue thefe To be more frefh, reuiuing. She is fool'd
things fet downe by lawful! Counfell, and ftraight away With a moft falfe effect: and I, the truer,
for Britaine, leaft the Bargaine fhould catch colde, and So to be falfe with her.
fterue : I will fetch my Gold, and haue our two Wagers £>u. No further feruice, Doctor,
recorded. Vntill I fend for thee.

Poft. Agreed. Cor. I humbly take my leaue. Exit.
French. Will this hold, thinke you. Qu. Weepes fhe ftill(faift thou?)
Phil. Signior lachimo will not from it. Doft thou thinke in time

Pray let vs follow 'em. Exeunt She will not quench, and let inftrudtions enter
Where Folly now pofTeffes? Do thou worke :
When thou fhalt bring me word fhe loues my Sonne,

Scena Sexta. He tell thee on the inftant, thou art thenAs great as is thy Mafter : Greater, for
His Fortunes all lye fpeechleffe, and his name
Is at laft gaspe. Returne he cannot, nor

Enter Queene, Ladies, and Cornelius. Continue where he is : To fhift his being,
Qu. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground, Is to exchange one mifery with another,

Gather thofe Flowers, And euery day that comes, comes to decay
Make hafte. Who ha's the note of them ? A dayes worke in him. What fhalt thou expect

Lady. I Madam. To be depender on a thing that leanes ?
Queen. Difpatch. Exit Ladies. Who cannot be new built, nor ha's no Friends

Now Mafter Doctor, haue you brought thofe drugges ? So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak'ft vp
Cor. Pleafeth your Highnes, I : here they are, Madam: Thou know'ft not what : But take it for thy labour,

But I befeech your Grace, without offence It is a thing I made, which hath the King
(My Confluence bids me aske) wherefore you haue Fiue times redeem'd from death. I do not know
Commanded of me thefe moft poyfonous Compounds, What is more Cordiall. Nay, I prythee take it,
Which are the moouers of a languishing death : It is an earneft of a farther good
But though flow, deadly. That I meane to thee. Tell thy Miftris how

Qu. 1 wonder, Doctor, The cafe ftands with her : doo't, as from thy felfe;
Thou ask'ft me fuch a Queftion: Haue I not bene Thinke what a chance thou changed on. but thinke
Thy Pupill long ? Haft thou not learn'd me how Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, to boote.my Sonne,
To make Perfumes? Diftill ? Preferue ? Yea fo, Who fhall take notice of thee. He moue the King
That our great King himfelfe doth woo me oft To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch
For my Confections ? Hauing thus farre proceeded, As thou'lt defire : and then my felfe, I cheefely,
(VnlefTe thou think'ft me diuellifh) is't not meete That fet thee on to this defert, am bound
That I did amplifie my Judgement in To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. Exit Pifa.
Other Conclusions? I will try the forces Thinke on my words. A flye, and conftant knaue,
Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as Not to be fhak'd : the Agent for his Mafter,
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) And the Remembrancer of her, to hold
To try the vigour of them, and apply The hand-faft to her Lord. I haue giuen him that,
Allayments to their Act, and by them gather Which if he take, fhall quite vnpeople her
Their feuerall vertues, and effects. Of Leidgers for her Sweete : and which, fhe after

Cor. Your Highneffe Except fhe bend her humor, fhall be affur'd
Shall from this practife, but make hard your heart: To tafte of too.
Befides, the feeing thefe effects will be
Both noyfome, and infectious. Enter Pifanio,and Ladies.

jgtf. O content thee.
So , fo : Well done, well done :

Enter Pifanio. The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Rofes
Heere comes a flattering Rafcall, vpon him Beare to my Cloflet: Fare thee well, Pifanio.
Will I firft worke : Hee's for his Mafter, Thinke on my words. Exit Qu. and Ladies.
And enemy to my Sonne. How now Pifanio ? Pifa. And fhall do :
Doctor, your feruice for this time is ended, But when to my good Lord, I proue vntrue,
Take your owne way. He choake my felfe : there's all lie do for you. Exit.

Scena
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lach. Thanks Madam, well : Befeech you Sir,

Scena Septima. Defire my Man's abode, where I did leaue him:He's ftrange and peeuifh.
Pifa. I was going Sir,

To giue him welcome. Exit.
Enter Imogen alone. Imo. Continues well my Lord ?

Imo. A Father cruell, and a Stepdame falfe, His health befeech you ?
A Foolifli Suitor to a Wedded-Lady, lach. Well, Madam.
That hath her Husband bani/h'd : O, that Husband, Imo. Is he difpos'd to mirth ? I hope he is.
My fupreame Crowne of griefe, and thofe repeated lach. Exceeding pleafant : none a ftranger there,
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-ftolne, So merry, and fo gamefome : he is call'd
As my two Brothers, happy : but moft miferable The Britaine Reueller.
Is the defires that's glorious. Bleffed be thofe Imo. When he was heere
How meane fo ere, that haue their honeft wills, He did incline to fadneffe, and oft times
Which feafons comfort. Who may this be ? Fye. Not knowiug why.

lach. I neuer faw him fad.

Enter Pifanio, and lachimo. There is a Frenchman his Companion, one
An eminent Monfieur, that it feemes much loues

Pifa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome? A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces
Comes from my Lord with Letters. The thicke fighes from him; whiles the iolly Britaine,

lach. Change you, Madam : (Your Lord I meane) laughes from's free lungs :cries oh,
The Worthy Leotiatui is in fafety, Can my fides hold, to think that man who knowes
And greetes your Higbneffe deerely. By Hiftory, Report,or his owne proofe

Imo. Thanks good Sir, What woman is, yea what fhe cannot choofe
You're kindly welcome. But muft be: will's free houres languifh :

lach. All of her, that is out of doore, moft rich : For allured bondage ?
If flie be furnifh'd with a mind fo rare Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ?
She is alone th'Arabian-Bird; and I lach. I Madam, with his eyes in flood i with laughter,
Haue loft the wager. Boldnefle be my Friend : It is a Recreation to be by
Arme me Audacitie from head to foote, And heare him mocke the Frenchman :
Orlike the Parthian I fhall flying fight, But Heauen's know fome men are much too blame.
Rather direftly fly. Imo. Not he I hope.

Imogen reads. lach. Not he :
He a one of the Nobleft note, to wbofe lyndneffes I am moft in- But yet Heauen's bounty towards him, might

finitely tied. RefletJ -upon him accordingly, at you value your Be vs'd more thankfully. In himfelfe 'tis much;
truft. Leonatus. In you, which I account his beyond all Talents.
So farre I reade aloud. Whil'ft I am bound to wonder, I am bound
But euen the very middle of my heart To pitty too.
Is warm'd by'th'reft,and take it thankefully. Imo. What do you pitty Sir ?
You are as welcome( worthy Sir) as I lach. Two Creatures heartyly.
Haue words to bid you, and fliall finde it fo Imo. Am I one Sir ?
In all that I can do. You looke on me : what wrack difcerne you in me

lach. Thankes faireft Lady: Deferues your pitty ?
What are men mad? Hath Nature giuen them eyes lach. Lamentable : what
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace
Of Sea and Land, which can diftinguifh 'twixt I'th'Dungeon by a Snuffe.
The firie Orbes aboue, and the twinn'd Stones Imo. 1 pray you Sir,
Vpon the number'd Beach, and can we not Deliuer with more opennefle your anfweres
Partition make with Spe&ales fo pretious To my demands. Why do you pitty me ?
Twixt faire, and foule ? lach. That others do,

Imo. What makes your admiration ? (I was about to fay)enioy your but
lach. It cannot be i'th'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys It is an office of the Gods to venge it,

'Twixt two fuch She's, would chatter this way, and Not mine to fpeake on't.
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor i'th'iudgment : Imo. You do feeme to know
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour, would Something of me, or what concernes me; pray you
Be wifely definit : Nor i'th'Appetite. Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more
Sluttery to fuch neate Excellence, oppos'd Then to be fure they do. For Certainties
Should make defire vomit emptineffe, Either are paft remedies; or timely knowing,
Not fo allur,d to feed. The remedy then borne. Difcouer to me

Imo. What is the matter trow ? What both you fpur and ftop.
lach. The Cloyed will: lach'' Had I this cheeke

That fatiate yet vnfatisfi'd defire, that Tub To bathe my lips vpon : this hand, whofe touch,
Both fill'd and running : Rauening firft the Lambe, (Whofe euery touch) would force the Feelers foule
Longs after for the Garbage. To'th'oath of loyalty. This obiecl:, which

Imo. What, deere Sir, Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye,
Thus rap's you ? Are you well ? Fiering it onely heere, fliould I (damn'd then)

Slauer
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S lauuer with lippes as common as the fhyres That which he is, new o're ; And he is one
That mount the Capitoll : loyne gripes, with hands The trueft manner'd : fuch a holy Witch,
Made hard with hourely falfhood (falfhood as That he enchants Societies into him :
With labour:) then by peeping in an eye Halfe all men hearts are his.
Bafe and illuftrious as the fmoakie light Imo. You make amends.
That's fed with (linking Tallow : it were fit lach. He fits 'mongft men, like a defended God;
That all the plagues of Hell fhould at one time He hath a kinde of Honor fets him off,
Encounter fuch reuolt. More then a mortall feeming. Be not angrie

Imo. My Lord, I feare ( Moft mighty PrincefTe) that I haue aduentur'd
Has forgot Brittaine. To try your taking of a falfe report, which hath

lack. And himfelfe, not I Honour'd with confirmation your great ludgement,
Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce In the election of a Sir, fo rare,
The Beggery of his change : but 'tis your Graces Which you know, cannot erre. The loue I beare him,
That from my muteft Confcience, to my tongue, Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you
Charmes this report out. (Vnlike all others) chafreleffe. Pray your pardon.

Imo. Let me heare no more. Imo. All's well Sir :
lach. O deereft Soule : your Caufe doth ftrike my hart Take my powre i'th'Court for yours.

With pitty, that doth make me ficke. A Lady lacb. My humble thankes : I had almoft forgot
So faire, and faften'd to an Emperie T'intreat your Grace, but in a fmall requeft,
Would make the great'ft King double, to be partner'd And yet of moment too, for it concernes :
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that felfe exhibition Your Lord, my felfe, and other Noble Friends
Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with difeas'd ventures Are partners in the bufinefTe.
That play with all Infirmities for Gold, Imo. Pray what is't ?
Which rottennefTe can lend Nature. Such boyl'd ftuffe lach. Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your Lord
As well might poylbn Poyfon. Be reueng'd, (The beft Feather of our wing) haue mingled fummes
Or fhe that bore you, was no Queene,and you To buy a Prefent for the Emperor :
Recoyle from your great Stocke. Which I (the Factor for the reft) haue done

Imo. Reueng'd : In France : 'tis Plate of rare deuice, and lewels
How mould I be reueng'd ? If this be true, Of rich, and exquifite forme, their valewes great,
(As I haue fuch a Heart, that both mine eares And 1 am fomething curious, being ftrange
Muft not in hafte abufej if it be true, To haue them in fafe ftowage : May it pleafe you
How fhould I be reueng'd ? To take them in protection.

lack. Should he make me Imo. Willingly :
Liue like '"Dianas Prieft, betwixt cold fheets, And pawne mine Honor for their fafety, fince
Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes My Lord hath intereft in them, I will keepe them
In your defpight, vpon your purfe : reuenge it. In my Bed-chamber.
I dedicate my felfe to your fweet pleafure, lach. They are in a Trunke
More Noble then that runnagate to your bed, Attended by my men : I will make bold
And will continue faft to your Affection, To fend them to you, onely for this night :
Still clofe, as fure. I muft aboord to morrow.

Imo. What hoa, Pifanio ? Imo. O no, no.
lack. Let me my feruice tender on your lippes. lach. Yes I befeech : or I (hall (hort my word
Imo. Away, I do condemne mine eares, that haue By length'ning my returne. From Gallia,

So long attended thee. If thou wert Honourable I croft the Seas on purpofe,and on promife
Thou would'ft haue told this tale for Vertue, not To fee your Grace.
For fuch an end thou feek'ft, as bafe,as ftrange : Imo. I thanke you for your paines :
Thou wrong'ft a Gentleman, who is as furre But not away to morrow.
From thy report, as thou from Honor: and lacb. O I muft Madam.
Solicites heere a Lady, that difdaines Therefore I fhall befeech you, if you pleafe
Thee,and the Diuell alike. What hoa, Pifanio ? To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night,
The King my Father (hall be made acquainted I haue out-ftood my time, which is materiall
Of thy Afoul t : if he (hall thinke it fit, To'th'tender of our Prefent.
A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart Imo. I will write :
As in a Romifh Stew, and to expound Send your Trunke to me, it fhall fafe be kept,
His beaftly minde to vs ; he hath a Court And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome. Exeunt.
He little cares for, and a Daughter, who
He not refpects at all. What hoa, Pifanio ?

lacb. O happy Leonattu I may fay,
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee Actus Secundus. Scena *Prima.
Deferues thy truft, and thy moft perfect goodneffe
Her affur'd credit. BlefTed liue you long,
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that euer
Country call'd his ; and you his Miftris, onely Enter Clotten ,and the tiro Lords.
For the moft worthieft fit. Giue me your pardon, Clot, Was there euer man had fuch lucke ? when I kift
I haue fpoke this to know if your Affiance the lacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hit away ? I had a hun-
Were deeply rooted, and (hall make your Lord, dred pound on't : and then a whorfon lacke-an-Apes,

muft
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muft take me vp for fwearing, as if I borrowed mine Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam.
oathes of him,and might not fpend them at my pleafure. Imo. I haue read three houres then :

i. What got he by that ? you haue broke his pate Mine eyes are weake,
with .your Bowie. Fold downe the leafe1 where I haue left : to bed.

2. If his wit had bin like him that broke it : it would Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning :
haue run all out. And if thou canft awake by foure o'th'clock,

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpos'd to fweare: it is I prythee call me : Sleepe hath ceiz'd me wholly.
not for any ftanders by to curtail his oathes. Ha? To your protection I commend me,Gods,

a. No my Lord; nor crop the eares of them. From Fayries,and the Tempters of the night,
dot. Whorfon dog : I gaue him fatisfacYion ? would Guard me befeech yee. Sleepes.

he had bin one of my Ranke. lachimofrom the Trunfy.
2. To haue fmell'd like a Foole. lack. The Crickets fmg,and mans ore-labor'd fenie
Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in th'earth : a Repjires it felfe by reft : Our Tarqulne thus

pox on't. I had rather not be fo Noble as I am : they dare Did foftly preffe the Ru(hes,ere he waken'd
not fight with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mo- The Chaftitie he wounded. Cytberea,
ther : euery lacke-Slaue hath his belly full of Fighting, How brauely thou becom'ft thy Bed;frefh Lilly,
and I muft go vp and downe like a Cock, that no body And whiter then the Sheetes : that I might touch,
can match. But kifle, one kiffe. Rubies vnparagon'd,

2. You are Cocke and Capon too, and you crow How deerely they doo't : 'Tis her breathing that
Cock, with your combe on. Perfumes the Chamber thus : the Flame o'th'Taper

Clot. Sayeft thou ? Bowes toward her,and would vnder-peepe her lids.
2. It is not fit you Lordfhip fhould vndertake euery To fee th'inclofed Lights,now Canopied

Companion, that you giue offence too. Vnder thefe windowes, White and Azure lac'd
Clot. No, I know that : but it is |fit I fhould commit With Blew of Heauens owne tint!. But my defigne.

offence to my interiors. To note the Chamber, I will write all downe,
2 I, it is fit for your Lordfhip onely. Such,and fuch pictures : There the window, fuch
Clot. Why fo I fay. Th'adornement of her Bed; the Arras, Figures,
I. Did you heete of a Stranger that's come to Court Why fuch, and fuch : and the Contents o'th'Story.

night? Ah, but fome natural! notes about her Body,
Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't ? Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moueables
2. He's a ftrange Fellow himfelfe, and knowes it not. Would teftifie, t'enrich mine Inuentorie.
i. There's an Italian come, and 'tis thought one of O fleepe, thou Ape of death,lye dull vpon her,

Leonatus Friends. And be her Senfe but as a Monument,
Got. Leonatus? A banifht Rafcall; and he's another, Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off,come off;

whatfoeuer he be. Who told you of this Stranger ? As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard.
i. One of your Lordfhips Pjges. 'Tis mine, and this will witnefTe outwardly,
Clot. Is it fit I went to looke vpon him ? Is there no As ftrongly as the Confcience do's within :

delation in't? To'th'madding of her Lord. On her left breft
2. You cannot derogate my Lord. A mole Cinque-fpotted : Like the Crimfon drops
Clot. Not eafily I rhinke. I* th'bottome of a Cowflippe. Heere's a Voucher,
2. You are a Foole graunted, therefore your IfTues Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret

being foolifh do not derogate. Will force him thinke I haue pick'd the lock, and t'ane
Clot. Come, He go fee this Italian : what I haue loft The treafure of her Honour. No more : to what end ?

to day at Bowles, He winne to night of him. Come :go. Why fhould I write this downe, that's riueted,
2. He attend your Lordlhip. Exit. Screw'd to my memorie. She hath bin reading late,

That fuch a craftie Diuell as is his Mother The Tale of Tereiu,heere the lejffe's turn'd downe
Should >eild the world this Affe : A woman, that Where Pbilomele gaue vp. I haue enough,
Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, To'th'Truncke againe,and (hut the fpring of it.
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, Swift,fwift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning
Aud Icaue eighteene. Alas poore Princeffe, May beare the Rauens eye : I lodge in feare,
Thou diuine Imogen, what thou endur'ft, Though this a heauenly Angell : hell is heere.
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame gouern'd, Cloche Jirifcs
A Mother hourely coyning plots : A Wooer, One, two, three : time, time. Exit.
More hatefull then the foule expulfion is
Of thy deere Husband. Then that horrid Adi
Of the diuorce, heel'd make the Heauens hold firme
The walls of thy deere Honour. Keepe vnfhak'd Scena Tertia.
That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maift ftand
T'enioy thy banifh'd Lord : and this great Land. Exeunt.

