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Heir eegynis the Proclamatioun of

THE PLAY, MAID BE DaUID LyNSAY

OF THE Month Knight, in the

PLAYFEILD, IN THE MONETH OF

THE YEIR. OF GoD 155 YEIRIS.

PROLOGUE.
NuNTius;

Tcht famous pepill, ye fall undirfland

How that ane Prince, richt vvyifs and vigilent.

Is fchortly for to cum into this land;

And purpoflls to hald ane Parliament

(His thre ElTaitis thairtohes done confent)

In Covjpar toun, into thair bed array

With fupport of the Lord Omnipotent,

And thairto hes afnxt ane certane day.

With help of HIM, that rowlis all abone,

That day fall be within ane litill fpace.

Our purp jfe is on the sevint day of June,

Gif weddir ferve, and we haif reft and pece,

We fall be fene intill owr playing place.

In gude array, abowt the hour of Sevin,

Off thriftinefs that day I pray yow ceifs,

Bot ordane us ^ude drink agains auevin.

Faill nocht to be upon the Caftell hilly

Befyd the place quhair we purpoifs to play ;

With gude ftark vvyne you: flacconis fee ye fill.

And hald yourfelf the myrreaft that ye may.

B 3
Be



6 THEAULDMAN
Be not difpleifit, quhat evir we fing or fay;

Amang fad mater howbeid we fumtyme relyie.

We fall begin at sevin hourisof the day .•

So ye keip tryift, forfuth we fall nocht felyic

SCENE I.

Cotter, Nuntius.

Cotter,

I fall be thair, with Goddis Grace,

Thochr fhair ware nevir {o giit ane prefej

And foremelt in the fair.

And dnnk ane quarr in Cotfar toun,

With my Goffep Johne Willamsoun,
Thoch' all the i.olt fowld rair.

I hait <ine qui- k Divill to my Wyfe,

Thar hald's me evir in fturt and ftryfe:

T^'at wiino, and fche will

Thar I iva;d cum to this gud toun,

Sche wa d i ;ill me fals ladrone loun,

And dir
., m in theduft.

We men thai hes fic wickit wyvis

Ir grit langour ue Icidour lyvis,

A^y die^fiind in di'eifs.

Ye PIClAi^ hes gret prerogatyvis,

That may depai:t ay fra your wyvis.

And cheifs vha Tie that ye pleifs !

WiM G .d I had that liberty,

That I might pairt, as weill as ye,

Without



ANDHISWIFE. ^

Without the couftly law !

Nor I be ftickit with a knyfe.

For to wad ony uder vvyfe

That day fawld nevir daw.

NuNTIUS.

War thy wyic deid I fee tbow wald be fane.

Cotter.

Ye, that I wald, fwelt Sir, be San£l Flllane.

NUNTIUS.

Wald thow nocht mary fre hand ane uder vvyfe i

Cotter.

Na, than the dum Divill ftik me with ane knyfe!

Quha evir did mary agane, the feind mot fang thame

Bot, as the Preiftis dois, ay flryk in amang thame.

NUNTIUS.

Than thow mon keip thy cheftety, as efFeiris«

' Cotter,

I fall leif cheft as Abbottis, Monkis, and Freirls.

Mailler, quhairto fowld I myfelf mifkary,

Quhan I, as Preiftis, may fwyve, a«d nevir mary ?

[Exit ^untius*

B 4 SCENE



a THEAULDMAl^
SCENE II

Cotter, Wife.

Wife.

Quhair hes thovv bene, fals ladrone ]ou n B

Doyttand, and drinkand, in the toun ?

Quha gaif the leif to cum fra hame ?

Cotter.

Ye gaif me leif, fair lucky Dame.

Wyfe.

Quhy hes thow taryit heir fa !ang I

Cotter.

I might not thrift ow throw the thrang^

Till that yone raon the play preclamit.

Wife.

Trowis thow that day, fals Cairle defamit I

To gang to Conjipar to fee the play ?

Cotter.

Ye ; that I will, Deme, gif I may.

Wife.

Na, I fall cum thalrto fickerly

;

And thow fait byd at hame, and keip the ky,

Cotter,



ANDHISWIFE. <>

Cotter.

Fair lucky Dame, that war grit fchame,

Glf I that day fowld byid at hame.

Byid ye at hame ; for cum ye heir.

Ye will mak all the touii alleir.

Qahen ye ar fow cf barmy urink,

Bcfyd yow nane may Hand for ftiak,

Thairfoir byid ye at hame that day,

^fhat I may cum and fee the play.

Wife.

Fals Catrle, be God that fall thow nochf,

And all thy crackis fall be deir coft.

Swyth Cairle fpeid the hame fpeidaly

Incontinent; and milk the ky.

And muk the Eyre, erl cum hame.

Cot rER.

All fall be done, fair kicky Dame.

I am fa dry, Dame, or I gaa,

I mon ga drink ane penny, or twae.

Wyfe.

The Divill a drew fall cum in ihy throte,

Speid hame, or I fall paik thy cote.

And to begin, fals Cairle, tak ihair ane plats.

Cotter.

The feind reffaif thehandis that gaif me that !-

I befeik yow for Godriis faik, luckly Dame,

Ding me na mair this day til! I cum hame j

Than fall I put me evin into your wil\

Wyfe,



lo THEAULDMAN
WyPE.

Or evir I ft) nt, thow fall half ftraikis thy fill.

[//f/V Jail the IVyJe ding the Carle^ and heJail cry Goddis

mercy.

Cotter.

Now wander and wa be to thame all thair 1} vis,

The quhilk ar maryit with fic unhappy wyvis

!

V/YFE.

I kea foure wyvis, fals ladrone loun,

Baldar nor I, dwelland in Coivpar toiin.

Cotter.

Gif thay be war, ga thoiv and they togidder,

I pray God nor the feind reffaif the iidder.

SCENE III.

Fynlaw. TheFuLE,

Fynlaw ofthe Fute land.

Now mary heir is ane fellone rowt

!

Speik, Schyr, quhat gait may I get owt ?

1 rew that I come heir.

My name, Schyr, wald ye undirftand,

Thyy call me Findlaw of the Fute band:

A nobill man of weir.

Thair is na fyifty in this land

But I dar ding thame hand for hand;

Se tit ane brand 1 beir.

5

[^Exeunt,

Noch
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Nocht lang fenfyne, befyd ane fyik,

Upoun the fonny fyd of ane dyk,

I flew with my richt hand

Ane thowfand, ye and ane thowfand to.

My fingaris yit ar bledy lo !

And nane durft me ganeftand.

"Wit ye it dois me mekill il),

That can nocht get fechting my fill,

Noudir in peace, nor weir.

Will ne man, for thair ladyis fakis,

Wirh me ftryk twenty markit ftratkis.

With haibart, fuord, orfpeir?

Qu'ien I'-gliJmsTi come into this land,

Had I bene thair with my bricht brand,

Withovvttyn ony help,

Bot myne allane, on Pynly Craifgis,

I fowld haif revin thame all in ragwis.

And laid on fkclpfor fkelp.

Sen nane will fechi, I think it beft.

To ly doun heir and tak me rtfl:

:

Thin wi.l I think nane iih

I pray the Great God of his Grace

To icnd us weir, anH nevir peace,

That 1 may fechc my fiil.

[Heir /ail he ly doHtt.

The Fule.

My Lord, be him that ware the Crov/n cf thorne,

A raair Cowart was ncvir fen God was borne.

He
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^[T HE A U L D MAN
He lovis himfclf, and othir iren he lakkis,

I ken him Weill for al! his boilis and Crakks.

Howbcid he now be lyk ane Captane cled,

At Pynfy Cle-vcb he was the iirft that fled.

I tak on hand, or I fteir of this fteid,

This crakkand Carle to fle with ane fcheipheid.

SCENE IV.

The AuLD Man, Bessy his wife, Courteour,

]\1erchant, Clerk, Fuil, Fynlaw.

[ Heir fall the AuUl Man cum in Icidand his Wyfc in ane

dance*

AuLD Man.

BefTy, my hairt, I mon ly doiin and fleip,

And in myne armc fee quyetly throw keip,

Bessy.

My gud hufuand *****
I pray God fend yow grit honor and eifs,

lllcirfa.l y^f * * * * *

* * * * * * * *

fleip , andfche fallJit befyd him 1,

+ Some pafTages in thcfe interhides vye with the Lyfiftrata of

Afiftophanes in obfcenity, and we have been obliged to caftir.te

pavid Lindfajr.

The
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The Courteour,

Ltifly Lady, I pray yow hairtfully,

Gif me licence to beir yow cumpany*

Ve fie I am ane cumly courteour,

Quhilk nevir yit did woman difhonour.

Marchand.

My fair Maiftres, fweitar than the lamtrer,

Gif me licence to luge into your chan>raer.

I am the ricbeft Marchand in this toun :

Ye fall of filk haif kirtill, hude, and goun.

Clerk.

I yow befeik, my lufty lady bricht.

To gif me leif to ly with yow all niuht.

And of your gouwan lat me fchut the lokkis,

And of fyne gold ye fall reifaif ane box.

FULE.

Fair Dameflell, how pleifs ye me ?

I haif na mair geir nor ye fie.

Swa lang as this may fteir, or ftand.

It fall be ay at your command.

Na it is the beil yat ever ye faw.

Bessy-

Now welcome to me aboif thame aw.

7 Ws»
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Was nevir wyie fa flraitly rokkit.******

FuLE.

Thinkis he nocht fchame ; that Brybor

*****74;*5ipr

Bessy,

Bot fe gif ye can male remeid,

To fleill the key f'ra under his held.

FuLE

That fall I do, u'ithowftin dowt,

Lat fe gif I can get it ovvte,

Lo heir the key ! do quhat ye will.

Bessy.

Na than lat us ga play our fill.

\_Heir/aU they go tofum quia place,

SCENE V.

FvNLAW, Clerk.

Fynlaw of the Futehand.

Will nane with me in France go to the weirl?,

Qi,ihair I am Captane of ane hundreth fpeiiis ?

I am fa hardy, ilurdy, (Irang, and flour,

That owt of hell the Divill I dar ding owt.

Clerk.
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Clerk.

Gif tliow be gude, or evill, I cannot tell,

Thay ar not fonfy that (o dois rufe thame fell.

At Pyncky Cleijochy I knew richt woandir weill,

Thovv gat na Creddence for to belr a Creill.

Sen fic as thovv began to bravvU and boift,

The Commoun weill ot Scotland hes bene loifl:.

Thow cry is for weir, bot I think peice war beft.

I pray to God till fend us piece and reu,

On that condition, that thow, and all thy Fallowls,

War be the Craiggis heich hangit on the Gallovvis.

Quha of this weir hes bene the foundament,

I pray to the grit God omnipotent,

That all the warld, and mae, mot on thame wounder,

Or ding thame deid with awiuU fyre of thunder.

Fynlaw.

Domine Doflor, quhair will ye prei^h to morne ?

We will haif weir and all the vv'arld had fworne.

Want we weir heir, I wil! ga pafs in France^

Quhair I will get ane Lordly governance.

Clerk.

Sa quhat ye will, I thihk fewre peice is bell,

Quha wald haif weir God fend thame little rellj

Adev/ Crakkar, I will na langer tary;

I treft to fee the in ane firy fary.

I treft to God to fee the, and thy Fallowis,

Within few days hingand in Coivpar Gallowls.

\Ex'it.

Fynlaw,
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Fyndlaw.

Now art thow gahe, the duni Divlll be thy Gyd !

Yone Bryhour was fa flcit, he tlurft not byid.

Be vvr'undis and paflionis had he fpokkm mare anc wordj

I fovvld haifhacktt his held ;tf with my fword.

[Exii.

SCENE VI.

AuLD Man, Bessy, Fuil.

[Heirfall the Qudman v.alkin, dnd cryfor Bfj0<,

My bony Beffr, quhair art thow now ?

JMy wyte is taliiii en Ueip I trow
;

Quhair art thow, BeiTy, my awin fi^eit things

My hony, my hairt, my dayis darlincr?

Is thair tla man that law my Befs,

I trow fche be gare to the mefs.

EeiTy, my hairr, heiris thou not me?
My joy rry pe'ip ! quhair evir thovv be.

Allacs for evir now am I fey,

Sche may call me in infeane lok

* * * «it * *

Bessy.

Quhai nowj Gudman? quhat wald ye haifF?

AULD Ma.v.

No thing, my hairt, bot yow I craif.

Ye haif beije doand fum bufy wark.

Biijsr.
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Besst.

My hairt evin fewand yow ane ilirk,

Of Holland claith, baith quhyt and tewch.

Lat pruve gif it be uyid anevvch.

{Heirfallfcbt put the Sark over his held \ and the fuU
falljleill in the key agane.

AULDMAN.

It Is richt verry weill, my hairt,

me, Lady, lat us nevir depairt.

Ye ar the fareft of all the flok,

Quhair is the key, Bess, of my lok ?

Bessy.

Ye reve, Gudman, be Goddis breid,

1 faw yow lay it undir your held.

AuLDMANT.

Be my gude faith, Bess, that is trew,

That I fufpedlit yow fair I rew.

I trew thair be na man in Fyff'^^

That evir had fa gude an:; vvyfe.

My awin fwcit hairt I had it beft.

That we fit down, and tak us reft.