Enter Clotten,and Lords.
Scena Secunda. i. Your Lordfhip is the moft patient man in lofTe, the

moft coldeft that euer turn'd vp Ace.
Enter Imogen ,in herded,and a Lady. Clot. It would make any man cold to loofe.

Imo. Who's there ? My woman : Helene ? i. But not euery man patient after the noble temper
La. Pleafe you Madam. of your Lordfhip ; You are moft hot, and furious when
Imo. What houre is it ? you winne.

Clot.
" 
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Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get If I do line one of their hands, 'tis Gold
this foolifli Imogen, \ fliould haue Gold enough : it's al- Which buyes admittance ( oft it doth ) yea, and makes
moft morning, is't not ? Diana's Rangers rall'e themfelues, yeeld vp

I Day, my Lord. Their Deere to'th'ftand o'th'Stealer : and 'tis Gold
Clot. I would this Muficke would come : I am adui- Which makes the True-man kil!'d,and faues the Theefe:

fed to giue her Muficke a mornings, they fay it will pene- Nay,fometime hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what
trate. Enter Mufitians. Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make
Come on, tune : If you can penetrate her with your fin- One of her women Lawyer to me, for
gering, fo : wee'l try with tongue too : if none will do, let I yet not vnderftand the cafe my felfe.
her remaine : but lie neuer giue o're. Firft, a very excel- By your leaue. Knocks.
lent good conceyted thing; after a wonderful fweet aire, Enter a Lady.
with admirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- La. Who's there that knockes?
der. Clot. A Gentleman.

SONG. La. No more.

Hearse, hearse, the Larl^e at Heauens gate Jings, Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne.
and Phcebus gins arije, La. That's more

Hu Steeds to water at tboj'e Springs Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere as yours,
on chalk'd Flon-res that lyes: Can iuftly boaft of: what's your Lordftiips pleafure ?

And tvinfying <&£ary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes Clot. Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready?
With euery thing that pretty a, my Lady jweet arije : La. I, to keepe her Chamber.

Arije ̂  arije. Clot. There is Gold for you,
Sell me your good report.

So, get you gone: if this pen trate, I will confider your La. How, my good name ? or to report of you
Muficke the better : if it do not, it is a voyce in her eares What I fliall thinke is good. The Princefle.'
which Horfe-haires, and Calues-guts, nor the voyce of
vnpaued Eunuch to boot, can neuer amed. Enter Imogen.

Enter Cymbaline,and Q^ueene.
7. Heere comes the King. Clot. Good morrow faireft, Sifter your fweet hand.
Clot. I am glad I was vp fo late, for that's the reafon Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines

I was vp fo earely : he cannot choofe but take this Ser- For purchadng but trouble : the thankes 1 giue,
uice I haue done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- Is telling you that I am poore of thankes,
iefty, and to my gracious Mother. And fcarfe can fpare them.

Cym.Attend you here the doore of our ftern daughter Clot. Still I fweare I loue you.
Will flie not forth ? Imo. If you but laid fo, 'twere as deepe with me :

Clot. I haue affayl'd her with Mufickes, but fhe vouch- If you fweare ftill, your recompence is ftill
fafes no notice. That I regard it not.

Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new, Clot. This is no anfwer.
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time Imo, But that you {hall not fay, I yeeld being filent,
Muft weare the print of his remembrance on't, I would not fpeake. I pray you ipare me, 'faith
And then (he's yours. I fhall vnfold equall difcourtefie

£>£. You are moft bound to'th'King, To your beft kinduefle : one of your great knowing
Who let's go by no vantages, that may Should learne (being taught) forbearance.
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your felfe Clot. To leaue you in your madnefie, 'twere my fin,
To orderly folicity, and be friended I will not.
With aptnefTe of the feafon : make denials Imo. Fooies are not mad Folkes.
Encreaie your Seruices : fo feeme, as if Clot. Do you call me Foole ?
You were infpir'd to do thofe duties which Imo. As I am mad I do :
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, If you'l be patient, He no more be mad,
Saue when command to your difmiffion tends, That cures vsboth. I am much forry (Sir)I
And therein you are fenfelefTe. You put me to forget a Ladies manners

Clot. SenfelefTe? Not fo. By being fo verbal! : and learne now, for all,
Mef. So like you (Sir) Ambaffadors from Rome; That I which know my heart, do heere pronounce

The one is Qaitu Lucius. By th'very truth of it, I care not for you,
Cym. A worthy Fellow, And am fo neere the lacke of Charitie

Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now ; To accufe my felfe, I hate you : which I had rather
But that's no fault of his : we muft receyue him You felt, then make't my boaft.
According to the Honor of his Sender, Clot. You finne againft
And towards himfelfe, his goodneiTe fore-fpent on vs Obedience, which you owe your Father, for
We muft extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, The Contrail: you pretend with that bale Wretch,
When you haue giuen good morning to your Miftris, One, bred of Almes, and fofter'd with cold difhes,
Attend the Queene, and vs, we (hall haue neede With fcraps o'th'Court: It is no Contrail, none 5
T'employ you towards] this Romane. And though it be allowed in meaner parties
Come our Queene. Sxeunt. fYet who then he more meane) to knit their foules

Clot. If fhe be vp, He fpeake with her : if not (On whom there is no more dependancie
Let her lye ftill, and dreame : by your leaue hoa, But Brats and Beggery) in felfe-figur'd knot,
I know her women are about her : what Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by
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378 The Tragedy of Cymbeline.
The confequence o'th'Crowne, and muft not/oyle Hee'le grant the Tribute : fend th'Arrerages,
The precious note of it; with a bafe Slaue, Or looke vpon our Romaines, whofe remembrance
AHilding for a Liuorie, a Squires Cloth, Is yet frefh in their griefe.
A.Pander; not fo eminent. Poft. I do beleeue

Into. Prophane Fellow : (Statift though I am none,nor like to be)
Wert thou the Sonne of Iupiter,zn& no more, That this will proue a Warre; and you fhall heare
But what thou art befides : thou wer't too bafe, The Legion now in Gallia, fooner landed
To be his Groome : thou wer't dignified enough In our not-fearing-Britaine, then haue tydings
Euen to the point of Enuie. If'twere made Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen
Comparatiue for your Vertues, to be ftil'd Are men more order'd, then when luliui Ctefar
The vnder Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage
For being prefer'd fo well. Worthy his frowning at. Their difcipline,

Clot.- The South-Fog rot him. (Now wing-led with their courages) will make knowne
Into. He neuer can meete more mifchance, then come To their Approuers, they are People, fuch

To be but nam'd of thee. His mean'ft Garment That'mend vpon the world. Enter lachimo.
That euer hath but dipt his body; is dearer Phi. See lachimo.
In my refpeft, then all the Heires aboue thee, Poft. The fwifteft Harts, haue pofted you by land;
Were they all made fuch men : How now Pijanio ? And Windes of all the Corners kifs'd your Sailes,

Enter Pijanio, To make your veflell nimble.
Clot. His Garments? Now the diuell. Phil. Welcome Sir.
Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee prefently. Poft. I hope the briefenefle of your anfwere, made
Clot. His Garment ? The fpeedinefle of your returne.
Imo. I am fprighted with a Foole, lacbi. Your Lady,

Frighted, and angred worfe : Go bid my woman Is one of the fayreft that I haue look'd vpon
Search for a lewell, that too cafually Pojl. And therewithall the beft, or let her beauty
Hath left mine Arme : it was thy Mafters. Shrew me Looke thorough a Cafement to allure falfe hearts,
If I would loofe it for a Reuenew, And be falfe with them.
Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, lachi. Heere are Letters for you.
I faw't this morning : Confident I am. Poft. Their tenure good I truft.
Laft night 'twas on mine Arme; I kifs'd it, lack. 'Tis very like.
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord Pojl. Was Caiui LuciM in the Britaine Court,
That I kifle aught but he. When you were there ?

Pif. 'Twill not be loft. lack. He was expedled then,
Imo. I hope fo : go and fearch. But not approach'd.
Clot. You haue abus'd me : Toft. All is well yet,

His meaneft Garment ? Sparkles this Stone as it was wont,or is't not
Imo. I, I faid fo Sir, Too dull for your good wearing ?

If you will make't an Action, call witneiTe to't. lack. If 1 haue loft it,
Clot. I will enforme your Father. I mould haue loft the worth of it in Gold,
Imo. Your Mother too : He make a iourney twice as farre, t'enioy

She's my good Lady; and will concieue,I hope A fecond night of fuch fweet fliortneffe, which
But the worft of me. So I leaue your Sir, Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne.
To'th'worft of difcontent. Exit. Pojl. The Stones too hard to come by.

Clot. lie ibereueng'd : ' lack. Not a whit,
His mean'ft Garment ? Well. Exit.' Your Lady being fo eafy.

Toft. Make note Sir
Your lofle, your Sport : I hope you know that we
Muft not continue Friends.

Scena Quarta. lack. Good Sir, we muft
If you keepe Couenant : had I not brought
The knowledge of your Miftris home, I grant
We were to queftion farther; but I now

Enter Pofthumw^and Philario. Profeffemy felfe the winner of her Honor,
Pojt. Feare it not Sir : I would I were fo fure Together with your Ring; and not the wronger

To winne the King, as I am bold, her Honour Of her, or you hauing proceeded but
Will remaine her's. By both your willes.

Phil. What meanes do you make to him f Pojl. If you can mak't apparant
Poft. Not any : but abide the change of Time, That yon haue tafted her in Bed; my hand,

Quake in the prefent winters ftate, and wifh And Ring is yours. If not, the foule opinion
That warmer dayes would come : In thefe fear'd hope You had of her pure Honour; gaines,or loofes,
I barely gratifie your loue; they faylingi Your Sword, or mine, or Mafterleffe leaue both
I muft die much your debtor. To who mail finde them.

Phil. Your very goodneffe, and your company, lack. Sir,my Circumftances
Ore-payes all I can do. By this your King, Being fo nere the Truth, as I will make them,
Hath heard of Great Auguftiu : Caitu Lucius, Muft firft induce you to beleeue; whofe ftrength
Will do's Commiffion throughly. And I think I will confirme wit h oath, which I doubt not

You'I
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X.°u'J giue me leaue to fpare, when you fhall finde Who knowes if one her women, being corrupted
* ouneecje it not_ Hath ftolne it from her.

Poft. Proceed. Poft. Very true,
lach. Firft, her Bed-chamber And fo I hope he came by't : backe my Ring,

(Where I confefle I flept not, but profefTe Render to me fome corporal! figne about her
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd More euident then this: for this was ftolne.
With Tapiftry of Si Ike, and Siluer, the Story lach. By lupiter, I had it from her Arme.
Proud Cleopatra, when fhe met her Roman, Poft. Hearke you,he fweares : by lupiter he fweares.
And Sidniu fwell'd aboue the Bankes, or for 'Tis true, nay keepe the Ring ; 'tis true : I am fure
The preffe of Boates, or Pride. A peece of Worke She would not loofe it : her Attendants are
So brauely done, fo rich, that it did ftriue All fworne, and honourable : they induc'd to fteale it ?
In Workeman/hip, and Value, which I wonder'd And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy'd her,
Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought The Cognifance of her incontinencie
Since the true life on't was 

Poft. This is true : 
Is this : fhe hath bought the name of Whore, thus deerly
There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell

And this you might haue heard of heere, by me, Diuide themfelues betweene you.
Or by fome other. Phil. Sir, be patient:

lach. More particulars This is not ftrong enough to be beleeu'd
Muft iuftifie my knowledge. Of one perfwaded well of.

Poft. So they muft, Poft. Neuer talke on't:
Or doe your Honour iniury. She hath bin colted by him.

lach. The Chimney lach. If you feeke
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece For further fatisfying, vnder her Breaft
Chafte Diax, bathing : neuer faw I figures (Worthy her preffing) lyes a Mole, right proud
So likely to report themfelues ; the Cutter Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, I kift it, and it gaue me prefent hunger
Motion, and Breath left out. To feede againe, though full. You do remember

Poft. This is a thing This ftaine vpon her ?
Which you might from Relation likewife reape, Poft. I, and it doth confirme
Being, as it is, much fpoke of. Another ftaine, as bigge as Hell can hold,

lach. The Roofe o'th'Chamber, Were there no more but it.
With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons lach. Will you heare more ?
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids Poft. Spare your Arethmaticke,
Of Siluer, each on one foote {landing, nicely Neuer count the Turnes : Once,and a Million.
Depending on their Brands. lach. He be fworne.

Poft. This is her Honor : Poft. No fwearing :
Let it be granted you haue feene all this (and praife If you will fweare you haue not done't, you lye,
Be giuen to your remembrance) the defcription And I will kill thee, if thou do'ft deny
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faues Thou'ft made me Cuckold.
The wager you haue laid. lach. He deny nothing.

lack. Then if you can Poft. O that I had her heere, to teare her Limb-meale:
Be pale, I begge but leaue to ayre this lewell : See, I will go there and doo't, i'th'Court, before
And now 'tis vp againe : it muft be married Her Father. He do fomething. Exit.
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. Phil. Quite befides

Poft. loue 
Once more let me behold it : Is it that 

The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne :
Let's follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath

Which I left with her ? He hath againir. himfelfe.
lach. Sir(I thanke her) that lach. With all my heart. Exeunt.

She ftript it from her Arme : I fee her yet :
Her pretty Action, did out-fell her guift, Enter Poftbumus.
And yet enrich'd it too : fhe gaue it me,
And faid, fhe priz'd it once. Poft. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women

Poft. May be,me pluck'd it off Muft be halfe-workers ? We are all Baftjrds,
To fend it me. And that moft venerable man, which I

lach. She writes fo to you ? doth fhee ? Did call my Father, was, I know not where
Poft. O no, no,no,'tis true. Heere, take this too, When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles

It is a Bafiliske vnto mine eye, Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother feem'd
Killes me to looke on't : Let there be no Honor, The Dian of that time : fo doth my Wife
Where there is Beauty : Truth, where femblance : Loue, The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance !
Where there's another man. The Vowes of Women, Me of my lawfull pleafure fhe reftrain'd,
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, And pray'd me oft forbearance : didit with
Then they are to their Vertues, which is nothing : A pudencie fo Rofie, the fweet view on't
O,aboue meafure falfe. Might well haue warm'd olde Saturne ;

Phil. Haue patience Sir, That I thought her
And take your Ring againe, 'tis not yet wonne : As Chafte, as vn-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Diuels!
It may be probable Jhe loft it : or This yellow lachimo in an houre, was't not ?a a a 2. Or
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Or leffe; at firft? Perchance he fpoke not,but And Britaines ftrut with Courage.
Like a full Acorn'd Boare,a larmen on, Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : our
Cry'de oh, and mounted ; found no oppofition Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that time : and (as I
But what he look'd for, fhould oppofe, and fhe faid) there is no mo fuch Ca>fars, other of them may haue
Should from encounter guard. Could I finde out crook'd Nofes, but to owe fuch ftraite Armes, none.
The Womans part in me, for there's no motion Cym. Son, let your Mother end.
That tends to vice in man, but I affirme Clot. We haue yet many among vs, can gripe as hard
It is the Womans part : be it Lying,note it, as Caffibulan, I doe not fay I am one : but I haue a hand.
The womans : Flattering, hers ; Deceiuing, hers : Why Tribute? Why fhould we pay Tribute ? If Ctffar
Luft,and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Reuenges hers : can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket,or put the Moon
Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Difdaine, in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light: elfe Sir,
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability ; no more Tribute.pray you now.
All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, Cym. You muft know,
Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all For euen to Vice Till the iniurious Romans, did extort
They are not conftant, but are changing ftill; This Tribute from vs, we were free. C<?fars Ambition,
One Vice, but of a minute old, for one Which fwell'd fo much, that it did almoft ftretch
Not halfe fo old as that. Jle write againft them, The fides o'th'World,againft all colour heere,
Deleft them, curfe them : yet 'tis greater Skill Did put the yoake vpon's; which to fhake off
In a true Hate, to pray they h'aue their will : Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
The very Diuels cannot plague them better. Exit. Our felues to be, we do. Say then to C<xfar,

Our Anceftor was that Mulmutiiu, which
Ordain'd our Lawes, whofe vfe the Sword of Ca'far
Hath too much mangled ; whofe repayre, and franchife,

Actus Tertius. Scena ̂ Prima. Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed,
Tho Rome be therfore angry . Mulmutiui made our lawes
Who was the firft of Britaine, which did put
His browes within a golden Crowne,and call'd

Snter in State, Cymbeline, Queene, Clotten, and Lords at Himfelfe a King.
one doore, and at another , Cains, Lticim, Luc. I am forry Cymbeline,

and Attendants. That I am to pronounce Augufliu Q,aja.r
(Ctefar, that hath moe Kings his Seruants,then

Cym. Now fay, what would Augujliu Ctejar with vs? Thy felfe Domefticke Officers) thine Enemy :
Luc. When Julius Ctefar (whofe remembrance yet Receyue it from me then. Warre, and Confufion

Liues in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues In Ctefars name pronounce I 'gainft thee : Looke
Be Theame, and hearing euer)was in this Britain, For fury, not to be refifted. Thus defide,
And Conquer'd it, Caffibulan thine Vnkle I thanke thee for my felfe.
(Famous in Ctffars prayfes, no whit lelTe Cym. Thou art welcome Caius,
Then in his Feats deferuing it) for him, Thy Cfffar Knighted me ; my youth I fpent
And his Succeffion, granted Rome a Tribute, Much vnder him ; of him, I gather'd Honour,
Yeerely three thoufand pounds; which (by thee) lately Which he, to feeke of me againe, perforce,
Is left vntender'd. Behooues me keepe at vtterance. J am perfect,

<$>». And to kill the meruaile, That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for
Shall be fo euer. Their Liberties are now in Armes : a Prelident

Clot. There be many Cxjars, Which not to reade, would fhew the Britaines cold :
Ere fuch another luliiu : Britaine's a world So Ctefar mall not finde them.
By it {elfe, and we will nothing pay Luc. Let proofe fpeake.
For wearing our owne Nofes. Clot. His Maiefty biddes you welcome. Make pa-

£>u. That opportunity ftime with vs, a day, or two, or longer : if you feek vs af-
Which then they had to take from's, to refume terwards in other tearmes, you fhall finde vs in our Salt-
We haue againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, water-Girdle : if you beate vs out of it, it is yours: if you
The Kings your Anceftors, together with fall in the aduenture, our Crowes fhall fare the better for
The naturall brauery of your Ifle, which ftands you : and there's an end.
As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in Luc. So fir.
With Oakes vnskaleable, and roaring Waters, Cym. I know your Mafters pleafure, and he mine:
With Sands that will notbeare your Enemies Boates, All the Remaine, is welcome. Exeunt.
But fucke them vp to'th'Top-maft. A kinde of Conqueft
C/efar made heere, but made not heere his bragge
Of Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came : with fhame
(The firft that euer touch'd him) he was carried Scena Secunda.
From off our Coaft, twice beaten : and his Shipping
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas
Like Egge-mels mou'd vpon their Surges, crack'd
As eafily 'gainft our Rockes. For ioy whereof, Enter Pijanio reading of a Letter.
The fam'd Cajfibulan, who was once at point Pif. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not
(Oh giglet Fortune) to mafter Cafars Sword, What Monfters her accufe ? Leonatus :
Made Luds-Towne with reioycing-Fires bright, Oh Mafter, what a ftrange infection
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Is falne into thy eare? What falfe Italian, Twixt houre, and houre ?
(As poyfonous tongu'd,as handed)hath preuail'd Pif. One fcore'twixt Sun,and Sun,
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall ? No. Madam's enough for you : and too much too.
She's punifh'd for her Truth; and vndergoes Imo. Why, one that rode to's Excution Man,
More Goddefie-like,then Wife-like; fuch AiTaults Could neuer go fo flow ". I haue heard of Riding wagers,
As would take in fome Vertue. Oh my Mafter, Where Horfes haue bin nimbler then the Sands
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were That run i'th'Clocks behalfe. But this is Foolrie,
Thy Fortunes. How ? That I fhould murther her, Go, bid my Woman faigne a SicknelTe,fay
Vpon the Loue,and Truth,and Vowes;which I She'le home to her Father ; and prouide me prefently
Haue made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? A Riding Suit : No coftlier then would fit
If it be fo,to do good ieruice, neuer A Franklins Hufwife.
Let me be counted feruiceable. How looke I, fifa. Madam,you're beft confider.
That I fhould feeme to lacke humanity, Imo. I fee before me( Man) nor heere, not heere;
So much as this Fail: comes to f Doo't:'The Letter. Nor what enfues but haue a Fog in them
That I haue fent hereby her owne command, That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee,
Shall giue thee opportunitie. Oh damn'd paper, Do as I bid thee : There's no more to fay:
Blacke as the Inke that's on thee : fenfelelle bauble, Acceffible is none but Milford way. Sxeunt.
Art thou a Foedarie for this Acl; and look'ft
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here fhe comes.

Snter Imogen.
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. Scena T'ertia.

lino. How now Pijanio?
Pif. Madam,heere is a Letter from my Lord.
Imo. Who,thy Lord? That is my Lord Leon/mat Enter 'Belariui,Guideriiu,and Aruiragui.

Oh,learn'd indeed were that Aftronomer
That knew the Starres, as I his Characters, Bel. A goodly day,not to keepe houfe with fuch,
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, Whole Roofe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes,this gate
Let what is heere contain'd, rellifh of Loue, Inftrudts you how t'adore the Heauens; and bowes you
Of my Lords health, of his content : yet not To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches
That we two are afunder, let that grieue him; Are Arch'd fo high, that Giants may iet through
Some griefes are medcinable, that is one of them, And keepe their impious Turbonds on, without
For it doth phyficke Loue, of his content, Good morrow to the Sun. Haile thou faire Heauen,
All but in that. Good Wax,thy leaue : bleft be We houfe i'th'Rocke,yet vfe thee not fo hardly
You Bees that make thefe Lockes of couniaile. Louers, As prouder liuers do.
And men in dangerous Bondes pray not alike, Guid, Haile Heauen.
Though Forfeytours you caft in prifon,yet Aruir. Haile Heauen.
You clafpe young Cupids Tables : good Newes Gods. Bela. Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yond hill

Your legges are yong : He tread thefe Flats. Confider,
j Fftice, and your Fathers wrath (Jhould he ta%e me in his When you aboue perceiue me like a Crow,
*" Domini on} could not be fo cruell to me,at you : (oh the dee- That it is Place, which lefien's,and fets oft",
reft of Creatures}would euen renew me with your eyes. Talp And you may then reuolue what Tales,! haue told you,
notice that I am in Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what your Of Courts,of Princes; of the Tricks in Warre.
owne Loue, will out of this aduife you, follow. So he wijbes you This Seruice,is notSeruice; fo being done,
all happinejje, that remaines toy all to hii Vow, and your encrea- But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus,
linv in Loue. Leonatus Pofthumua ."* o Drawes vs a profit from all things we fee :

And often to our comfort, fhall we finde
Oh for a Horfe with wings : Hear'ft thou Pifanio? The fharded-Beetle,in a fafer hold
He is at Milford-Hauen : Read, and tell me Then is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life,
How farre 'tis thither. If one of meane affaires Is Nobler, then attending fora checlce :
May plod it in a weeke,why may not I Richer,then doing nothing for a Babe:
Glide thither in a day ? Then true Pifanio, Prouder, then ruftling in vnpayd-for Silke :
Who long'ft like me, to fee thy Lord; who long'ft Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine,
(Oh let me bate)but not like me ." yet long'ft Yet keepes his Booke vncros'd : no life to ours.
But in a fainter kinde. Oh not like me : Gwf.Out of your proofe you fpeak:we poore vnfledg'd
For mine's beyond, beyond : fay, and fpeake thicke Haue neuer wing'd from view o'th'neft; nor knowes nut
(Loucs Counfailor fhould fill the bores of hearing, What Ayre's from home. Hap'ly this life is beft,
To'th'fmothering of the Senfe)how farre it is (If quiet life be beft)fweeter to you
To this fame blefled Milford. And by'th'way That haue a fharper knowne. Well correfponding
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy,as j With your ftifte Age; but vnto vs,it is
T'inherite fuch a Hauen. But firft of all, A Cell of Ignorance : trauailing a bed,
How weimay fteale from hence: and for the gap A Prifon,or a Debtor, that not dares
That we fhall make in Time, from our hence-going, To ftride a limit.
And our returne, to excufe : but firft, how ger hence. Arui. What fhould we fpeake of
Why fhould excufe be borne or ere begot ? When we are old as you ? When we fhall heare
Weele talke of thatheereafter. Prythee fpeake, The Raine and winde beate darke December? How
How many ftore of Miles may we well rid In this our pinching Caue,fhall we diicourie
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382 The Tragedy of Cymbeline.
The freezing houres away ? We haue feene nothing : At three, and two yeeres old, I ftole thefe Babes,
We are beaftly; fubtle as the Fox for prey, Thinking to barre thee of Succeffion, as
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate : Thou refts me of my Lands. Euriphile,
Our Valour is to chace what flyes : Our Cage Thou was't their Nurfe, they took thee for their mother,
We make a Quire, as doth the prilon'd Bird, And euery day do honor to her graue :
And fing our Bondage freely. My felfe Belariia, that am Mergan call'd

Bel. How you fpeake. They take for Naturall Father. The Game is vp. Exit.
Did you but know the Citties Vfuries,
And felt them knowingly : the Art o'th'Court,
As hard to leaue, as keepe : whofe top to climbe
Is certaine falling : or fo flipp'ry, that Scena Quarta.
The feare's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th'Warre,
A paine that onely feemes to feeke out danger
rth'name of Fame, and Honor, which dyes i'th'fearch,
And hath as oft a /hnd'rous Epitaph, Enter Pifanio and Imogen.
As Record of faire Aft. Nay, many times1 Imo. Thou told'ft me when we came fro horfe, y place
Doth ill deferue, by doing well : what's worfe Was neere at hand : Ne're long'd my Mother fo
Mnft curt'fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storie To fee me firft, as I haue now . Pifanio, Man :
The World may reade in me : My bodie's mark'd Where is Pnfthumut ? What is in thy mind
With Roman Swords ; and my report, was once That makes thee flare thus ? Wherefore breaks that figh
Firft, with the beft of Note. Qymbeline lou'd me, From th'inward of thee ? One, but painted thus
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd
Was not farre off: then was I as a Tree Beyond felfe-explication. Put thy felfe
Whofe boughes did bend with fruit. But in one night, Into a hauiour of lefle feare, ere wildneffe
A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) Vanquish my ftayder Senfes. What's the matter?
Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaues, Why tender'ft thou that Paper to me, with
And left me bare to weather. A looke vntender ? Ift be Summer Newes

Gui. Vncertaine fauour. Smile too't before : if Winterly, thou need'ft
'Bel. My fault being nothing (as I haue told you oft) But keepe that count'nance fill. My Husbands hand ?

But that two Villaines, whofe falfe Oathes preuayl'd That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-craftied him,
Before my perfect Honor, fwore to Cymbeline, And Jiee's at fome hard point. Speake man, thy Tongue
I was Confederate with the Romanes : fo May take off fome extreamitie, which to reade
Followed my Banishment, and this twenty yeeies, Would be euen mortall to me.
This Rocke, and thefe Demefnes, haue bene my World, Pif. Pleafe you reade,
Where I haue liu'd at honeft freedome, payed And you fhall finde me (wretched man) a thing
More pious debts to Heauen, then in all The moft difdain'd of Fortune.
The fore-end of my time. But, vp to'th'Mountaines,
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ftrikes Imogen reades.
The Venifon firft, fliall be the Lord o'th'Feaft,To him the other two fliall minifrer, THy zftfiftrii (Pifanio) bath plaide the Strumpet in my ^Bed : the Teftimonies rrhereof, lyes bleeding in me. I $eal^_
And we will feare no poyfon, which attends not out of iveafye Surmifes, but from proofe as flrong M my
In place of greater State ; greefe, and as certaine 06 I exfef} my Reuenge. That fart, thou
He meete you in the Valleyes. Bxeunt. ( Pifanio ) muft afie for me, if thy Faith be not tainted fcitb the
How hard it is to hide the fparkes of Nature? breach of hers ; let thine owne bands tat>e away her life : Ifoall
Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to'th'King, glue thee opportunity at Milford Hcuen. She hath my Litter
Nor Cymbeline dreames that they are aliue. for the purpofe ; where, ifthou feare taftril^e, and to mal^e mee
They thinke they are mine, certaine it u done, thou art the Pander to her difhonour, and
And though train'd vp thus meanely equally to me difloyall.
I'th'Caue, whereon the Bowe their thoughts do hit,
The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them Pif. What mall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper
In fimple and lowe things, to Prince it, much Hath cut her throat alreadie? No, 'tis Slander,
Beyond the tricke of others. This Paladour, Whofe edge is marper then the Sword, whofe tongue
The heyre of Cymbeline and Britaine, who Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whofe breath
The King his Father call'd Guideriui . loue, Rides on the pofting windes, and doth belye
When on my three-foot ftoole I fit, and tell All corners of the World. Kings, Queenes, and States,
The warlike feats I haue done, his fpirits flye out Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue
Into my Story: fay thus mine Enemy fell, This viperous flander enters. What cheere, Madam ?
And thus I fet my foote on's necke, euen then Imo. Falfe to his Bed ? What is it to be falfe ?
The Princely blood flowes in his Cheeke, he fweats, To lye in watch there, and to thinke on him?
Straines his yong Nerues, and puts himfeJfe in pofture To weepe 'twixt clock and clock?If fleep charge Nature,
That afts my words. The yonger Brother Cad-wall, To breake it with a fearfull dreame of him,
Once AruiragtU) in as like a figure And cry my felfe awake ? That's falfe to's bed ? Is it ?
Strikes life into my fpeech, and fhewes much more Pifa. Alas good Lady.
His owne conceyuing. Hearke, the Game is rows'd, Imo. I falfe ? Thy Confcience witnefle -.lachimo,
Oh Cymbeline, Heauen and my Conscience knowes Thou didd'ft accufe him of Incontinencie,
Thou didd'ft vniuftly banifh me i whereon Thou then look'dft like a Villaine : now, me thinkes
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'Tragedie of Cymbehne. 383
Thy fauours good enough. Some lay of Italy Th'elected Deere before thee ?
( Whofe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : Pif. But to win time
Poore I am ftale, a Garment out of fafhion, To loofe fo bad employment, in the which
And for I am richer then to hang by th'walles, I haue confider'd of a courfe: good Ladie
I muft be ript : To peeces with me : Oh ! Heare me with patience.
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good feeming Imo. Talke thy tongue weary, fpeake :
By thy reuolt(oh Husband) fhall be thought I haue heard I am a Strumpet, and mine eare
Put on for Villainy ; not borne where't growes, Therein falfe ftrooke, can take no greater wound,
But worne a Baite for Ladies. Nor tent, to bottome that. But fpeake.

Pifa. Good Madam, heare me. Pif. Then Madam,
Imo. True honeft men being heard,like falfe <^£neM, I thought you would not backe againe.