SCENE VII.

Fynlaw, Fuil,

Fynlaw.

Now is nocht this ane grit difpyte,

That nane with me will fecht, or flyte ?

C War
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War GoLiAS into this fteid,

I dowt nocht to flryk oft" his hcid.

This is the fvvord that flew Gray Steill,

Nocht half a myle beyond Kynneill.

I wa- that nobiil Campioun,

That ilew Schyr Bewas of Sowth-hamtoun.

Hector of Trty^ Gawyne, or Golias,

Had nevir half fa mekill hardinefs.

[Heir fall the FuiLL cum in with oneftheip heid on eMS

Jia§ , rt«<ji'" FY N L Aw fall befiat.

Now, now, bi aid Benedicite \

Quhat ficht is yone, Schyrs, that I fee.

In nomine Patris et I'liuy

I tiow yone be the fpreit of Gy.

Na, faith it is the fpreit of Marling,

Or fiim fche gaift or gyrgarling.

AUace for evir ! how fall I gyd me ?

God fen I had ane hoill till hyd me

!

But dow't my deid yone man hes fwornCj

I trow yone be grit Gow mak. jMorne,

He craippis, he glowris, hovvt welloway

Tak all my geir, and lat me gay !

Quhat fay ye, Sir, wald yehaif my fvverd?

Ye mary fall ye, at the firfl word.

My gluvis of plaite, and knafplkavv to;

Yowr prefibnar I yeild me, lo.

Tak thair my purfs, my belt, and knyfe

For Goddis faikc, mailkr, fave my lyfe.

Na now he cumis for to fla me

;

For Gods faik Sirs now keip him fre me

I' fee
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I fee nocht elHs bot tak and flae,

Now mak mi rowme and lat me gae.

NuNTIUS.

As for this day I half na mair to fay yow:

On Witfone tyfday cum fee ou- play . prey yow«

That famyne day is the sevint day of June,
Thairfoir get up richt airly and difsjuine.

And ye Ladyis, that hes na fkant of ledder.

Or ye curu thair faill nocht to teme yowr bledden

I dreid, or we haif half done with our wark.

That fura of yow fall mak ane richt wait farka

2NTER<





INTERLUDE IL

HuMANiTiE and Sensualitie,

C$



Persons.

King HuMANiTiE, or Human Nature,

NuNTius or the Meflenger.

Wantones -

Placebo llMale.

SOLLACE J

Lady Sensuahtie.

Hatmlines %

Danger I Female.

Frind Jon at J

GuDE Govnsal.

In Aa II. or rather a little Interlude.

Chastitie,

SOWTAR.

Tailour,

Their Wives.

Jenny the Tailour's dochtera

Diligence*
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HEIR brgynnis Schjr David Lindfay's play ; maid in.

//6^ Grenelyd ^^^ Edinburgh : quhilk I 'tvrittin hot

fchortly he Interludii^ levand the grave mater tharof,

hecaivs the famyne ahufe is nveill reformit in Scotland,

prayfd he God. ^hartbronu I omittit that principal

mu'er, and vjrittin onlf,feriane merry Interludis thareoJ\

verry pie/and^ hegynniu^ at thefirft part ofthe play,

PROLOGUE,
NUNTIUS.

The Fader, foundar of faith, and fellcltie,

That your falTone formic to his fimilitude,

And his Soke your Saviour, fcheiid in neceffitie,

That bocht yow frome bailis, ranfonit on the rude,

Replegeing his priffonaris with his pretious blude ;

The Haly Gaist, governour and grandar of Grace,

Of wyfdome and weilfaire baith fountane and flude ;

Save yow all that I fe feifit in this place

!

And fcheiid yow from fyn

;

And with his fpreit yow enfpyre,

Till I haif fchawin my defyre.

Sylence Soverains, I requyre,

For now I begyn.

[paufa,

Pepill tak tent to me, and hald yow coy.

Heir am I fent to yow, ane melTengeir

From ane nobiil and richt redowttit Roy,

Ihe quhilk hes bene abfent this mony ane yeir.

C 4 HUMA-
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Hum AN I TIE gif ye his name wald fpeir :

Quha bad me fchaw to yow, but variance,

That he intendls amang yow to compeir,

With ane triumphant awfull ordinance;

With crown, and fvvord, and fceptour. In his hand,

Temperit with mercy, quhen penitence appeiris,

Hoivbeid that he hes bene brocht upoun thair beirls.

Thocht yung Oppreflburis, at the gleeris leiris,

Be now ueill four of reformatioun,

Se no mifdoaris be fo bawld,

As to remane into this hawld.

For quhy, be him that Judas fawld,

Thay will be heich hangit.

Faithful! folk now may fing.

For quhy it is the bidding,

Of my Soverane the King,

That na man be vvrangir.

Thocht he ane quhile now in his flowrls

Be governit be trumpowris

;

And fumtyme to live paramouris

Ka'd him excufyt.

For quhen he meitis with Correctioun,

WithVERETY, and D I SCR ET I GUN,

Thay will be baneift of the toun

Quhilk hes him abufyt.

And heir be oppen proclamatioun

I warne, in name of his magnificence,

The Thre Estaitis of this natioun,

That thay compeir with detfull dihgence.

And till his grace mak thair obedience.

And
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Andfirft I warne the Spir itualiti e ;

And fee the Burg is fpair nocht for expence,

Bot fpeid thame heir with Tempor alitie.

Als I befpeik yow, famous auditouris

Convenit into this congregatioun,

To be patient, the fpace of certane houriJ,

Till ye haif hard ovvr fchort narratioun.

And als we mak yow fupplicatioun.

Thai no man tak our wordis in difdane,

Hovvbeid ye heir be lamentatioun

The CoMMouN' WEILL richt peteoufly coniDlane.

Richt fo the virteous Lady Veretye

Will mak an peteous lamentatioun ;

And for the trevvth fche will impriflonit be.

And banifeit a tyme owt of the toun.

And Chestety will mak hir narratioun,

How fche can get na luging in this land,

Till that the hevinly kincht Correctioun'

Meit with our king, and commoun hand till hand.

Prudent Peplll, I pray yow all,

Tak no man greif in fpeciall;

For we fall fpeik in generall

For partyme and for play.

Thairfoir till that our rymes be rung,

And our miflonit fongis be fung,

Lat every man keip weill his tung,

And every woman tvvay.

SCENE
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SCENE I.

King Humanitie.

King.

Lord of Lordis, and King of Kingis all,

Omnipotent off power, Prince but peir,

Eternerignand in gloir celelHall

:

Unmaid makar, quhilk havand no mateir

IVlaid hevin, erth, fyre, air/and watter cleir

;

Send me the grace, with peice perpetuall.

Sen thow hes gevin me dominatioun,

And rewill of pepill fubjeft to my ceur.

Be I nocht rewlic be counlale and refToun,

In dignitie I may nocht lang endeur.

1 arant my ftait myfelf may noucht affeur.

Nor yit confevve my lyfe in fickernes

:

Haif pety, Lord, of me thy createur

Supportand me in all my buffines

!

I the requeiii, quhilk rent was on the rude,

Me till defend from deidis of defame ;

That my pepill report of me hot gude,

And be my faifgaird, baith fra fyn and fchame.

I knaw my dayis indeuris but a drame ;

Thairfoir, O Lord, hairdy I the exhort

Till gif me Grace till ufe my diadame

To thy plefour, and to my grit confort!

SCENE
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SCENE II.

King HuMANiTTE, Wantones, Placebo.

Beir fall the King * pafs to Royallfait, andJit 'with atte

grange countenance^ ////Wantones cum»

Wantones.

My Soverane Lord, and Prince but peir,

Quhat garris yovv mak fa dreiry cheir ?

Be glaid fa lang as ye ar heir.

And pafs tyme with plefour.

For als lang leivis the mirry man,

As the fory, for ocht he can.

His banis bitterly fall I ban

That dois yovv difiilefour.

Sa lang as your Grace hes us in ceure,

Your prudence fall want na plefeur.

War Sollace heir, I yow afleure

He wald rcjoifs this rowt.

Placebo.

Gude bruder, quhair is Sollace,

The Mirrour of all mirrenes ?

I haif mervill, be the mefs,

He tarryis fa lang.

Byd he awiy, we ar bot fchent,

I fedy how he fra us went.

I trow he hes impediment

That lattls him to gang.

* Thatis HuMANiTiE; or Human Nature.

Wan-
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Wantonis,

I left SoLLACE, that idil loun,

Kriukand doun into the tCHon.

It will coift him half ane croun,

Thocht he had na mair.

And als he faid he wald gang fee

Fair Lady SENiUALiTiE,

'J'hs beriall ot bewtie,

Aad portratour prechiir.

Placebo.

Be G(id I fe him at the laft,

A- he war cheirit rynnand fall.

He gJowris evin as he war agall'.

Or fleid for ane gaiit.

Na, he is drunkin I trovv,

I prriaive him weill fow,

1 ken be his creiihy mow
He hes bene at ane feiil:.

SCENE III.

The former persons. Sollace,

Solace.

No'.v quha fa cvir fie ane thrang ?

Me thocht fuin faid I h:id cane >yr3n2'.

Had I help I wald fing ane fang

With ane miny no\is.

I haif
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I half fie plefoor at my hairt.

That garris me fing the tribil! pairt;

Wald Turn gude hillo^v fill the quairt.

That wald my hairt rejoyTs.

Hovvbeid my coit be fchort and nippiT,

Thankit be God I am weill hippit,

Thocht all my gold may fone be grippit

Intill ane penny piiife.

Thocht I ane fervand lang hes bene.

My purchefs is nocht worth ane prene :

I may fing Pehlis on the Grene^

For ocht that I may turfs.

Quhat Is my name, can ye nocht gefs ?

Ken ye nocht Sandy Sollace ;

Thay callit my mider bony Bess

That duelt betuene the Bowis.

OfF twelf yeir awld fche leird to fwyve.

Thankit be the Grit God of lyve,

Sche maid me fadtris tour or lyvc.

But dowt this is na mowis.

Quhen ane vves deid 1 gat ane uder,

Wes nevir man had fa gnd ane modcr,

For fche hes maid me ireindis ans rudder,

OtF lavvit and leirir.

Sche is baith vvyifs, worthy, and wichf,

For fche fpalris nowdir cuik now knichi

:

e four and twenty upoun ane niche

Thair eoe fche blelrit.

And gif I ley, fchyrs ye ma fpeir.

Bat faw ye nocht the king cum heir?

I am ane fportour and playfcir

Ta
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To that yung king.

He laid he wald, within fchort fpace.

To pafs his tyme cum to this place.

I pray to God to gif him grace

And lang to ring !

Placebo.

SoLLACE, quhy tareit thovv fo lang ?

SOLLACE.

The feind a fafter I micht sane.

I micht not thrift owt throw the thrang,

Off wyvis fyftene fudcr.

Than for to ryn I tuik an rink:

Bot I felt nevir lie ane ftink.

For our Lordis luve gif me ane drink.

Placebo my Bruder,

[Heir/all Placeho gif Scllace ane dritik.

King.

My fervand Sollace, quhat gart vow tary ?

SoLLACE.

I wait nocht, Schyr, be fweit fant Mary.

I haif bene in ane fery fary,

Or ellis intill ane tranfs.

Schyr, I haif fcne, I vow afleur.

The fareft erdly createuie,

That evir weis formit be nateiw

And moid till advance.

Te



S E N S U A L I T I E. 31

To kilk on hir is grit delyte.

With lippis reid, and checkis quhyte,

I wa'.d gif all ihis warld quyte

To fiand in hir grace.

• Sche is wantone, and fche is wyifs;

And cled upoun the new gyifs.

It waid gar all your flefche arryiis

To luik on hir face.

Wer I ane king it fovvid be kend,

1 fowld not fpair on hir to fpend.

And this fame nicht for hir till lend

For my plefour.

Quhat raik of yowr profperetie,

Gif ye want Sensualitie ?

I vvald not gif ane flane fle

For your trefour.

Forfuth, my freind, I think ye ar nocht wyifs

Till counfale me to brek commandiment

Direftit be the Prince of parradyis.

Confidering ye knaw that myne entcnt

Is for till be to God obedient

;

Quha dois forbid men to be licheroufso

Do I nocht Co perchance I fall repent.

Thairtoir I think your counfale odiufs,

The quhilk ye gif me till.

Bccaufs I haif bene, to this dae,

lavquam tabula mfa ;

Quhilk is als n^^ekle for till fae

Rady for gud and ill.

WAN.
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VVantonej.

Beleif ye that we will betiyle yow

Or from your vertew for till wyle yow ?

Or with evill counfale for till fyle yow.

Bot, into glide and evili,

To tak your gra'is pairt we grant,

In all your deids participant,

S3 ye be nocht ane ouir yung fantt,

And fyne ane avvld Divill.

Belcif ye, Scbyr, that llthery be fyn ?

Na trow nocht that : this is my reafone quhy,

Firll at the Romans court will ye begyn,

Quhilk is the lemand lamp of Lichery :

Quhair Cardinaliis and Byfchoppis generaly

To luve Ladyis thay think ane plefand fporr,

And owt uf Rome has baneift Chestety,

Quha with our Prellattis can get aa refort.

Schyr, quhill ye get ane prudent quene,

I think your majefty ferene

Suld half ane lully concubene,

To j)lay yow with all.