Were in his time thought falfe : and Syrians weeping Imo. Moft like,
Did fcandall many a holy teare : tooke pitty Bringing me heere to kill me.
From moft true wretched nefTe. So thou, Po/lbumus Pif. Not fo neither:
Wilt lay the Leauen on all proper men ; But if I were as wife, as honeft, then
Goodly, and gallant, fhall be falfe and periur'd My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be,
From thy great faile : Come Fellow, be thou honeft, But that my Mafter is abus'd. Some Villaine,
Do thou thy Mafters bidding. When thou feeft him, I,and fingular in his Art, hath done you both
A little witneffe my obedience. Looke This curfed iniurie.
I draw the Sword my felfe, take it, and hit Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ?
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (my Heart:) Pifa. No,on my life:
Feare not, 'tis empty of all things, but Greefe : He giue but notice you are dead, and fend him
Thy Mafter is not there, who was indeede Some bloody figne of it. For'tis commanded
The riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, I fhould do fo : you fhall be mift at Court,
Thou mayft be valiant in a better caufe ; And that will well confirme it.
But now thou feem'ft a Coward. Imo. Why good Fellow,

Pif. Hence vile Inftrument, What fliall I do the while ? Where bide ? How Hue ?
Thou {halt not damne my hand. Or in my life, what comfort, when I am

Imo. Why, I muft dye : Dead to my Husband ?
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art Pif. If you'l backe to'th'Court.
No Seruant of thy Mafters. Againft Selfe-flaughter, Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe
There is a prohibition fo Diuine, With that harfli, noble, fimple nothing:
That crauens my weake hand : Come,heere's my heart : That Clotten, whofe Loue-fuite hath bene to me
Something's a-foot : Soft, foft, wee'l no defence, As fearefull as a Siege.
Obedient as the Scabbard. What is heere, Pif. If not at Court,
The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonatus, Then not in Britaine muft you bide.
All turn'd to Herefie ? Away,away Imo. Where then?
Corrupters of my Faith, you fhall no more Hath Britaine all the Sunne that fliines?Day?Night?
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles Are they not but in Britaine ? Fth'worlds Volume
Beleeue falfe Teachers : Though thofe that are betraid Our Britaine feemes as of it, but not in't :
Do feele the Treafon fharpely, yet the Traitor In a great Poole, a Swannes-neft, prythee thinke
Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou Poftbumuf, There's liuers out of Britaine,
That didd'ft fet vp my difobedience 'gainft the King Pif. I am moft glad
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the luites You thinke of other place : Th'Ambafiador,
Of Princely Fellowes, fhalt heereafter finde Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen
It is no ac"le of common pafiage, but To morrow. Now, if you could weare a minde
A ftraine of Rareneffe: and I greeue my felfe, Darke, as your Fortune is, and but difguife
To thinke, when thou fhalt be difedg'd by her, That which t'appeare it felfe , muft not yet be,
That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory But by felfe-danger, you fhould tread a courfe
Will then be pang'd by me. Ptythee difpatch, Pretty, and full of view: yea, happily, neere
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. Wher's thy knife? The refidence ofPoftbumus ; fo nie ( at leaft)
Thou art too flow to do thy Mafters bidding That though his Actions were not vifibie, yet
When I defire it too. Report fhould render him hourely to your eare,

Pif. Oh gracious Lady : As truely as he mooues.
Since I receiu'd command to do this bufinefle, Imo. Oh for fuch meanes,
I haue not flept one winke. Though perill to my modeftie, not death on't

Imo. Doo't,and to bed then. I would aduenture.
Pif. He wake mine eye-balles firft. Pif. Well then, heere's the point:
Imo. Wherefore then You muft forget to be a Woman : change

Didd'ft vndertake it? Why haft thou abus'd Command, into obedience. Feare,and NicenefTe
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? (The Handmaides of all Women, or more truely
Mine Adion ? and thine owne ? Our Horfes labour ? Woman it pretty felfe) into a waggifh courage,
The Time inuiting thee? The perturb'd Court Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer'd. fawcie,and
For my being abfent ? whereunto I neuer As quarrellous as the Weazell: Nay, you muft
Purpofe returne. Why haft thou gone fo farre Forget that rareft Treafure of your Cheeke,
To be vn-bent ? when thou haft'tane thy ftand, Expoiing it (but oh the harder heart,
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Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy touch Qu. He goes hence frowning : but it honours vs
Of common-kiffing Titan: and forget That we haue giuen him caufe.
Your labourfome and dainty Trimmes, wherein Clot. 'Tis all the better,
You made great lutw angry. Your valiant Britaines haue their wilhes in it.

Imo, Nay be breefe ? Cym. LuciM hath wrote already to the Emperor
I fee into thy end, and am almoft How it goes heere. It fits vs therefore ripely
A man already. Our Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinefle :

Pif. Firft, make your felfe but like one, The Powres that he already hath in Gallia
Fore-thinking this. I haue already fit Will foone be drawne to head, from whence he moues
('Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet,Hat, Hofe,all His warre for Britaine.
That anfwer to them : Would you in their feruing, Qu. 'Tis not fleepy bufinefle,
(And with what imitation you can borrow But muft be look'd too fpeedily,and ftrongly.
From youth of fuch a feafon) 'fore Noble Luciiti Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus
Prefent your felfe, defire his feruice : tell him Hath made vs forward. But my gentle Queene,
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd
If that his head haue eare in Muficke, doubtlefle Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tender'd
With ioy he will imbrace you : for hee's Honourable, The duty of the day. She looke vs like
And doubling that, moft holy. Your meanes abroad : A thing more made of malice, then of duty,
You haue me rich, and I will neuer faile We haue noted it. Call her before vs, for
Beginning, nor fupplyment. We haue beene too flight in fufferance.

Imo. Thou art all the comfort Qti. Royall Sir,
The Gods will diet me with. Prythee away, Since the exile of Po/lbumui,mo& retyr'd
There's more to be confider'd : but wee'l euen Hath her life bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord,
All tb.Et good time will giue vs. This attempt, 'Tis time muft do, Befeech your Maiefty,
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with Forbeare fliarpe fpeeches to her. Shee's a Lady
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. So tender of rebukes, that words are ftroke;,

Pif. Well Madam, we muft take a fhort farewell, And ftrokes death to her,
Leaft being mift, I be fufpefted of Enter a Mejftnger.
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, Cym. Where is fhe Sir ? How
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, Can her contempt be anfwer'd ?
What's in't is precious: If you are ficke at Sea, MeJ. Pleafe you Sir,
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anfwer
Will driue away diftemper. To fome fhade, That will be giuen to'th'lowd of noife, we make.
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods QIJ. My Lord, when laft I went to vifit her,
Direcl: you to the beft. She pray'd me to excufe her keeping clofe,

Imo, Amen : I tharike thee. Exeunt. Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmitie,
She fhould that dutie leaue vnpaide to you
Which dayly fhe was bound to proffer : this

Seen a Quint a. 
She wifh'd me to make knowne : but our great Court
Made me too blame in memory.

Cym. Her doores lock'd ?
Not feene of late? Grant Heauens, that which I

Enter Cymbeline, Queene, Cloten, Lucius, Feare, proue falfe. Exit.
and Lords. Q_u. Sonne,! fay, follow the King.

Cym. Thus farre,and fo farewell. Clot. That man of hers, Tifanio, her old Seruant
Luc. Thankes, Royall Sir : I haue not feene thefe two dayes. Exit.

My Emperor hath wrote, I muft from hence, Qu, Go, looke after :
And am right lorry, that I muft report ye Pifanio, thou that ftand'ft fo for foftbumiu^
My Mafters Enemy. He hath a Drugge of mine ; I pray, his abfence

Cym. Our Subiedls (Sir) Proceed by fwallowing that. For he beleeues
Will not endure his yoake ; and for our felfe It is a thing moft precious. But for her,
To (hew lefle Soueraignty then they, muft needs Where is ihe gone ? Haply difpaire hath feiz'd her :
Appeare vn'Kinglike. Or wing'd with feruour of her loue, me's flowne

Luc. So Sir : I defire of you To her defir'd Pofthumiu : gone me is,
A Conduit ouer Land, to Milford-Hauen. To death, or to dishonor, and my end
Madam, all ioy befall your Grace,and you. Can make good vfe of either. Shee being downe,

Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office : I haue the placing of the Brittifh Crowne.
The due of Honor, in no point omit : Enter Cloten.
So farewell Noble Lutiiu. How now, my Sonne P

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. Clot. 'Tis certaine fhe is fled :
Clot. Receiue it friendly : but from this time forth Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none

I weare it as your Enemy. Dare come about him.
Luc. Sir, the Euent Qu. All the better : may

Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. This night fore-ftall him of the comming day. Exit Qis.
Cym. Leaue not the worthy Luciw, good my Lords Clo. I loue, and hate her : for fhe's Faire and Royall,

Till he haue croft the Seuern. Happines. Exit Luatu,&c And that flie hath all courtly parts more exquifite
Then
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Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euevy one hither, let it be thy firft feruice, go.
The beft /he hath, and fhe of all compounded Pif. I fhall my Lord. Exit.
Out-felles them all. I loue her therefore, but Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen : (I forgot to aske
Difdaining me, and throwing Fauours on him one thing, He remember't anon:) euen there, thou
The low Poftkumw, flanders fo her iudgement, villaine Pofthumw will I kill thee. I would thefe Gar-
That what's elfe rare, is choak'd : and in that point ments were come. She faide vpon a time (the bitternefie
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede, of it, I now belch from my heart) that fhee held the very
To be reueng'd vpon her. For, when Fooles fhall " Garment of Pojlbuima, in more refpedl, then my Noble

Enter fifanio. and naturall perfon ; together with the adornement of
Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah ? my Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe wil I ra-
Come hither : Ah you precious Pandar, Villaine, ui/h her : firft kill him, and in her eyes; there {hall fhe fee
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elfe my valour, which wil then be a torment to hir contempt.
Thou art ftraightway with the Fiends. He on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his

Pif. Oh, good my Lord. dead bodie, and when my Luft hath dined (which, as I
Clo. Where is thy Lady ? Or, by lupiter, fay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes that fhe fo

I will not aske againe. Clofe Villaine, prais'd :)to the Court He knock her backe, foot her home
lie haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip againe. She hath defpis'd mee reioycingly, and He bee
Thy heart to finde it. Is fhe with Poftbumw ? merry in my Reuenge.
From whofe fo many waights of bafeneffe, cannot Enter Pifanio.
A dram of worth be drawne. Be thofe the Garments?

Pif. Alas, my Lord, Pif. I, my Noble Lord.
How can /he be with him ? When was /he mifs'd ? Clo. How long is't fince fhe went to Milford-Hauen ?
He is in Rome. Pif. She can fcarfe be there yet.

Clot. Where is fhe Sir ? Come neerer : Clo. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is
No farther halting : fatisfie me home, the fecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The third
What is become of her ? is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defigne. Be

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord. but dutious, and true preferment fhall tender it felfe to
Clo. All-worthy Villaine, thee. My Reuenge is now at Milford, would I had wings

Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once, to follow it. Come, and be true. Bxit
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord : Pif. Thou bid'ft me to my loffe : for true to thee,
Speake, or thy filence on the inftant, is Were to proue falfe, which I will neuer bee
Thy condemnation, and thy death. To him that is moft true. To Milford go,

Pif. Then Sir : And finde not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow
This Paper is the hiftorie of my knowledge You Heauenly bleflings on her : This Fooles fpeede
Touching her flight. Be croft with flownefie ; Labour be his meede. Exit

Clo. Let's fee't: I will purfue her
Euen to Auguftui Throne.

Pif. Or this, or perifh.
She's farre enough, and what he learnes by this, Scena Sexfa.
May proue his trauell, not her danger.

Clo. Humh._
Tif. He write to my Lord fhe's dead : Oh Imogen,

Safe mayft thou wander, fafe returne agen. Enter Imogen alone.
Clot. Sirra, is this Letter true ? Imo. I fee a mans life is a tedious one,
Tif. Sir, as I thinke. I haue tyr'd my felfe : and for two nights together
Clot. It is Pojthumm hand, I know't. Sirrah, if thou Haue made the ground my bed. I fhould be ficke,

would'ft not be a Villain, but do me true feruice: vnder- But that my refolution helpes me : Milford,
go thofe Imployments wherin I fhould haue caufe to vfe When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio fhew'd thee,
thee with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy foere I Thou was't within a kenne. Oh loue, I thinke
bid thee do to performe it, diredlly and truely, I would Foundations flye the wretched : fuch I meane,
thinke thee an honeft man : thou fhould'ft neither want Where they fhould be releeu'd. Two Beggers told me,
my meanes for thy releefe, nor my voyce for thy prefer- I could not mifTe my way. Will poore Folkes lye
ment. That haue Afflictions on them, knowing 'tis

Pif. Well, my good Lord. A punifhment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder,
Clot. Wilt thou ferue mee ? For fince patiently and When Rich-ones fcarfe tell true. To lapfe in Fulneffe

constantly thou haft ftucke to the bare Fortune of that Is forer, then to lye for Neede : and Falfhood
Begger Poftbumw, thou canft not in the courfe of grati- Is worfe in Kings, then Beggers. My deere Lord,
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ferue Thou art one o'th'falfe Ones : Now I thinke on thee,
mee ? My hunger's gone ; but euen before, I was

Pif. Sir, I will. At point to finke, for Food. But what is this?
Clo. Giue mee thy hand, heere's my purfe. Haft any Heere is a path too't: 'tis fome fauage hold :

of thy late Mafters Garments in thy poileflion ? I were bert not call ; I dare not call: yet Famine
Pifan. I haue (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame Ere cleane it o're-throw Nature, makes it valiant.

Suite he wore, when he tooke leaue of my Ladie & Mi- Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards : Hardneffe euer
ftrefie. Of HardinefTe is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ?

Clo. The firft feruice thou doft mee, fetch that Suite If any thing that's ciuill, fpeake : if fauage,
Take,
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Take, or lend. Hoa ? No anfwer? Then He enter. (After long abfence) fuch is yours. Moft welcome :
Beft draw my Sword ; and if mine Enemy Be fprightly, for you fall 'mongft Friends.
But feare the Sword like me, hee'l fcarfely looke on't. Imo. 'Mongft Friends ?
Such a Foe, good Heauens. Exit. If Brothers : would it had bin fo, that they

Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prize
Bin lefle, and fo more equall ballafting

Scena Septima. To thee Pofthumuf.'Bel. He wrings at fome diftrefie.
Gui. Would I could free't.

Ami. Or I, what ere it be,
Enter 'Belarim, Guideriui, and Aruiragi&s. What paine it coft, what danger : Gods !

'Bel. You folidore haue prou'd beft Woodman, and 'Bel. Hearke Boyes.
Are Mafter of the Feaft : Cad-nail, and I Imo. Great men
Will play the Cooke, and Seruant, 'tis our match : That had a Court no bigger then this Caue,
The fweat of induftry would dry, and dye That did attend themfelues, and had the vertue
But for the end it workes too. Come, our ftomackes Which their owne Confcience feal'd them : laying by
Will make what's homely, fauoury : Wearineffe That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftie Sloth Could not out-peere thefe twaine. Pardon me Gods,
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, I'ld change my fexe to be Companion with them,
Poore houfe, that keep'ft thy felfe, Since Leonatuf falfe.

Gut. I am throughly weary. 'Bel. It /hall be fo :
Arui. I am weake with toyle, yet ftrong in appetite. Boyes wee'l go drefie our Hunt. Faire youth come in ;
Gut. There is cold meat i'th'Caue, we'l brouz on that Difcourfe is heauy, fafting : when we haue fupp'd

Whil'ft what we haue kill'd, be Cook'd. Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Story,
Bel. Stay, come not in : So farre as thou wilt fpeake it.

But that it eates our viftualles, I fhould thinke Gui, Pray draw neere.
Heere were a Faiery. Ami. The Night to'th'Owle,

Gul. What's the matter, Sir ? And Morne to th'Larke lefle welcome.
'Bel. By lupiter an Angell : or if not Imo. Thankes Sir.

An earthly Paragon. Behold Diuineneffe Arui. I pray draw neere. Exeunt.
No elder then a Boy.

Enter Imogen.
Imo. Good mafters harme me not : Scena Qffiaua.

Before I enter'd heere, I call'd, and thought
To haue begg'd, or bought, what I haue took: good troth
I haue ftolne nought, nor would not, though I had found
Gold ftrew'd i'th'Floore. Heere's money for my Meate, Enter tiro Roman Senators, and Tribunes.
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone I.Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperors Writ ;
As I had made my Meale ; and parted That fince the common men are now in Aclion
With Pray'rs for the Prouider. 'Gainft the Pannonians, and Dalmatians,

Gul. Money ? Youth. And that the Legions now in Gallia, are
fAru. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt, Full weake to vndertake our Warres againft

As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of thofe The falne-off Britaines, that we do incite
Who worfhip durty Gods. The Gentry to this bufinefle. He creates

Imo. I fee you're angry : Luciui Pro-Confull : and to you the Tribunes
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ihould For this immediate Leuy, he commands
Haue dyed, had I not made it. His abfolute Commiffion. Long liue Caijar.

Bel. Whether bound ? Tri. Is Luciui Generall of the Forces ?
Imo. To Milford-Hauen. 7.. Sen. I.

'Bel. What's your name ? Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ?
Imo. Fidele Sir : I haue a Kinfman, who i.Sen. With thofe Legions

Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford, Which I haue fpoke of, whereunto your leuie
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, Muft be fuppliant : the words of your Commiffion
I am falne in this offence. Will tye you to the numbers, and the time

'Bel. Prythee (faire youth) Of their difpatch.
Thinke vs no Churles : nor meafure our good mindes Tri. We will difcharge our duty. Exeunt.
By this rude place we liue in. Well encounter'd,
"Pis almoft night, you fhall haue better cheere
Ere you depart; and thankes to flay, and eate it :Boyes, bid him welcome. ^45tus Quart us. Scena ''Prim a.