For 1 ken be your qiialitie

Ye want the gift of Chellecie,

Fall to in nomine Domini,

For this is my counfall.

Placebo.

Schyr, fend furth Sandy Solace,

Or ellis your mynyeoun Wantonness,
And pray my Lady Pryores

3 , The
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The futh till declair.

Gif it be fyn to tak ane eaty,

Or to kif lyk ane bummill baty.

The buik fays, Schyr, cmne frohattt

And nocht for to fpair,

SOLLACE.

I fpeik Schyr undir proteftatioun,

That none at me half indlgnatioun.

For all the prellattis of this natioun.

For the maifl pairt,

Thay ihink no fchame to keip ane heulr.

And fum hes thre undir thair cuier.

How this bene trow, I yovv affeuir,

Ye fall wit eftirvvart.

Schyr, knew yow all the mater thruch

To play ye wald begyn

:

Speir at the monkis of Balmirrynochf

Gif lichery be fyn. [Extunt,

SCENE IV.

Sensualitie, Hamelines, Danger, Jonat,

Heir fall entir Dame Sensualitie, tuith htr Mayn't

s

Hamelines and Dencer.

Sensualitie.

O Lovarls walk, behald the fyrie fpeir

!

Behald the natural dochter of Venus!

Vol. II. D Behald,
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Behald, Luvaris, this lufty lady clelr,

The frefche fontane otknichtis amorous.

Quhat thay defyre in laitis delitius,

Or quha vvald male to Venus obfervance,

In my mirthful! chalmer mellodioufs

Thair fall thay find all paftyme & plefance.

Behald my heid, behald my gay intyre ;

Behald my hals lufffum, and lilly quhyte

;

Behald my vifage, flammand as the fyre ;

Behald my palpis of portratour perfyte.

To luck on me Luvaris hes gret dellyte

:

Richt fo hes all the kingis of Chriftindome,

To thaim I haif done plefourls infinyte

;

And fpecialy unto the Court of Rome.

Ane kifs of me war worth in ane morrowing

Ane mylyeoun of fine gold to Knicht or King ;

And yit I am of nateur fo towarr,

I latt no Luvaris pafs with forry hairt.

Of my name wald ye witt the verretye,

Forfuth thay call me Sensualitye.

I hald it beit now, or we furder gang.

To Dame Venus latt us go fing ane fang.

Hamelines.

Madame, but tayrring

For to ferve Venus detr.

We fall pafs in ane ring.

Cum on filler Dangeir.

Dan-
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Danger.

Sifter, I was nevir fvveir

To Venus* obfervance.

Howbeid I mak dan^eir,

Yit be continovvance

Men may haifthair plefance.

Thairfoir lat na man fray :

We will tak it perchance

Howbeid that we fay nay.

Hamelynes.

Slfler, cnm on ouir way,

And lat us not think lang,

In all the haift we may,

To fing Venus ane fang.

Danger.

Sifter, to fing this fang we mannot,

Withowt the help of gud frind Jon net,

Frind Jonet how ! cum tak a paiit.

Frind Jonkat,

That fill I do with all my hairt.

Sifter, howbeid that I am hefs,

I am content to beir ane befs.

Ye t\va fowld luf me as your lyif.

Ye knaw I leird yow baith to fwyif

:

In my clialmer, ye wait weill quhair.

Senfyne the feind a man I fpair.

Dz Ha.
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Hamelines.

Frind Jonnat, fy ! yow ar to blame.

To fpeik fovvill wordis think ye na fchame?

Frind Jonat.

Thair is ane hunder heir fittand by

That luvis japing als weill as I,

Micht thay getit in prevetie.

But quha begynnis the fang lat fie. [^ExeuHi*

3 C E N E V.

King, Wantonnes, Solace, Placebo^]

Wantonnes.

I trow, Sir, be the Trinitie,

Yone fame is Sensualitie. [

Gif it be fche, fone fall I fee,

That foverane ferene.

[Heirfall Pf'^antonnes ga fpy thame^ and cum agant

to the King,

Kino.

Quhat war thay youe to me declair.

Wantonne?.

Dame Sensual itie baith gude & fair,

Pla.
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Placebo.

Schir, fche is mekill till advance.

For fche can baith fing and daace,

That patrone of plefauce,

The perle of pulchritude.

Soft as filk is hir lyre ;

Hir hair lyk the gold wyre.

My hairt birnys in ane fyre,

Schir, be the rude.

I think that fre fa woundir fair,

I wait Weill fche has na compair, "*

War ye weill lernit at iuvis lair

And fyne had hir fene,

I wate, be cokkis paffioun.

Ye wald mak fupplicatioun ;

And fpend on hir ane milyeoun

Her luve till obtene.

SOLLACE,

Quhat fay ye. Sir, ar ye content

That fche cum heir incontinent?

Quhat waillis your kingdome and your rent.

And all your gret treffour,

Withowt ye haif ane njirry lyfe;

And caft affyd all ftiirt and ftryfe?

And fo lang as ye want ane wyfe,

Schyr, tak your plefour.

D 3 King.
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King,

Gif it be true that ye me tell,

I will na langer tary;

I will gang preif that play myfell,

Howbeid the warld me wary.

Als taft as ye may cary

Speld yow with dilii^ence,

Bririg Sensualitie

Fra hand to my prefence.

Forfuth I wait not how it flandis,

Bot fen I heird of your tythandis.

My body trymblis feit and handis,

And fumtyme hot as fyre.

I trow Cup I DO, with his dart,

Hts woundit me owt thruche the hart^

My fpreii will fra my body part,

Get I nocht my de.'yre.

Fafs on awuy with diligence.

And bring hir heir to my prifence;

Spair nocht for travcll norexpence;

I cair for na coift.

Pafs your way, Wantonness,

And tak with yow Sollace,

And bring that lady to this place.

Or ellis I am loill.

Commend me to that fweit thing,

And hir prefent this riche ring;

And fay I ly in languifling,

Bot fehe niak remeiJ.

2 With
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With fiching h\r I am bot fchent,

Without fche cum incontinent,

My grit langour fcr to relent,

And fait' me fra deid.

Wantonnes.

Or ye tuik fcaith, he Goddis croun,

I leir thair war not up and doun,

«• * * in all this town,

Nor ten m} lis about.

Dowt not, Sir, bot ye will get hir.

We fal be fery for to fet hir,

Bot we wald fpeid far the better

To gar our purfs rowt.

SOLLACE.

Schyr, lat na forrow in yow fink,

Bot f^itf us ducattis for to dvink,

And we fall nevir fleip a wink

Till it be bak or age.

Ye knaw Weill, Schyr, we half na cunyie.

King.

SoLLACE, that fall be nafunyie:

Beir thow that bag upoun thy lunyie,

And win weill thy wage.