Gui. Were you a woman, youth,
I ihould woo hard, but be your Groome in honefty :
I bid for you, as I do buy. Enter Clotten alone.

Arui. He make't my Comfort Clot I am neere to'th'place where they fhould meet,
He is a man, lie loue him as my Brother : if Pijanio haue mapp'd it truely. How fit his Garments
And fuch a welcome as I'ld giue to him ferue me? Why fhould his Miftris who was made by him

that
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made the Taylor, not be fit too? The rather (fauing Imo. I wifli ye fport.

euerence of the Word ) for 'tis faide a Womans fitnefTe fArui. You health.- -So pleafe you Sir.
comes by fits : therein I muft play the Workman, I dare Imo. Thefe are kinde Creatures.
ipeake it to my felfe, for it is not Vainglorie for a man, Gods, what lyes I haue heard :
and his Glafie, to confer in his owne Chamber; I meane, Our Courtiers fay, all's fauage, but at Court;
the Lines of my body are as well drawne as his; no lefle Experience, oh thou difproou'ft Report.
young, more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- Th'emperious Seas breeds Monfters; for the Diih,
yond him in the aduantage of the time, aboue him in Poore Tributary Riuers, as fweet Fifh :
Birth, alike conuerfant in generall feruices, and more re- I am ficke ftill, heart-ficke; Pifanio,
markeable in fmgle oppofitions; yet this imperfeuerant He now tafte of thy Drugge.
Thing loues him in my defpight. What Mortalide is ? Gui. I could not ftirre him :
Pofthumus, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy He faid he was gentle, but vnfortunate ;
Shoulders) fliall within this houre be off, thy Miftris in- Diflioneftly afflicted, but yet honeft.
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and And. Thus did he aufwer me : yet faid heereafter,
all this done, ipurne her home to her Father, who may I might know more.
(happily) be a little angry for my fo rough vfage: but my Bel. To'th'Field, to'th'Field :
Mother hauing power of his teftineffe, fliall turne all in- Wee'l leaue you for this time, go in, and reft.
to my commendations. My Horfe is tyed vp fate , out Arui. Wee'l not be long away.
Sword, and to a fore purpofe : Fortune put them into my Bel. Pray be not ficke,
hand : This is the very defcription of their meeting place For you muft be our Hufwife.
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me. Sxit. Imo. Well, or ill,

I am bound to you. Exit.
^el. And flial't be euer.

This youth, how ere diftreft,appeares he hath had
Scena Secunda. Good Anceftors.

Arm. How Angell-like he fings ?
GUI. But his neate Cookerie ?
Arm. He cut our Rootes in Charrafters,

Enter "\BelariM, Guideriw, Aruiragut ,and And fawc'ft our Brothes, as luno had bin ficke,
Imogen from the Caue. And he her Dieter.

Bel. You are not well : Remaine heere in the Caue, Arm. Nobly he yoakes
Wee'l come to you after Hunting. A fmiling, with a figh ; as if the fighe

Arul. Brother, ftay heere : Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile :
Are we not Brothers ? The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would flye

Imo. So man and man fliould be, From fo diuine a Temple, to commix
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, With windes, that Saylors raile at,
Whofe duft is both alike. I am very ficke, GUI. I do note,

Gui. Go you to Hunting, He abide with him. That greefe and patience rooted in them both,
Imo. So ficke I am not, yet I am not well : Mingle their fpurres together.

But not fo Citizen a wanton, as Arui. Grow patient,
To feeme to dye, ere ficke : So pleafe you, leaue me, And let the ftinking-Elder (Greefe) vntwine
Sticke to your lournall courfe : the breach of Cuftome, His perilhing roote, with the encreafing Vine.
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who's there?
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort Enter Cloten.
To one not fociable : I am not very ficke, Clo. I cannot finde thofe Runnagates, that Villaine
Since I can reafon of it : pray you truft me heere, Hath mock'd me. I am faint.
He rob none but my felfe, and let me dye Bel. Thofe Runnagates ?
Stealing fo poorely. Meanes he not vs ? I partly know him, 'tis

Gui. I loue thee : I haue fpoke it, Cloten, the Sonne o'th'Qiieene. I teare fome Ambufh :
How much the quantity, the waight as much, I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet
As I do loue my Father. I know 'tis he : We are held as Out-Lawes : Hence.

'Bel. What? How? how? Gui. He is but one : you, and my Brother fearch
Arm. If it be finne to fay fo (Sir) I yoake mee What Companies are neere : pray you away,

In my good Brothers fault: I know not why Let me alone with him.
I loue this youth, and I haue heard you fay, Clot. Soft, what are you
Loue's reafon's, without reafon. The Beere ac doore, That flye me thus? Some villaine-Mountainers?
And a demand who is't fliall dye, I'ld fay" I haue heard of fuch. What Slaue art thou/
My Father, not this youth. Gui. A thingl

'Bel. Oh noble ftraine I More flauifli did I ne're, then anfwering
O worthineiTe of Nature, breed of GreatnefTe J A Slaue without a knocke.
"Cowards father Cowards ,& Bafe things Syre Bace ; Clot. Thou art a Robber,
"Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace. A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe.
I'me not their Father, yet who this fliould bee, Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue not I
Doth myracle it felfe, lou'd before mee. An arme as bigge as thine ? A heart, as bigge :
'Tis the ninth houre o'th'Morne, Thy words I grant are bigger : for I weare not

Arui. Brother, farewell. My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art :
Why
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388 The Tragedy of Cymbeline*
Why I fhould yeeld to thee? For we do feare the Law. What company

Clot. Thou Viliaine bafe, Difcouer you abroad ?
Know'ft me not by my Cloathes? 'Bel. No Cngle foule

GUI. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall : Can we fet eye on : but in all fafe reafon
Who is thy Grandfather ? He made thofe cloathes, He muft haue fome Attendants. Though his Honor
Which (as it feemes) make thee. Was nothing but mutation, I, and that

Go. Thou precious Varlet, From one bad thing to worfe : Not Frenzie,
My Taylor made them not. Not abfolute madneffe could fo farre haue rau'd

Gui. Hence then, and thanke To bring him heere alone : although perhaps
The man that gaue them thee. Thou art fome Foole, It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee
I am loath to beate thee. Caue heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time

Clot. Thou iniurious Theefe, May make fome ftronger head, the which he hearing,
Heare but my name, and tremble. (As it is like him) might breake out, and fweare

Gul. What's thy name .' Heel'd fetch vs in, yet is't not probable
Clo. Cloten, thou Viliaine. To come alone, either he fo vndertaking,
Qui. (Cloten, thou double Viliaine be thy name, Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground we feare,

I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, If we do feare this Body hath a taile
'Twould moue me fooner. More perillous then the head.

Clot. To thy further feare, Arui. Let Ord'nance
Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou fhalt know Come as the Gods fore-fay it : howfoere,
I am Sonne to'th'Qiieene. My Brother hath done well.

GUI. I am forry for't : not feeming 'Bel. I had no minde
So worthy as thy Birth. To hunt this day: The Boy Fideks fickeneffe

Clot. Art not afeard ? Did make my way long forth.
(jui. Thofe that I reuerence, thofe I feare : the Wife: Gui. With his owne Sword,

At Fooles I laugh : not feare them. Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tane
Clot. Dye the death : His head from him : lie throw't into the Creeke

When I haue flaine thee with my proper hand, Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea,
He follow thofe that euen now fled hence : And tell the Fi/hes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cloten,
And on the Gates of Luds'Totvne fet your heads: That's all I reake. Sxit.
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 'Bel. I feare 'twill be reueng'd :

Enter Belarita and Aruiragui. Would (Polidore) thou had'ft not done't : though valour
Bel. No Companie's abroad ? Becomes thee well enough.
Arui. None in the world : you did miftake him fure. Arui. Would I had done't:
Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it fince I faw him,. So the Reuenge alone purfu'de me : Polidore

But Time hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of Fauour I loue thee brotherly, but enuy much
Which then he wore : the fnatches in his voice, Thou haft robb'd me of this deed : I would Reuenges
And burft of fpeaking were as his : I am abfolute That poffible ftrength might meet, wold feek vs through
'Twas very Cloten. And put vs to our anfwer.

Arui. In this place we left them ; Bel. Well, 'tis done :
I wifli my Brother make good time with him, Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger [
You fay he is fo fell. Where there's no profit. I prythee to our Rocke,

Bel. Being fcarfe made vp, You and Fidele play the Cookes : He ftay
I meane to man ; he had not apprehenfion Till hafty Polidore returne, and bring him
Of roaring terrors : For defect of iudgement To dinner prefently.
Is oft the caufe of Feare. Arui. Poore ficke Fidele.

Enter Guideriui. He willingly to him, to gaine his colour,
But fee thy Brother. IPd let a parifh of fuch Clotens blood,

Gul. This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purfe, And praife my felfe for charity. Exit.
There was no money in't : Not Hercules Bel. Oh thou Goddeffe,
Could haue knock'd out his Braines,. for he had none : Thou diuine Nature; thou thy felfe thou blazon'ft
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne In thefe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle
My head, as I do his. As Zephires blowing below the Violet,

'Bel. What haft thou done ? Not wagging his fweet head ; and yet, as rough
Gul. I am perfect what : cut off one Clotens head, (Their Royall blood enchaf'd) as the rud'ft winde,

Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) That by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine,
Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore And make him ftoope to th'Vale. 'Tis wonder
With his owne fingle hand heel'd take vs in, That an inuifible inftinct fhould frame them
Difplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow To Royalty vnlearn'd, Honor vntaught,
And fet them on Luds-Totvne. Ciuility not feene from other : valour

'Bel. We are all vndone. That wildely growes in them, but yeelds a crop
Gul. Why, worthy Father, what haue we to loofe, As if it had beene fow'd : yet ftill it's ftrange

But that he fwore to take, our Liues ? the Law What Clotens being heere to vs portends,
Protects not vs, then why fhould we be tender, Or what his death will bring vs.
To let an arrogant peece of flefh threat vs.? Enter Guidereui.
Play ludge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ? Gui. Where's my Brother ?
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1 "aue fent Glutens Clot-pole downe the ftreame, GUI. By good Suripbile, our Mother.
In Embaflie to his Mother; his Bodie's hoftage Arui. Bee't fo :
For his returne. Solemn Mufic\. And let vs ( Polidore') though now our voyces

'Bel. My ingenuous Inftrument, Haue got the mannifh cracke, fing him to'th'ground
(Hearke Po/idore}\t founds:but what occafion As once to our Mother : vfe like note, and words,
Hath Cadwal now to giue it motion ? Hearke. Saue that Euriphile, muft be Fidele.

Gui. Is he at home ? Qui. Cadwall,
''Bd. He went hence euen now. I cannot fing : He weepe, and word it with thee ;
Gui. What does he meane ? For Notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe

Since death of my deer'ft Mother Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye.
It did not fpeake before. All folemne things Arui. Wee'l fpeake it then.
Should anlwer folemne Accidents. The matter? Bel. Great greefes I fee med'cine the leffe : For Cloten
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, Is quite forgot. He was a Qu^eenes Sonne, Boyes,
Is ioHity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes. And though he came our Enemy, remember
Is Cadwall mad ? He was paid for that: though meane, and mighty rotting

Enter Aruiragus, with Imogen dead, bearing Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence
her in bis Armes. (That Angell of the world) doth make diftin&ion

'Bel. Looke, heere he comes, Of place 'tweene high, and low. Our Foe was Princely,
And brings the dire occafion in his Armes, And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe,
Of what we blame him for. Yet bury him, as a Prince.

Ami. The Bird is dead Gut. Pray you fetch him hither,
That we haue made fo much on. I had rather Therjites body is as good as Aiax,
Haue skipt from fixteene yeares of Ag=, to fixty : When neyther are aliue.
To haue turn'd my leaping time into a Crutch, Arui. If you'l go fetch him,
Then haue feene this. Wee'l fay our Song the whil'ft : Brother begin.

GUI. Oh fweeteft, fayreft Lilly : Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muft lay his head to th'Eaft,
My Brother weares thee not the one halfe fo well, My Father hath a reafon for't.
As when thou grew'ft thy felfe. Arui. 'Tis true.

Bel. Oh Melancholly, GUI. Come on then, and remoue him.
Who euer yet could found thy bottome? Finde Arui. So, begin.
The Ooze, to fhew what Coaft thy fluggifh care SONG.
Might'ft eafileft harbour in. Thou bleffed thing, Guid. Fcare no more the beate o'tb'Sun,
loue knowes what man thou might'ft haue made : but I, Nor the furious Jointers rages,
Thou dyed'ft a moft rare Boy, of Melancholly. Thou thy worldly tast^haft don,
How found you him ? Home art gon ,and tane thy wages.

Arui. Starke, as you fee : Golden Lads,and Girles all muft,
Thus fmiling, as fome Fly had tickled flumber, As Chimney-Sweepers come to duft.
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at : his right Cheeke Arui. Feare no more the frowne o^tb^ Great,
Repofing on a Cufhion. Thou art faft the Tirants ftroafy,

Gui. Where? Care no more to cloatb and eate,
Arm. O'th'floore : To thee the Reede it at the Oakf :

His armes thus leagu'd, I thought he flept, and put The Scepter, Learning, Phyjtcke muft,
My clowted Brogues from off my feete, whofe rudeneffe All follow this and come to duft.
Anfwer'd my fteps too lowd. Guid. Feare no more the Lightningflajh.

Gui. Why, he but fleepes : Arui. Nor th" all-dreaded Tbunderftone.
If he be gone, hee'I make his Graue, a Bed: Gui. Feare not Slander, Cenfure rajh.
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted, Arui. Thou haftfinifti'd loy and mone.
And Wormes will not come to thee. Both. tAll Louersyoung,all Louers muft,

Arui. With fayreft Flowers Qonjigne to thee and come to duft*
Whil'ft Sommer lafts, and I Hue heere, Fidele, Guid. No Exorcijor harme thee,
lie iweeten thy fad graue : thou lhalt not lacke Arui. Nor no witch-craft charme tbee.
The Flower that's like thy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor Guid. Qboft vnlaid forbear e tbee.
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no, nor Arui. Nothing ill come neere thee.
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to (lander, Both. Quiet conjumation haue,
Out-fweetned not thy breath : the Raddocke would And renowned be thy graue.
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore lhaming Enter Belaritu with the body ofCkten.
Thole rich-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye Gui. We haue done our obfequies :
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, Come lay him downe.
Yea, and furr'd Moffe betides. When Flowres are none 'Bel. Heere's a few Flowres, but 'bout midnight more :
To winter-ground thy Coarfe 

GUI. Prythee haue done, 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o'th'night
Are ftrewings fit'ft for Graues : vpon their Faces.

And do not play in Wench-like words with that You were as Flowres, now wither'd : euen fo
Which is fo ferious. Let vs bury him, Thefe Herbelets lhall, which we vpon you ftrew.
And not protracl: with admiration, what Come on, away, apart vpon our knees :
Is now due debt. To'th'graue. The ground that gaue them firft, ha's them againe :

Arui, Say, where Hull's lay him ? Their pleafures here are paft,fo are their paine. Exeunt.
b b b Imogen
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39° Tragedie of Cymbeline.
Imogen arrases. Succeffe to th'Roman hoaft.

Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? Luc. Dreame often fo,
I thanke you : by yond bufti? pray how farre thether ? And neuer falfe. Soft hoa, what truncke is heere?
'Ods pittikins : can it be fixe mile yet ? Without his top ? The ruine fpeakes, that fometime
I haue gone all night: 'Faith, lie lye downe, and ileepe. It was a worthy building. How? a Page?
But foft; no Bedfellow f Oh Gods, and Goddeffes.' Or dead, or fleeping on him ? But dead rather:
Thefe Flowres are like the pleafures of the World ; For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dreame : With the defunft, or fleepe vpon the dead.
For fo I thought I was a Caue-keeper, Let's fee the Boyes face.
And Cooke to honeft Creatures. But 'tis not fo: Cap. Hee's aliue my Lord.
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, mot at nothing, Luc. Hee'l then inftrudl vs of this body : Young one,
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, Informe vs of thy Fortunes, for it feemes
Are fometimes like our Judgements, blinde. Good faith They craue to be demanded : who is this
I tremble ftill with feare : but if there be Thou mak'ft thy bloody Pillow? Or who was he
Yet left in Heauen, as fmall a drop of pittie That (otherwife then noble Nature did)
As a Wrens eye ; fear'd Gods, a part of it. Hath alter'd that good Pidlure? What's thy intereft
The Dreame's heere ftill : euen when I wake it is In this fad wracke? How came't ? Who is't ?

Without me, as within me : not imagin'd, felt. What art thou?
A headleffe man ? The Garments of PoSthutmu ? Imo. I am nothing ; or if not,
I know the fhape of's Legge : this is his Hand : Nothing to be were better : This was my Mafter,
His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh A very valiant Britaine, and a good,
The brawnes of Hercules : but his louiall face 

Murther in heauen / How ? 'tis gone. Pifanio, 
That heere by Mountaineers lyes flaine : Alas,
There is no more fuch Mafters : I may wander

All Curfes madded Hecuba gaue the Greekes, From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Seruice,
And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou Try many, all good : ferue truly : neuer
Confpir'd with that Irregulous diuell Cloten, Finde fuch another Mafter.
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read, Luc. ' Lacke,good youth :
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd Tifanio, Thou mou'ft no leffe with thy complaining, then
Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Pifanio) Thy Maifter in bleeding : fay his name,good Friend.
From this moft braueft veffell of the world Imo. Richard du Champ : If I do lye, and do
Strooke the maine top ! Oh Pofthumus, alas, No harme by it, though the Gods heare, I hope
Where is thy head? where's that? Aye me ! where's that ? They'l pardon it. Say you Sir ?
Pifanio might haue kill'd thee at the heart, Luc. Thy name ?
And left this head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio? Imo. Fidele Sir.
'Tis he, and Cloten : Malice, and Lucre in them Luc. Thou doo'ft approue thy felfe the very fame :
Haue laid this Woe heere. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant! Thy Name well fits thy Faith ; thy Faith, thy Name :
The Drugge he gaue me, which hee faid was precious Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay
And Cordiall to me, haue I not found it Thou /halt be fo well mafter'd, but be fure
Murd'rous to'th'Senfes f That confirmes it home : No leffe belou'd. The Romane Emperors Letters
This is Pifanid's deede, and Cloten : Oh ! Sent by a Confull to me, mould not fooner
Giue colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, Then thine owne worth preferre thee ". Go with me.
That we the horrider may feeme to thofe Imo. lie follow Sir. But firft,and't pleafe the Gods,
Which chance to finde vs. Oh, my Lord ! my Lord ! He hide my Mafter from the Flies, as deepe

Enter Luciut, Captaines ,and a Soothfaycr. As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when
Cap. To them,the Legions garrifon'd in Gallia With wild wood-leaues & weeds, I ha' ftrew'd his graue

After your will, haue croft the Sea, attending And on it faid a Century of prayers
You heere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes: (Such as I can)twice o're, He weepe,and fighe,
They are heere in readineffe. And leauing fo his feruice, follow you,

Luc. But what from Rome ? So pleafe you entertaine mee.
Cap, The Senate hath ftirr'd vp the Confiners, Luc. I good youth,

And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spirits, And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends,
That promife Noble Seruice : and they come The Boy hath taught vs manly duties : Let vs
Vnder the Condudt of bold lachimo, Finde out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can,
Syennas Brother. And make him with our Pikes and Partizans

Luc. When expe£t you them ? A Graue : Come, Arme him : Boy hee's preferr'd
Cap. With the next benefit o'th'winde. By thee, to vs, and he fhall be interr'd
Luc. This forwardneffe As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull; wipe thine eyes,

Makes our hopes faire. Command our prefent numbers Some Falles are meanes the happier to arife. Exeunt
Be mufter'd : bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir,
What haue you dream'd of late of this warres purpofe.

Sooth. Laft night, the very Gods ihew'd me a vifion Scena T'ertia.
(I faft,and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus:
1 faw loues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Weft, Enter Cymbeline,Lords,and Pifanio.
There vanifh'd in the Sun-beames, which portends Cym. Againe : and hring me word how'tis with her,
(Vnleffe my finnes abufe my Diuination) A Feauour with the abfence of her Sonne ;
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A madneffe, of which her life's in danger : Heauens, "2W. Sonnes,
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v..
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene To the Kings party there's no going : newnefie
Vpon a defperate bed, and in a time Of Clotens death (we being not knowne, not mufter'd
When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, Among the Bands) may driue vs to a render
So needfull for this prefent ? It ftrikes me, parr. Where we haue liu'd; and fo extort from's that
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, Which we haue done, whofe anfwer would be death
Who needs muft know of her departure, and Drawne on with Torture.
Doft feeme fo ignorant, wee'l enforce it from thee Gui. This is (Sir)a doubt
By a fharpe Torture. In fuch a time, nothing becomming you,

Tif. Sir, my life is yours, Nor fatisfying vs.
I humbly fet it at your will : But for my Miftris, Arm. It is not likely,
I nothing know where /he remaines : why gone, That when they heare their Roman horles neigh,
Nor when fhe purpofes returne. Befeech your Highnes, Behold their quarter'd Fires ; haue both their eyes
Hold me your loyall Seruant. Aud eares fo cloyd importantly as now,

Lord. Good my Liege, That they will wafte their time vpon our note,
The day that fhe was miffing, he was heere ; To know from whence we are.
I dare be bound hee's true, and fhall performe 'Bel. Oh, I am knowne
All parts of his fubieftion loyally. For Chten, Of many in the Army : Many yeeres
There wants no diligence in feeking him, (Though Cloten then but young) you fee, not wore him
And will no doubt be found. From my remembrance. And befides, the King

Cym. The time is troublefome : Hath not deferu'd my Seruice, nor your Loues,
Wee'l flip you for a feafon, but our iealoufie Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding ;
Do's yet depend. The certainty of this heard life, aye hopeleffe

Lord. So pleafe your Maiefty, To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis'd,
The Romaine Legions, all from Gallia drawne, But to be ftill hot Summers Tanlings,and
Are landed on your Coaft, with a fupply The fhrinking Slaues of Winter.
Of Romaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. Gui. Then be fo,

Cym. Now for the Counfaile of my Son and Queen, Better to ceafe to be. Pray Sir, to'th'Army :
I am amaz'd with matter. I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your felfe

Lord. Good my Liege, So out of thought, and thereto fo ore-growne,
Your preparation can affront no lefle ( ready : Cannot be queftion'd.
Then what you heare of. Come more, for more you're Arm. By this Sunne that fhines
The want is, but to put thofe Powres in motion, He thither: What thing is't, that I neuer
That long to moue. Did fee man dye, fcarfe euer look'd on blood,

Cym. I thanke you : let's withdraw But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ?
And meete the Time, as it feekes vs. We feare not Neuer beftrid a Horfe faue one, that had
What can from Italy annoy vs, but A Rider like my felfe, who ne're wore Rowell,
We greeue at chances heere. Away. Exeunt Nor Iron on his heele? I am afham'd

Pija. I heard no Letter from my Mafter,fince To looke vpon the holy Sunne, to haue
I wrote him Imogen was flaine. 'Tis ftrange : The benefit of his bleft Beames, remaining
Nor heare I from my Miftris, who did promife So long a poore vnknowne.
To yeeld me often tydings. Neither know I Gui. By heauens lie go,
What is betide to Cktcn, but remaine If you will blefle me Sir, and giue me leaue,
Perplext in all. The Heauens ftill muft worke : He take the better care : but if you will not,
Wherein I am falfe, I am honeft : not true, to be true. The hazard therefore due fall on me, by
Thefe prefent warres fhall finde I loue my Country, The hands of Romaines.
Euen to the note o'th'King, or He fall in them: Arui. So fay I, Amen.
All other doubts, by time Jet them be cleer'd, 'Bel. No reafon I ( fince of your Hues you fet'
Fortune brings in fome Boats, that are not fteer'd. Exit. So flight a valewation) fhould referue

My crack'd one to more care. Haue with you Boyes:
If in your Country warres you chance to dye,

Scena Qjiarta. 
That is my Bed too (Lads)and there lie lye.
Lead, lead; the time feems long, their blood thinks fcorn
Till it flye out, and fliew them Princes borne. Bxeunt.

Enter ̂Belariw , Guideriui , & Aruiragtis.
Gui. The noyfe is round about vs.
'Bel. Let vs from it. Actus Quintus. Scena ̂Prlma.
fArui. What pleafure Sir, we finde in life, to locke it

From Action, and Aduenture.
Gui. Nay, what hope Enter Pojlhumui alone.

Haue we in hiding vs? This way the Romaines Pofl. Yea bloody cloth, He keep thee : for I am wifht
Muft, or for Britaines flay vs or receiue vs Thou fhould'ft be colour'd thus. You married ones,
For barbarous and vnnaturall Reuolts If each of you fhould take this courfe, how many
During their vfe, and flay vs after. Muft murther Wiues much better then themfelues
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392 tragedy of Cymbeline.
For wrying but a little ? Oh Pifanio, As warre were hood-wink'd.
Euery good Seruant do's not all Commands: lac. 'Tis their frefh fupplies.
No Bond, but to do iuft ones. Gods, if you Luc. It is a day turn'd ftrangely : or betimes
Should haue 'tane vengeance on my faults, I neuer Let's re-inforce, or fly. Exeunt
Had liu'd to put on this : fo had you laued
The noble Imogen, to repent, and ftrooke
Me ( wretch)more worth your Vengeance. But alacke,
You fnatch fome hence for little faults; that's loue Scena T'ertia.
To haue them fall no more : you fome permit
To fecond illes with illes, each elder worfe,
And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift.
But Imogen is your owne, do your beft willes. Enter PofthumiU, and a Britaine Lord.
And make me bleft to obey. I am brought hither Lor. Cam'ft thou from where they made the ftand ?
Among th'Jtalian Gentry, and to fight Poft. I did,
Againft my Ladies Kingdome : 'Tis enough Though you it feemes come from the Fliers ?
That (Britaine) I haue kill'd thy Miftris : Peace, Lo, I did.
lie glue no wound to thee : therefore good Heauens, Poft. No blame be to you Sir, for all was loft,
Heare patiently my purpo/e. He difrobe me But that the Heauens fought : the King himfelfe
Of thefe Italian weedes, and fuite my felfe Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken,
As do's a Britaine Fez ant: fo He fight And but the backes of Britaines feene ; all flying
Againft the part I come with : fo lie dye Through a ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted,
For thee (O Imogen} euen for whom my life Lolling the Tongue with flaught'ring : hauing worke
Is euery breath,a death : and thus, vnknowne, More plentiful!, then Tooles to doo't : ftrooke downe
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of peri II " Some mortally, fome flightly touch'd, fome falling
My felfe He dedicate. Let me make men know Meerely through feare,that the ftrait paffe was damm'd
More valour in me, then my habits fhow. With deadmen,hurt behinde,and Cowards liuing
Gods, put the fbrength u\\\Leonati in me : To dye with length'ned fhame.
To fhame the guize o'th'world, I will begin, Lo. Where was this Lane ?
The fafhion leffe without, and more within. Exit. Poft.Clofe by the battell,ditch'd, & wall'd with turph,

Which gaue aduantage to an ancient Soldiour
(An honeft one I warrant) who deferu'd
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to,

Scena Secunda. In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane,
He, with two ftriplings(Lads more like to run
The Country bafe, then to commit fuch flaughter,
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer

Enter Lucius, lachimo, and the Romane Army at one doore: Then thofe for preferuation cas'd, or ihame)
and the Britaine Army at another : Leonattu Pojibumus Made good the paflage, cryed to thofe that fled.
following lil^e a foore Souldier. They march oner, and goe Our '"Britaines hearts dye flying, not our men,
out. Then enter againe in SQrmiJb lachimo and Poiibu- To darknefle fleete foules that flye backwards; ftand,
mui : he -vanquijheth and dijartneth lachimo, aud then Or we are Romanes, and will giue you that
leaues him. Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and may faue

But to looke backe in frowne : Stand,ftand. Thefe three,
lac. The heauinefle and guilt within my bofome, Three thoufand confident, in acle as many :

Takes off my manhood : I haue belyed a Lady, For three performers are the File, when all
The Princefle of this.Country ; and the ayre on't The reft do nothing. With this word ftand,ftand,
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, Accomodated by the Place ; more Charming
A very drudge of Natures, haue fubdu'de me With their owne Noblenefle, which could haue turn'd
In my profeflion r Knighthoods,and Honors borne A Diftafte, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes;
As I weare mine)are titles but of fcorne. Part fhame, part fpirit renew'd, that fome turn'd coward
If that thy Gentry (Britainej go before But by example (Oh a finne in Warre,
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes Damn'd in the firft beginners) gan to looke
Is, that we fcarfe are men, and you are Goddes. Exit. The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons

The Battaile continues, the Britaines fly ,Cymbd\ne is Vpon the Pikes o'th'Hunters. Then beganne
ta^en : Then enter to his refcue, Bellamu, Guiderius, A flop i'th'Chafer ; a Retyre : Anon
and Aruiragw. A Rowt, confufion thicke: forthwith they flye

£t;/.Stand, ftand,we haue th'aduantage of the ground, Chickens, the way which they ftopt Eagles: Slaues
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts vs, but The ftrides the Victors made : and now our Cowards
The villany of our feares. Like Fragments in hard Voyages became

GUI, Ami. Stand,ftand,land fight. The life o'th'need : hauing found the backe doore open]
Of the vnguarded hearts : heauens,how they wound,

Enter PofthumiU,and Jeconds the Britaines. They Rcfcue Some flaine before fome dying; fome their Friends
Cymbeline, and Exeunt. Ore-borne i'th'former waue, ten chac'd by one,

Then enter Lucius, lachimo, and Imogen. Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty:
Luc. Away boy from the Troopes,and laue thy felfe: Thofe that would dye, or ere refift, are grovvne

For friends kil friends, and the diforder's fuch The mortal] bugs o'th'Field.
Lor'
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Lord. This was flrange chance : Groane fo in perpetuity, then be cur'd

A narrow Lane,an old man, and two Boyes. By'th'fure Phyfitian, Death ; who is the key
Poft. Nay,do not wonder at it "' you are made T'vnbarre thefe Lockes.My Confcience,thou art fetter'd

Rather to wonder at the things you heare, More then my flianks,& wrifts:you good Gods giue me
Then to worke any. Will you Rime vpon't, The penitent Inftrument to picke that Bolt,
And vent it for a Mock'rie ? Heere is one : Then free for euer. Is't enough I am iorry ?
"Two 'Boyes,an Oldman (twice a Boy]a Lane, So Children temporall Fathers do appeafe ;
" P refer ud the 'Britaines, was the Romanes bane. Gods are more full of mercy. Muft I repent,

Lord. Nay,be not angry Sir. I cannot do it better then in Gyues,
Poft. Lacke,to what end? Defir'd, more then conftrain'd, to fatisfie

Who dares not ftand his Foe, He be his Friend : If of my Freedome 'tis the maine part, take
For if hee'l do, as he is made to doo, No ftricler render of me, then my All.
I knowhee'l quickly flye my friendship too. I know you are more clement then vilde men,
You haue put me into Rime. Who of their broken Debtors take a third,

Lord. Farewell, you're angry. Exit. A fixt, a tenth, letting them thriue againe
Pofl. Still going ? This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery On their abatement; that's not my defire.

To be i'th'Field,and aske whatnewes of me : For Imogens deere life, take mine, and though
To day, how many would haue giuen their Honours 'Tis not fo deere, yet 'tis a life ; you coyn'd it,
To haue fau'd their CarkafTes? Tooke heele to doo't, 'Tweene man,and man, they waigh not euery ftampe :
And yet dyed too. I,in mine owne woe charm'd Though light, take Peeces for the figures fake,
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groane, (You rather ) mine being yours : and fo great Powres,
Nor feele him where he ftrooke. Being an vgly Monfter, If you will take this Audit, take this life,
'Tis (Irange he hides him in frefh Cups, foft Beds, And cancell thefe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen,
Sweet words; or hath moe minifters then we lie fpeake to thee in filence.
That draw his kniues Tth'War. Well I will finde him :

For being now a Fauourer to the Britaine, Solemne Mujicl^e. Snter {as in an jipparation)Sicilian Leo-
No more a Britaine, I haue reium'd againe natus, Father to Pojthumus, an old man,atiyred HJ(e a nar-
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, riour, leading in his hand an ancient Matron ( hii wife, &
But yeeld me to the verieft Hinde, that fhall Mother to PoSihurmU ) with Mufic^e before them. Then.
Once touch my fhoulder. Great the (laughter is after other Mujic^e .follones the two young Leonati (Bro-
Heere made by'th'Romane ; great the Anfwer be thers to PoStbumui) trith wounds as they died in the warrs.
Britaines murr. take. Forme, my Ranfome's death, They circle fofthumui round Oi he lies Jleeping.
On eyther fide I come to fpend my breath ;
Which neyther heere lie keepe, nor beare agen, Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Mafter
But end it by fome meanes for Imogen. /hew thy fpight, on Mortal! Flies :

Snter two Captaines, and Soldiers. With Mars fall out with luno chide,that thy Adulteries
i Great lupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken, Rates,and Reuenges.