I pray yow fpeid yow fone agane,

D 4
Wan«
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Wantonnes.

Ye of this fang, Schyr, we ar fane,

We fall novvdir fpair for wind na rane,

Till our day wark be done.

Fair weill, for we ar at the flicht.

Placebo rewlU our Roy at richt;

We fall be heir, iridn, or midnicht

Thocht we merche with the mone.

\Heir fall thay dcpairt Jingand mUrclly,

SCENE VI.

Wantonnes, Sensualitie, Solace.

Wantoknis,

Paftyme with plefour, and grit profperitie.

Be to yow, foverane Sensualitie !

Sensualitie.

Syrs, ye ar welcum, quhair go ye, eift or weft?

Wantonnes,

III faith I traw we be at the farreft.

Sensualitie.

Quhat is your name ? I pray yow, that declair<»

Wantonnes.

J.lary, Wantonnes, the Ki$f c's f€cretair»

Serf
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Sensualitie.

Quhat king is that quhilk hes fa f^ay ane boy ?

Wantonnes.

HuMANiTiE, that richt redowtit Rny^

Quha does commend him to yow hairtfully ;

And fendis yow heir ane ring with ane ruby.

In takin that, abufe all creatour,

He hes chofin yow to be his paramour.

He bad us fay that he will be bot deid,

Withowt that ye mak heftilly remeid,

Sensualitie.

Quhat can I help howbeid he fovvld forfair.

Ye ken richt weill I am na medcynnar,

SOLLAQE.

yis luHy laidy, thocht he war nevir Co feik,********
Ane kifs of yow, into ane morrowing,

TTill his foiknefs micht be grit confortingj

And als he makkis yow fupplicatioua

This nicht with him to mak collauoun.

Sensualitie,

I thank his Grace of his benivolence.

Gude Syrs, I fall be reddy evin fra hand ;

In me thair fall be fund na negligence,

Epth nicht and day quhen his Grace will demand,

4 Pai
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Pafs ye befoir, and fay I am cummand,

And thlnkis richt lang to haif of him ane ficht.

And I to Venus makis ane faythfull band,

That in his armes I think to ly all nicht.

Wantonnes.

That fall be done, bot yit or I hine pafs,

Heir I proteft for Ham e lines your lafs,

Sensualitie.

Sche fall be at cumand, Schyr, quhen ye will.

I treft fche fall fynd yovv flynging your fill.

Wantonnes.

Hay for joy ! now I dance !

Tak thair ane gawmond of France I

Am I not vvirdy till avance

And ane gud page ?

That fa fpeidely can rin,

To tyifl; my maifter to fin.

The diuill ane groit he will win

OfF this marrage.

I rew be fweit Santt Michaell,

Nor I had previt hir my fell

For quhy yone king, be Brydls Bell,******
Nor dois the noveis of ane freir.

It war almoiifs to pull my eir,

That wald not preive )one gayis geir.

Fy that I am fa * * *

I think
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I think this day to win thank.

Hay as aiie brydlit catt I brank

!

1 half wreiflit my fchank.

Be Santi Michaell.

Quhilk of myleggis as ye trow

Was it that I hurt now ?

Quhairto fowld I fpeir at yew?

Me think thatne baiih haill.

SCENE vir.

King, Wantoknes,

Gude morrow, maifter, be the mefs.

King.

Wylcum, my Mynyeoun Wantonness.

How hes thow fairin in thy travell ?

Wantonnes.

Richt Weill, be him that herreit hell.

Your eirand is vveill done.

King.

Than, Wantonnes, full vveill is me.

For thow hes faird beth meit and fee.

Be him that maid the mone.

Thair is an thing that I wald fpeir,

4i;

How
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Kow fall I do quhen fche commis heir,

For I knaw nocht the craft perqueir

Off luvis gyn.

Thairfoir at lenth ye ition me leir

How to begyn,

Wantcnnes.

Kifs hir, and clap hir, and be nocht affeird

Scbe will nocht hurt, thocht ye hir kif* * *

And gif ye fe fche ihinkis fchame, than hyd the Baunles

ere,

» * « * yg ^ygf quhat I mene.

Will ye gif me lelf, Sir, firft till go to ?

And I fall ken you the kevvis how ye fall do.

King.

God forbid, Waktonnes, that I gif you lelf.

Thow art ovir perellows ane pege Cc pra^likkis to preif,

Wantonnes.

Now, Sir, preve as ye pleifs : I fee hir cummand.

Ordour you with gravcty, and we fall be yow Hand,

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

King, Sensualitie.

Heir /all Senfualitie cum to the King andfaj^

Venus, Goddes ! unto thy cellitude

1 gif lawid, gloir, honour, and reverence,

Qjjhilk grantit me fie peifyte pulchritude.

That princes of my perfone hes plefance.

I mak ane vow, wifch hum ill obfervance,

Richt reverently thy tempill to vifie

With facrifice unto the Deitie.

To every Ilait I am fo agreable.

That tew or nane refufis me at all.

Paipif, patriarkis, nor prellattis venerable,

Commoun pepill, nor princis temporall,

Bot fubject all to me Dame Sensuall.

So fall it be ay quhill the warld enduris.

And fpecially quhair yowtheid hes the curis.

Quha knauis the contrair ?

I trell: few in this cumpany,

Wald thai declair the verety,

Unthrald to Sensuality,

Bot with me makis repair.

Bot now my way I mon advance

Till ane prince of puiiTance,

Q^ulk
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Quhilk yung men hes in governance,

Rowand in his rage.

I am richt glaid, I yow afleuir.

That potent prince to gei in ceuir,

Quha is of lultines the luir,

And moifl of curage.

\Htir fall fche mak reverence, andfay,

pofent prince, of pulchritude preclair !

God Cup I DO preferve your celfitude !

And Dame Vf.nus mot your corfs fra care.

As I vvald fche did keip my awin hairt blude I

King.

Wylcum to me, perles of pulchritude

;

Wvlcum, to me thow Avcittar nor the lammar;

Quhilk hes me maid of all dollour denude.

SoLLACE, convey this lady to my chalmer.

\Heir fallfche pafs to the chalmer andfay

^

1 ga this gait with richt gude will

;

Schyr Wantohnes, tary ye I^ill;

Lat Hamei>ines the cop fill,

And beir yow cumpany.

Hamelines,

That fall I do, withowttyn dowt,

For he and I fall play cop owt.

Wan TONNES.

Now, Lady, len me thy batty towt.

Fill iu, for I am dry.

Your
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Your Dame be this trewly

Hes gottin upon the goums.

Quhat raick thocht ye and I

To jone our jufting lumes?

Hamelines,

I am content with richt gud will,

Quhenevir ye ar reddy.