'Tis thought the old man,and his fonnes, were Angels. Hath my poore Boy done ought but well,i
z There was a fourth man,in a filly habit, whofe face I neuer faw :

That gaue th'Affront with them. I dy'de whil'ft in the Wombe he ftaide,
I So 'tis reported : attending Natures Law.

But none of'em can be found. Stand, who's there ? Whofe Father then (as men report,
Pofl. A Roman, thou Orphanes Father art)

Who had not now beene drooping heere,if Seconds Thou fhould'ft haue bin, and fheelded him,
Had anfwer'd him. from this earth-vexing irrurt.

2 Lay hands on him : a Dogge, <^M<itb. Lucina lent not me her ayde,
A legge of Rome Shall not returne to tell but tooke me in my Throwes,
What Crows haue peckt them here : he brags his feruice That from me was Pofthumus ript,
As if he were of note : bring him to'th'King. came crying 'mong'ft his Foes.
Enter Cymbeline, BelariiU, Guideriuf, Aruiragus, Pifanio ,and A thing of pitty.

Romans Captiues. The Captaines prejent Pojihumui to Sicil. Great Nature like his Anceftrie,
Cymbeline,who deliuers him ouer to a Gaoler* moulded the ftuffe fo faire :

That hed feru'd the praife o'th'World,
as great Sidlius heyre.

i.Bro. When once he was mature for man,
Scena Quart a. in Britaine where was hee

That could ftand vp his paralell ?
Or fruitfull obiedt bee ?

Enter Pofthumui,and Gaoler. In eye of Imogen, that beft could deeme
Gao. You fhall not now be ftolne, his dignitie.

You haue lockes vpon you : Mo. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt
So graze, as you finde Pafture. to be exil'd,and throwne

i.Gao. I,or a ftomacke. From Leonati Seate, and caft from her,
Poft. Moft welcome bondage ; for thou art a way his deereft one :

(I thinke) to liberty.- yet am I better Sweete Imogen ?
Then one that's ficke o'th'Gowt, fince he had rather Sic. Why did you fuffer lachimo,flight thing of Italy,

b b b 3 To
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394 The Tragedy ofCymbeline.
To taint his Nobler hart & braine,with needleffeieloufy, Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment
And to become the geeke and fcorne o'th'others vilany? Nobler then that it couers. Let thy effedls

zllro. For this, from ftiller Seats we came, So follow, to be moft vnlike our Courtiers,
our Parents,and vs twaine, As good, as promife.

That ftriking in our Countries caufe, Reades.
fell brauely, and were flaine,Our Fealty, & Tenantiiu right, with Honor to maintaine. WHen at a Lyons wbelpe,Jball to himfelfe unknown, with-out feeding Jinde , and bee embrac d by a peece of tender

I Bro. Like hardiment Pofthumtu hath Ayre : And when from a ftately Cedar Jball be loft branches,
to Cymbdine perform'd : which being dead many yeares,Jhall after reuiue, bee ioynted to

Then lupiter, y King of Gods, why haft y thus adiourn'd the old Stoc^e , and frejbly grow, then Jhall Pofthunnti end ha
The Graces for his Merits due, being all to dolors turn'd? miferies, Britaine be fortunate, and Jlourijh in Peace and Pkn-

Sicil. Thy Chriftall window ope j looke, tie.
looke out, no longer exercife 'Tis ftill a Dreame : or elfe fuch ftuffe as Madmen

Vpon a valiant Race,thy harfh,and potent iniuries: Tongue, and braine not : either both, or nothing,
Moth. Since(Iupiter) our Son is good, Orfenfeleffe fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch

take off his miferies. As fenfe cannot vntye. Be what it is,
Sicil. Peepe through thy Marble Manfion, helpe, The Aftion of my life is like it, which He keepe

or we poore Ghofts will cry If but for fimpathy.
To'th'fhining Synod of the reft,againft thy Deity. Enter (jraoler.

^Brothers. Helpe (lupiter) or we appeale, Gao. Come Sir, are you ready for death ?
and from thy iuftice flye. Po/l. Ouer-roafted rather : ready long ago.

lupiter descends In 'Thunder and Lightning,Jilting -vppon an Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you bee readie for
Eagle : hee throws a Thunder-bolt. The Ghoftes fall on that, you are well Cook'd.
their prices. Poft. So if I proue a good repaft to the Spectators,the

lupiter. No more you petty Spirits of Region low di/h payes the /hot.
Offend our hearing : huih. How dare you Ghoftes Gao. A heauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) is you ihall be called to no more payments, fear no more
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. Tauerne Bils, which are often the fadneffe of parting, as
Poore fhadowes of Elizium, hence, and reft the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of
Vpon your neuer-withering bankes of Flowres. meate, depart reeling with too much drinke : forrie that
Be not with mortall accidents oppreft, you haue payed too much, and forry that you are payed
No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours. too much : Purfe and Braine, both empty : the Brain the
Whom beft I loue, I croffe ; to make my guift heauier, for being too light; the Purfe too light, being
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, drawne of heauinelTe. Oh,of this contradiction you mall
Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will vplift: now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord,it fummes
His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpent : vp thoufands in a trice : you haue no true Debitor, and
Our louiall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in Creditor but it : of what's paft, is, and to come, the dif-
Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade, charge : your necke(Sis)is Pen,Booke,and Counters; fo
He /hall be Lord of Lady Imogen, the Acquittance foliowes.
And happier much by his Afnidlion made. Pojt. I am merrier to dye, then thou art to liue.
This Tablet lay vpon his Breft, wherein Gao. Indeed Sir, he that fleepes,feeles not the Tooth-
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, Ache : but a man that were to fleepe your fleepe, and a
And fo away: no farther with your dinne Hangman to helpe him to bed, I think he would change
ExprelTe Impatience, leaft you ftirre vp mine : places with his Officer : for, look you Sir, you know not
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chriftalline. AJcends which way you {ball go.

Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall breath Poft. Yes indeed do I, fellow.
Was fulphurous to fmell : the holy Eagle Gao. Your death has eyes in's head then : I haue not
Stoop'd, as to foote vs : his Afcenfion is feene him fo pidtur'd : you muft either bee directed by
More fweet then our bleft Fields : his Royall Bird fome that take vpon them to know, or to take vpon your
Prunes the immortall wing, and cloyes his Beake, felfe that which I am fure you do not know : lor lump the
As when his God is pleas'd. after-enqXiiry on your owne perill : and how you fhall

All. Thankes lupiter. fpeed in your iournies end, I thinke you'l neuer returne
Sic. The Marble Pauement clozes, he is enter'd to tell one.

His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleft Poft. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to
Let vs with care performe his great beheft. Vanijh direct them the way I am going, but fuch as winke, and

Poft. Sleepe, thou haft bin a Grandfire, and begot will not vfe them.
A Father to me : and thou heft created Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man mold
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh fcorne) haue the beft vfe of eyes, to fee the way of blindntffe : I
Gone, they went hence fo foone as they were borne: am fure hanging's the way of winking.
And fo I am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend Snter a MeJJenger.
On Greatneffe, Fauour; Dreame as I haue done, Mef. Knocke off his Manacles, bring your Prifoner to
Wake, and finde nothing. But (alas) I fwerue : the King.
Many Dreame not to finde, neither deferue, Poft. Thou bring'ft good newes, I am call'd to bee
And yet are fteep'd in Fauours ; fo am I made free.
That haue this Golden chance, and know not why : Qao. lie be hang'd then.
What Fayeries haunt this ground ? A BookPOh rare one, Poft. Thou malt be then freer then a Gaolerjno bolts

for
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f°r the dead. Abhorr'd your perfon.

Gao. VnlefTe a man would marry a Gallowes, & be- Cym. She alone knew this :
get yong Gibbets, I neuer faw one fo prone : yet on my And but fhe fpoke it dying, I would not
Confcience, there are verier Knaues defire to liue, for all Beleeue her lips in opening it. Proceed.
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of them too that dye Corn. Your daughter,whom fhe bore in hand to loue
againft their willes; fo fhould I, if I were one. I would With fuch integrity, fhe did confeffe
we were all of one minde,and one minde good : O there Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whofe life
were delblation of Gaolers and Galowfes : I fpeake a- (But that her flight preuented it) fhe had
gainft my prefent profit, but my wifh hath a preferment Tane off by poyfon.
in t. Exeunt. Cym. O moft delicate Fiend!

Who is't can reade a Woman ? Is there more ?

Corn, More Sir, and worfe. She did confefTe fhe had

Scena Quint a. 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke,
Should by the minute feede on life, and ling'ring,
By inches wafte you. In which time, fhe purposed
By watching, weeping, tendance, kifling, to

Enter Cymbellne, ^Bellarim, Guiderius , Arui- Orecome you with her fhewj and in time
ragui, Pifanio, and Lords. (When fhe had fitted you with her craft, to worke

Cym. Stand by my fide you, whom the Gods haue made Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne :
Preferuers of my Throne: woe is my heart, But fayling of her end by his ftrange abfence,
That the poore Souldier that fo richly fought, Grew fhameleffe defperate, open'd (in defpight
Whofe ragges, fham'd gilded Armes, whofe naked breft Of Heauen ,and Men) her purpofes : repented
Stepf before Targes of proofe, cannot be found : The euils fhe hatch'd, were not effected : fo
He fhall be happy that can finde him, if Difpayring, dyed.
Onr Grace can make him fo. Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ?

^Eel. I neuer faw La. We did, fo pleafe your HighnefTe.
Sjuch Noble fury in fo poore a Thing ; Cym. Mine eyes
Such precious deeds, in one that promift nought Were not in fault, for fhe was beautiful!:
But beggery, and poore lookes, Mine eares that heare her flattery, nor my heart,

Cym. No tydings of him ? That thought her like her feeming. It had beene vicious
fifa. He hath bin fearch'd among the dead,& liuing ; To haue miftrufted her : yet (Oh my Daughter)

But no trace of him. That it was folly in me, thou mayft fay,
Cym. To my greefe, I am And proue it in thy feeling. Heauen mend all.

The heyre of his Reward, which I will adde Enter Lucllti, lacbimo, and other Roman prijonerst
To you (the Liuer,Heart,and Braine of Britaine) LeonatM behind,and Imogen.
By whom (I grant) fhe liues. 'Tis now the time Thou comm'ft not Ca'nu now ror Tribute, that
To aske of whence you are. Report it. The Britaineshaue rac'd out, though with the loffe

'Bel. Sir, Of many a bold one : whofe Kinfmen haue made fuite
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : That their good foules may be appeas'd, with (laughter
Further to boaft, were neyther true, nor modeft, Of you their Captiues, which our felfe haue granted,
VnlefTe I adde, we are honeft, So thinke of your eftate.

Cym. Bow your knees : Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day
Arife my Knights o'th'Battell, I create you Was yours by accident : had it gone with vs,
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you We fhould not when the blood was cool, haue threatend
With Dignities becomming your eftates. Our Prifoners with the Sword. But fince the Gods

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. Will haue it thus, that nothing but our liues
There's bufinefie in thefe faces : why fo fadly May be call'd ranfome, let it come : Sufficeth,
Greet you our Victory ? you looke like Romaines, A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer:
And not o'th'Court of Britaine. tAugiiftus liues to thinke on't: and fo much

Corn. Hayle great King, For my peculiar care. This one thing onely
To fowre your happinefTe, I muft report I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne)
The Queene is dead. Let him be ranfom'd : Neuer Mafter had

Cym. Who worfe then a Phyfitian A Page fo kinde, fo duteous, diligent,
Would this report become? But I confider, So tender ouer his occafions, true,
By Med'cine life may be prolonged, yet death So feate, fo Nurfe-like : lethisvertue ioyne
Will feize the Doctor too. How ended me? With my requeft, which He make bold , your HighnefTe

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life, Cannot deny : he hath done no Britaine harme,
Which (being cruell to the world) concluded Though he haue feru'd a Roman. Saue him (Sir)
Moft cruell to her felfe. What fhe confeft, And fpare no blood befide.
I will report, fo pleafe you. Thefe her Women Cym. I haue furely feene him :
Can trip me,if I erre, who with wet cheekes His fauour is familiar to me : Boy,
Were prefent when fhe finifh'd. Thou haft look'd thy felfe into my grace,

Cym. Prythee fay. And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore,
Cor. Firft, fhe confeft fhe neuer lou'd you : onely To fay, liue boy : ne're thanke thy Mafter, liue ;

Affected Greatneffe got by you : not you : And aske of Cymbellne what Boone thou wilt,
Married your Royalty, was wife to your place : Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, He giue it :

Yea,
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Yea, though thou do demand a Prifoner I had rather thou fhould'ft liue, while Nature will,
The Nobleft tane. Then dye ere I heare more : ftriue man, and fpeake.

Imo. I humbly rhanke your Highnefle.l Jack. Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke
Luc. I do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, That ftrooke the houre : it was in Rome, accurft

And yet I know thou wilt. The Manfion where : 'twas at a Feaft, oh would
Imo. No, no, alacke, Our Viands had bin poyfon'd(or at leaft

There's other worke in hand : I fee a thing Thofe which I heau'd to head:) the good Po/lhumus,
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Mafter, (What fliotild I fay? he was too good to be
Muft fliuffle for it felfe. Where ill men were, and was the beft of all

Luc. The Boy difdaines me, Among'ft the rar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly,
He leaues me,fcornes me : bviefely dye their ioyes, Hearing vs praiie our Loues of Italy
That place them on the truth of Gyrles,and Boyes.J For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd boaft
Why Hands he fo perplext ? Of him that beft could fpeake : for Feature, laming

Cym. What would'ft thou Boy ? The Shrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight Minerua,
I lone thee more,and more : thinke more and more Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition,
What's beft to aske. Know'ft him thou look'ft onffpeak A /hop of all the qualities, that man
Wilt haue him liue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? Loues woman for, be/ides that hooke of Wiuing,

Imo. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, Fairenefie, which ftrikes the eye.
Then I to your Highneffe, who being born your vaffaile Cym. I ftand on fire. Come to the matter.
Am fomething neerer. lach. All too foone I ftuli,

Cym, Wherefore ey'ft him fo ? VnlelTe thou would'ft greeue quickly. This Poftbutmx,
Imo. He tell you (Sir)in priuate,if you pleafe Moft like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one

To giue me hearing. That had a Royall Louer, tooke his hint,
Cym. I, with all my heart, And (not difpraifing whom we prais'd, therein

And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ? He was as calme as vertue) he began
Imo. Fidele Sir. His Miftris pidture, which, by his tongue, being made,
Cym. Thou'rt my good youth : my Page And then a minde put in't, either our bragges

He be thy Mafter ". walke with me : fpeake freely. Were crak'd of Kitchen-Trulles,or his defcription
Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu'd from death ? Frou'd vs vnfpeaking fottes.
Arul. One Sand another Cym. Nay,nay, to'th'purpofe.

Not more refembles that fweet Rofie Lad : lach. Your daughters Chaftity, (there it beginnes)
Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ? He fpake of her, as ̂ Dian had hot dreames,

GUI. The fame dead thing aliue. And /he alone, were cold : Whereat, I wretch
.Bf/.Peace,peace,fee further ; he eyes vs not, forbears Made fcruple of his praife, and wager'd with him

Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am fure Peeces of Gold,'gainft this, which then he wore
He would haue fpoke to vs. Vpon his honour'd finger) to attaine

Gui. But we fee him dead. In fuite the place of's bed, and winne this Ring
'Bel. Be filent: let's fee further. By hers, and mine Adultery : he (trueKnight)
Pifa. It is my Miftris : No lefTer of her Honour confident

Since fhe is liuing, let the time run on, Then I did truly finde her, ftakes this Ring,
To good, or bad. And would fo, had it beene a Carbuncle

Cym. Come, ftand thou by our fide, Of Phosbus Wheele ; and might fo fafely, had it
Make thy demand alowd. Sir, ftep you forth, Bin all the worth of's Carre. Away to Britaine
Giue anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, Pofte I in this defigne : Well may you (Sir)
Or by our Greatneffe, and the grace of it Remember me at Court, where I was taught
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture /hall Of your chafte Daughter, the wide difference
Winnow the truth from falfliood. One Ipeake to him. 'Twixt Amorous,and Villanous. Being thus quench'd

Imo. My boone is, that this Gentleman may render Of hope,not longing j mine Italian braine,
Of whom he had this Ring. Gan in your duller Britaine operare

Poft. What's that to him ? Moft vildely : for my vantage excellent.
Cym. That Diamond vpbn your Finger, fay And to be breefe, my pradlife fo preuayl'd

How came it yours / That I return'd with fimular proofe enough,
lack. Thou'lt torture me to leaue vnfpoken, that To make the Noble Leonatut mad,

Which to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee. By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne,
Cym. How? me ? With Tokens thus, and thus : auerring notes
lack. I am glad to be conftrain'd to vtter that Of Chamber-hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet

Which torments me to conceale. By Villany (Oh cunning how I got) nay fome markes
I got this Ring : 'twas Leonalus lewell, Of fecret on her perfon,that he could not
Whom thou did'ft banifh : and which more may greeue But thinke her bond of Chaftity quite crack'd,
As it doth me : a Nobler Sir, ne're liu'd (thee, I hauing 'tane the forfeyt. Whereupon,
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou heare more my Lord? Me thinkes I fee him now.

Cym. All that belongs to this. Poft. I fo thou do'ft,
lack. That Paragon, thy daughter, Italian Fiend. Aye me, moft credulous Foole,

For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits Egregious murtherer, Theefe,any thing
Quaile to remember. Giue me leaue, I faint. That's due to all the Villaines paft,in being

Cym. My Daughter? what of hir?Renew thy ftrength To come. Oh giue me Cord,or knife,or poyfon,
Some
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S°me vpright lufticer. Thou King,fend out You had a motiue for't.
For Torturers ingenious : it is I Cym. My teares that fall
That all th'abhorred things o'th'earth amend Proue holy-water on thee ; Imogen,
By being worfe then they. I am Poftbumiu, Thy Mothers dead.
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lye, Imo. I am forry for't, my Lord.
That caus'd a letter villaine then my felfe, Cym- Oh, fhe was naught ; and long of her it was
A facrilegious Theefe to doo't. The Temple That we meet heere fo ftrangely : but her Sonne
Of Vertue was fhe ; yea,and fhe her felfe. Is gone, we know not how, nor where.
Spit, and throw ftones, caft myre vpon me, fet Pifa. My Lord,
The dogges o'th'ftreet to bay me : euery villaine Now feare is from me, He fpeake troth. Lord Ckttn
Be call'd Poftbumtts Leonatiu, and Vpon my Ladies miffing, came to me
Be villany lefie then 'twas. Oh Imogen \ With his Sword drawne,foam'd at the mouth, and fwore
My Queene, my life, my wife : oh Imogen, If I difcouer'd not which way fhe was gone,
Imogen, Imogen, It was my inftant death. By accident,

Imo. Peace my Lord, heare, heare. I had a feigned Letter of my Mafters
Poft. Shatl's haue a play of this? Then in my pocket, which diredled him

Thou fcornfull Page, there lye thy part. To feeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford,
Pif. Oh Gentlemen, helpe, Where in a frenzie, in my Mafters Garments

Mine and your Miftris : Oh my Lord Poftbumut, ( Which he inforc'd from me) away he poftes
You ne're kill'd Imogen till now : helpe, helpe, With vnchafte purpofe, and with oath to violate
Mine honour'd Lady. My Ladies honor, what became of him,

Cym. Does the world go round ? I further know not.
f.jftb. How comes thefe ftaggers on mee ? Gui. Let me end the Story : I flew him there.
Pija. Wake my Miftris. Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend.
Cym. If this be fo, the Gods do meane to ftrike me I would not thy good deeds, fhould from my lips

To death,with mortall ioy. Plucke a hard fentence : Prythee valiant youth
Pifa. How fares my Miftris ? Deny't againe.
Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, GUI. 1 hiue fpoke it,and I did it.

Thou gau'ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence, Cym. He was a Prince.
Breath not where Princes are. GUI. A mod inciuill one. The wrongs he did mee

Cym. The tune of Imogen. Were nothing Prince-like ; for he did prouoke me
Pifa.Lady, the Gods throw ftones of fulpher on me, if With Language that would make me fpurne the Sea,

That box I gaue you, was not thought by mee If it could fo roare to me. I cut off's head,
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. And am right glad he is not ftanding heere

Cym. New matter ftill. To tell this tale of mine.
Imo. It poyfon'd me. Cym. I am forrow for thee :
Corn. Oh Gods! By thine owne tongue thou art condemn'd, and muft

I left out one thing which the Queene confeft, Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead.
Which muft approue thee honeft. If Pafanio Imo. That headlefTe man I thought had bin my Lord
Haue (faid fhe) giuen his Miftris that Confeftion Cym. Binde the Offender,
Which I gaue him for Cordiall, fhe is feru'd, And take him from our prefence.
As I would ferue a Rat. 'Bel. Stay, Sir King.

Cym. What's this, CorneliiU ? This man is better then the man he flew,
Corn. The Qu_eene (Sir)very oft importun'd me As well defcended as thy felfe, and hath

To temper poyfons for her, ftill pretending More of thee merited, then a Band of Clotens
The fatisfaclion of her knowledge, onely Had euer fcarre for. Let his Armes alone,
In killing Creatures vilde,asCats and Dogges They were not borne for bondage.
Of no efteeme. I dreading, that her purpofe Cym. Why old Soldier :
Was of more danger, did compound for her Wilt thou vndoo the worth thou art vnpayd for
A certaine ftuffe, which being tane, would ceafe By tafting of our wrath? How of defcent
The prefentpowre of life, but in fhort time, As good as we ?
All Offices of Nature, fhould againe Arui. In that he fpake too farre.
Do their due Functions. Haue you tane of it ? Cym. And thou fhalt dye for't.

Imo. Moft like J did,for I was dead. 'Bel. We will dye all three,
'Bel. My Boyes, there was our error. But I will proue that two one's are as good
GUI. This is fure Fidele. As I haue giuen out him. MySonnes, 1 muft
Imo.Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you ? For mine owne part, vnfold a dangerous fpeech,

Thinke that you are vpon a Rocke, and now Though haply well for you.
Throw me againe. Aru'i. Your danger's ours.

Pojl. Hang there like fruite, my foule, Guid. And our good his.
Till the Tree dye. Bel. Haue at it then, by leaue

Cym. How now, my Flefh? my Childe? Thou hadd'ft (great King)a Subied, who
What, mak'ft thou me a dullard in this Aft? Was call'd BelariM.
Wilt thou not fpeake to me ? Cym. What of him? He is a banifh'd Traitor.

Imo. Your blefljng. Sir. 'Bel. He it is, that hath
'Bel. Though you did loue this youth, I blame ye not, AfTum'd this age : indeed a banifh'd man,

887
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I know not how,a Traitor. But I am trueft fpeaker. You call'd me Brother

Cym. Take him hence, When I was but your Sifter : I you Brothers,
The whole world lhall not faue him. When we were fo indeed.

Bel. Not too hot; Cym. Did you ere meete?
Firft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes, Arui. I my good Lord.
And let it be confifcate all, fo ibone Gut. And at firft meeting lou'd,
As I haue receyu'd it. Continew'd fo, vntill we thought he dyed.

Cym. Nurfing of" my Sonnes ? Corn. By the Queenes Dramme ihe fwallow'd.
Bel. I am too blunt,and fawcy : heere's my knee : Cym. O rare inltinft !

Ere I arife, I will preferre my Sonnes, When fliall I heare all through? This fierce abridgment,
Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, Hath to it Circumftantiall branches, which
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, DiftincYion fhould be rich in. Where? how liu'd you ?
And thinke they are my Sonnes, are none of mine, And when came you to feme our Romane Captiue ?
They are the ylTue of your Loynes, my Liege, How parted with your Brother ? How firft met them ?
And blood of your begetting. Why fled you from the Court ? And whether thefe ?

Cym. How? my Iffue. And your three motiues to the Battaile ? with
'"Bel. So fure as you, your Fathers : I (old Morgan} I know not how much more fliould be demanded,

Am that 'Belarius, whom you fometime baniih'd : And all the other by-dependances
Your pleafure was my neere offence, my punifliment From chance to chance ? But nor the Time, nor Place
It felfe, and all my Treafon that I fuffer'd, Will ferue our long Interrogatories. See,
Was all the harme I did. Thefe gentle Princes PoftbumM Anchors vpon Imogen 5
(For fuch,and fo they are) thefe twenty yeares And fhe (like harmleffe Lightning) throwes her eye
Haue I train'd vp ; thofe Arts they haue, as I On him : her Brothers, Me : her Mafter hitting
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) Each obieft with a loy : the Counter-change
As your HighnefTe knowes: Their Nurfe Euripbile Is feuerally in all. Let's quit this ground,
(Whom for the Thefe I wedded) ftole thefe Children And fmoake the Temple with our Sacrifices.
Vpon my Banifhment: I moou'd her too't, Thou art my Brother, fo wee'l hold thee euer.
Hauing receyu'd the punifhment before Imo. You are my Father too, and did releeue me :
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyaltie, To fee this gracious feafon.
Excited me to Treafon. Their deere loffe, Cym. All ore-ioy'd
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it fhap'd Saue thefe in bonds, let them be ioyfull too,
Vnto my end of ftealing them. But gracious Sir, For they fliall tafte our Comfort.
Heere are your Sonnes againe,and I muft loofe Imo. My good Mafter, I will yet do you feruice.
Two of the fweet'ft Companions in the World. Luc. Happy be you.
The benediction of thefe couering Heauens Cym. The forlorne Souldier,that no Nobly fought
Fall on their heads liks dew, for they are worthie He would haue well becom'd this place, and grac'd
To in-lay Heauen with Starres. The thankings of a King.

Cym. Thou weep'ft, and fpeak'ft : Pojl. I am Sir
The Seruice that you three haue done,is more The Souldier that did company thefe three
Vnlike, then this thou tell'ft. I loft my Children, In poore befeeming : 'twas a fitment for
If thefe be they, I know not how to wilh, The purpofe I then follow'd. That I was he,
A payre of worthier Sonnes, Speake lacblmo, I had you downe,and might

Bel. Be pleas'd awhile ; Haue made you finifli.
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore, lach. 1 am downe againe :
Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guideriuf : But now my heauie Confcience finkes my knee,
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, AruiragM. As then your force did. Take that life, befeech you
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt Which I fo often owe : but your Ring firft,
In a moft curious Mantle, wrought by th'hand And heere the Bracelet of the trueft Princeffe
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation That euer fwore her Faith.
I can with eafe produce. Poft. Kneele not to me :

Cym. Guideriiu had The powre that I haue on you,is to fpare you :
Vpon his necke a Mole,a fanguine Starre, The malice towards you, to forgiue you. Liue
It was a marke of wonder. And deale with others better.

"Bel. This is he, Cym. Nobly doom'd :
Who hath vpon him ftill that naturall ftampe : Wee'l learne our Freeneffe of a Sonne-in-Law :
It was wife Natures end, in the donation Pardon's the word to all.
To be his euidence now. Arm. You holpe vs Sir,

Cym. Oh, what am I As you did meane indeed to be our Brother,
A Mother to the byrth of three ? Nere Mother loy'd are we,that you are.
Reioyc'd deliuerance more : Bleft,pray you be, Pojl. Your Seruant Princes.Good my Lord of Rome
That after this ftrange Starting from your Orbes, Call forth your Sooth-fayer : As I flept, me thought
You may reigne in them now : Oh Imogen, Great lupiter vpon his Eagle back'd
Thou haft loft by this a Kingdome. Appear'd to me, with other fprightly fliewes

Imo. No, my Lord : Of mine owne Kindred. When I wak'd, 1 found
I haue got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, This Labell on my bofome ; whofe containing
Haue we thus met? Oh neuer fay heereafter Is fo from fenfe in hardneffe, that I can

Mak
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Make no Collection of it. Let him fliew Promifes Britaine, Peace and Plenty.
His skill in the conftruclion. Cym. Well,

Luc. Philarmomis. My Peace we will begin : And Caitu Lucitu,
Sooth. Heere,my good Lord. Although the Victor, we fubmit to Ctffor,
Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. And to the Romane Empire ; promising

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which
Reades. We were difTwaded by our wicked Queene,

WHen as a Lyons "nbelfe,jball to himjclfe "vntytoin>n)witl)- Whom heauens in luftice both on her, and hers,out feeding finde, and bee embraced by a pcece of tender Haue laid moft heauy hand.
Ayre : And when from a ftately Cedar jball be loft branches, Sooth. The ringers of the Powres aboue, do tune
which being dead many yeares, /ball after reuiue, bee ioynted to The harmony of this Peace : the Vifion
the old Stocl^e, and frejbly grow, then Jball Po/ihumui end bis Which I made knowne to Luciiu ere the ftroke
miferieSf Britalne be fortunate, andjjourijh in Peace and Plen- Of yet this fcarfe-cold-Battaile, at this infbnt
tie. Is full accomplifh'd. For the Romaine Eagle
Thou Leonattu art the Lyons Whelpe, From South to Weft, on wing foaring aloft
The fit and apt Conftruclion of thy name Leffen'd her felfe, and in the Beames o'th'Sun
Being Leonatus, doth import fo much: So vanifti'd ; which fore-fhew'd our Princely Eagle
The peece of tender Ayre, thy vertuous Daughter, Th'Imperiall CaJ'ar, fhould againe vnite
Which we call Mollis Aer^ and <&foHis Aer His Fauour, with the Radiant Cymbeline,
We terme it Mutter; which Muliir I diuine Which /nines heere in the Welt.
Is this moft conftant Wife, who euen now Cym. Laud we the Gods,
Anfwering the Letter of the Oracle, And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Noftrils
Vnknowne to you vnlought, were dipt about From our bleft Altars. Publilh we this Peace
With this moft tender Aire. To all our Subiecls. Set we forward : Let

Cym. This hath lome feeming. A Roman, and a Britti/h Enfigne waue
Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royall Cytnbeline Friendly together : fo through Luds-Taiv^e march,

Peribnates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point And in the Temple of great lupiter
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by 'Belarim ftolne Our Peace wee'l ratifie : Seale it with Feafts.
For many yeares thought dead, are nowreuiu'd Set on there : Neuer was a Warre did ceafe
To the Maiellicke Cedar ioyn'dj whofe JfTue (Ere bloodie hands were wa/h'd^with fuch a Peace.

Exeunt.

FINIS.

'"Printed at the (Charges ofW. Jaggard, Ed. B/ounf, I. Stnithweel{e,
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VENUS AND ADONIS . . . 1593

LUCRECE . . . 1594

PASSIONATE PILGRIM . 1599

SONNETS . " 1609



NOW READT,

In one convenient fmall quarto volume, cloth, gilt edges, price 2/. 2s.

A REPRODUCTION, BY PHOTOGRAPHY,
OF THE CELEBRATED

Shakefpeare Gallery,
(Boydell's celebrated " Shakefpeare Gallery," publijhed in 1804-5 at Sixty Guineas),

CONSISTING OF NINETY-EIGHT PHOTOGRAPHS,
FROM

Pictures by the moil eminent Englim Hiftorical Painters,
AND TEXT DESCRIPTIVE OF EACH SCENE.

"In carting one's eye over the lift of names of the painters, whofe illuftrations to Shakefpeare form the contents of the
volume, it will be found to embrace thofe of almoft all the great artifts of the Engli/h fchool of the date of its original pro-
dudlion. So, too, the lift of engravers. The fculptors employed were Mr. Thos. Banks, R.A., and the Hon. Ann Seymour
Damer. The merit of the collection confifts in the great variety of ftyle in which theie imperi/hable dramas are illuftrated
by pidorial art; for it has never yet been the good fortune of any one painter to furnifh a feries of illuftrations for all the
plays in any way fatisfa£lory. The letterprefs confifts of a defcription of the fcene, and an extract of the pafiage which
forms the fubjedt of each individual illuftration ; the names of the painters and engravers are added. The photographs are
cleverly executed, and the volume is elegantly got up. Altogether 'The Shakefpeare Gallery' is juft the book for the
drawing-room table, now the poet and his works are engaging everybody's attention - pleafant to turn over, and fure to
furnifh interefting fubjedfo for converfation."-Reader, April 23, 1864..

LATELY PUBLISHED,

A SMALLER GIFT-BOOK OR MEMORIAL OF THE TERCENTENARY CELEBRATION.

A quaint but handfome little Volume, fquare I2mo. in binding of an Elizabethan pattern, price 5^.
CONTAINING

NINE PHOTOGRAPHIC ILLUSTRATIONS,
With various Ornamentation on each Page,

The Seven Ages of Man.
DESCRIBED BY

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

DEPICTED BY

ROBERT SMIRKE.

" At once, too, we may commend as we defcribe, a charming little gift-book, iffued by Mr. Booth, of fmall photo-
graphs, that exquifitely reproduce Smirke's illuftrations to 'The Seven Ages of Man,' Shakefpeare's lines facing each
illuftration 5 photographs of Shakefpeare, from the Stratford monument and from Droe/hout's engraving, are prefixed to this
little book, which, in its elegant white and gold, or crimfon and gold cover, is a fit ornament for any table." The Examiner
Jan. 2> 1864.

LONDON:

L. BOOTH, 307 REGENT STREET, W., AND S. AYLING, 493 OXFORD STREET, W.C.
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