All your plefour to fulfill.

Wantonnes.

Now Weill faid be our Leddy.

I will beir my maiftir cumpany

Till that I may endeur ;

Gife he be wifkand wantonly.

We fall flin? on the fleuir.

l^Heir fall thay fafs all to the chahter
-^ ami

GuDE CovtiiM.E/a/1/ay,

SCENE IX.

GuDE CoUNSALE.

Immonall God, moift of magnificence !

Quhois Majefty no clerk can comprehend,

Saif yow my fenyeours, that givis fic awdience ;

And grant yow grace nevlr till him offend,

Quhitk on the croce did wilfully afcend^

And
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And fched his pretious blude on every fydc

:

Qulioi- pretious paffioun from feinds you defend,

And be your gracious governour and gyd.

Confidder my foverains I yovv befeik,

The caufs moid principal of my heir cumminc

Princis, nor Poteilauis, ar not uoi th a leik,

Be thay nocht gyddit be grace and governing.

Thair was nevirempirour, conquerour, or king.

Without my wifdome michtavaill their weill to awancc.

My name is Gude Cunsale withowt fcnyeing :

Lordis for lack of my law ar brocht till mifchance.

And fo for conclufioun

Quho g)iiis ihame not be Gud Cunsale,

All in vane is thair travell

;

And fynally fortoun fail thaim faillj

And bring thame to GOnfufioun.

And this I underftand

For 1 haif maid refidence

With princis of puiiTance,

In England, Italy, and France,

And mony uthir lar.d.

Bot owt of Scotland, Allacc

!

I haif bene baneiil lang fpace.

That gart ouir gydars want grace.

And dy lang or thair day.

Becaufs thay lichriyit Gude Counsale^

Fortoun turnyit on ihanr.e hir fail],

Quhilk brocht this realme to mekill bail.

Quha can the contrair fay ?

M/
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My Lordis we cum not heir to Iye»

Wayis me for King Humanitie,

Ouirfett with Sensualitie

In his fyrft begynning

;

Thruche vicious Counlale infolent.

So thai may get riches or rent,

Of his weiilfair thay tak na tent,

Nor quhat fall be the ending.

Yit in this realme I waid mak fum repair,

Gif I belevit my name fowld not forfair

;

For wald this king be yit gyddit with reiToiin,

And of mifdoaris mak punilfoun,

Howbeid that T lang tyme hes bene exylit,

I treft in God my name fowld yit be ftylit.

So till I fee God fend mair of his grace,

I purpoifs till repoifs me in this place.

Heir I om'ttt the n'lxt miter follovo'ing^ hecaufi it is

twrittin heirefire in the lei/" ^uhair Flattrkx

entcnis *. Novj enterris Dame Chestetie.

* Besinning of Interlude V.

Vol. H. 3S ACT
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ACT II*.

SCENE I.

CflESTETlE, SOUTAR, TaILOUR.

Heirfall Dame Cm^-V^T MS. pajs and feik laging othort all

the Sprituall EJlait^ aiut Temperall Efiait^ quhill fihe

cum to the Sovcttar^ and Teilyeour,^ andJay :

Chestetie.

Ye men of craft, of grit ingyne,

Gif me harbry for Chryltis pyne,

And win God's bennyfone and myne,

And help my hungry hairt.

SOWTTAR.

Welcuin be him that made the mone

Till dwell wuh us till it be June,

We fall mend baith your hoifs and fchone,

And pknely tak your pairt.

* This is more properly another interlude, did not the MS. ex«

prefs at the end of it, that it belongs to this.

Tailyeoue.
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Tailyeour.

Is this fairLedy Chestety?

Now welcum be the tfinitie !

I think it war a grit pitie

That ye fowhi be thairowt.

Your grit difplcfour we forthink.

Sit doun, Madame, and tak a drink;

And lat na forrow in yow fink,

Bot lat us play cop owt.

SOWTTAR.

Fill in and diink about.

For I am wounder dry.

The devill fnyp off thair fnowt,

That haitis this cumpany.

[H«r /all thay gar CHESTETEyT/ doun and dritik*

S C E N E II.

Jenny, Tailour's Wife, Soutar's Wife.

Jenny,

Myony, how! Mynny, Mynny!

Tailyeouris Wyfe,

Quhat wald thow, my deir dochter Jenny ?

Jenny my joe, quhat dois thy daddy i

E 2 Jenny.
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Jenny.

Mary, drinkand with a luftly laiddy,

Ane fair yung madln clad in quhyt.

Of quhome my daddy takkis delyte.

I treft, gif I can raken richt,

Sche fchaipis to luge with thame all nicht.

SoWTTARlS WyFE.

Quhat dols the Sovvttar, my gudman i

Jenny.

Mary flllis the cop, and teimfs the can*

Or ye cum hame be God I trow

He fall be drucken as a fow.

Tailyeouris Wvfb.

This is ane grit difpyt I think.

For to reflaiff iic ane cowclynk.

SowTTARis Wyfe,

Cummar, this is my counfall lo

:

Ding ye the ane, and I the uder.

Ta. Wyfe.

I am content, be Goddis moder.

To think for me thay hurfoun fmaikis,

Thay ferve richt weill to get their paikis,

Quhat maifter feind ncidis all this haill ?

For it is half a yeir almalll

Sen evir that loun laborit roy leddir.
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SOWTTARIS WyFE.
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God nor my Cruevin meufs a tedder.

For it is mair nor fourty dayis.

Sen evir he cleikit up my clayis.

And laft quhen I got chalmer glew.

That fowill Sowttar began to fpew.

And now thay will fit doun to drink

In cumpany with ane yung cowclinc.

Gif thay haif done fie difpyte,

Lat us ga ding thame quhill thay dryte.

SCENE III.

The fame, Tailour, Soutar, Cuestitie.

Tail. Wyfe.

Go hence, Harlot; how durft thow be (o bawld

To luge with our gudmen, bot our licence ?

I mak ane vow to him that Judas fawld.

This rok of myne fall be thy recompence.

Schaw me thy name, Duddroun, with diligence.

Chaistety,

Mary, Chestetie is my name by Sant Blayis.

Tail, Wyfe.

I pray God nor he wirk on the vengence.

For I luvit never Cheftetie all my dayis,

E 3 SowT-
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SOWTTARII WrFE.

Bot my gudman, the tiewith I fay the till,

Garris me keip ChelHtie fair agaiiis my will.

Becauls that m'-nftour he hes maid fic ane mynt,

With my bedfti.ff that daftard beiris ane dynt.

And als 1 vow cum thow this gait agane.

Thy buttokkii. fal be beltit, be fant Blane.

Tai. Wyfe.

Fals hurfone Cairle, bot dowt thou fall forthink

Thar cvir thou eit or drank with yone cowclink.

^ SowT. Wyfe.

I mak ane vow to Santt Crifpynane,

I fall be wrockin on thy graceles gane.

And to begin the play tak thair a platt.

SOWTAR.

The feind refaifF the handis that gaif mc that

!

SowTTARis Wyfe.

What now, hurfone, begynnii thow for to ban ?

Tak thair ane uddir upoun thy peiid harne-pan.

Quhat now, Cummer, will thou not tak a pairt?

Tai. Wyfe.

That fall I do, Cummer, be Goddis halrt.

[Heir thajfall <iing thair Gudmen,

Tai.
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Tailyeour.

Allace, goilbp, allace ! how ftandis it with yow ?

Yone cankert carling, allace, hes brokin my brow.

Now weilis yow, prieLlis, weilis yo-,v, in all your lyvis,

That ar nocht waadit with tic wicket wyvis.

SOWTTAB.

Bifchopis ar bliO:, howbeit that we be vvareit,******* aj,(j nocht be mareit,

Goffop, allace, that blak band we may wary,

That ordanit fic pure men as we to mary.

Quhatmay be done bot tak in patience.

And on all wyvis to cry ane lowid vengence ?

SCENE iv!

[Heir/all the vyviijiandhe the luaterfyd^ andfay ;

SOWTTARIS WyFE,

Sen of our Cairlis, we haif the vi&ory,

Quhat is your counfale, Cummar, that be done ?

Ta. Wyfe.

Send for gude wyne, and hald us blyth and mirry:

I hald that belt gude Cummar be Santt Clone,

E 4 Sow.
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Sow. Wyfe.

Cum mar, will ye draw off my hoifs and fchone j

To fill the quart I fall rin to the toun.

Ta. Wyfe.

That fall I do, be him that maidtlie mone,l

With all my hairt; thairfoir, Cummar, fit cioun.

Kilt up your dais abone your waift,

And fpeid yow hame agane in haift,

And I fall provyd for a paill.

Our corffij to confort.

SowT, Wyfe.

Than help me for till kilt my clais ;

Quhat and the paddois nipt my tais ?

J dreid to droun heir, be Santt Blais,

Withowt 1 get fupport,

Cummar, I will nocht droun myfell,

I will go be the Cajiill hill,

Ta. Wyfe.

I am content, be Bryd: is Bell,

Sa ye haift yow go quhair ye will.

[Heirfall thay thpairt : andpiLicEUCE fall/ay.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Diligence, Ckastitib.

Madame, quhat garris yow gang fa lait?

Tell me how ye half done debait

With the tcmporall and fpirituall flait?

Quha did ye maift kyndnes ?

Chestetie.

In faith I fand bot ill and war.

Thar gart me ftand frome thame afar,

Even lyk a beggar at the bar,

And flemit me moir and lefs.

Finii ofthis Jirji Interlude ; and foUovjis the Peurman

and the Pardonar,

INTER.





INTERLUDE III.

The Puirman and the Pardonar.



Persons

The PUIRMAN.

Diligence.

The Pardonour.

The SouTAR.

The Soutar's Wipe.

Wilkin the Pardonar''s Boy,
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Jielrfollowis certane niirry andfportfum interludis^ contenit

in the play maid be Sclyr David Lindfay of the Month

Knicht,, in the playfeild of Edinburgh, to the mocking

cfabujiounis ujit in the Cuntre be drverfsfortii of Efait,

S C E N E I.

PuiRMAN, Diligence.

Heirfall enter the Peurman,

Off your almons, gude folkis, for Goddis luveof hevli.

For I half moderles bairnis fex or fevin.

Gif ye will gif na gude, for luve of fweit Jefus,

Wifs me the richt way to Santt Andreus.

DiLiGKKCE fayis.

Quhair haife we gottin this gudly companyeoun ?

Swyth furth of the feild, thow fals raggit loun.

God wait gif heir beane weill keipit place,

Quhen fie ane wyld beggar kerle may get entres.

Fy on yow officiaris that mendis not thir failyies !

I gif yow all to the Divill baith provoll and bailliesi

Withowt ye cum fone, and chace this Carle away,

The Divill a word ye get of fport or piny.

Fals buirfone raggit Carle, quhat is that thow ruggis ?

Peurman,

Quhae Bs nil maid yow a gentillcnan wald not flow yaur

luggis.

Diligence,'
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DiL IGENCE.

Qjiliat now ? me think this cullrounCarle begynois to crak.

Swytli Carle ;iway, or be this day I fall brak your bak.

[Htir/a/l the Carle cjym up andfit in the Kings tlly.

Com doun; or, be goddis croiiii, theifloun, I fall play

the.

Peurman.

Now fivelr be thy brunt fninnis the Divil ding thame

frae the.

Quhat fay he be thir court kaavis ? be thay get halil claifs

Sa fonc thay leir to ban, lo fweir; and trip on thair taifs.

Diligence.

Methocht the Carle me callit knave evin in my face.

Be faiitt FiLLANi-, thow falc be flane, bot gif thow alk

grace.

Loup ; or be the gud Lord thow fait loifs thy hoid.

Peurman.

Yit fall I drink, or I ga, thocht thow had fwoine my
deid.

Diligence.

\licir he takkis away the leddir,

Loup now, gif thow lift, for thow hesloifl the ledilir.

Pejrman.

It is full Weill thy kynd to lowp, and licit in a tedder.

Thow



AND THE PARDONAR. 63

Thow fal be fane to fetche agane the ledder, or I lowp

:

I fall fitt heir into this chyre, till I haif towrait this

ll:oup*

[Heirfall the Carle loup offthe caffaU,

Diligence.

Swyth, beggir Baggill, haift the away :

Thow art our prete to fpill the proces of our play,

Peurman.

I will not gifF for your play nccht a fulis fart;

For thair is littill play this day at my hungry hart.

Diligence.

Quhat divill allis the cowrd Carle ?

Peurman.

Mary, mekill forrow

!

I can not get, thocht I gafp, to beg nor to borrow.

Diligence.

Quhair dlvell is thow dyvour, or quhat is thyne content?

Peurman.

I dwell into Lowthianej a myie bot fra Tranent,

Diligence.

Quhar wald thow be, Carle, thefuth to me fchaw ?

Peurman.

Sir, Qs'imKSamH Andrusy erin to feik law.

Diligence.
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Diligence.

To f)ke law in Edinlurgh is the narreft way.

Peurmak.

Syr, I half focht law thair this mony a deir day

;

Bot I cowld nevir find law at feflioun, or fenyie.

Thairfoir the mekill dum divell droun all that menyie

!

Diligence.

Schaw to me thy mater, man, with all circiimflance;

How thow hes happnit this unhappy chance.

Peurman.

Gud man, will ye gif me of your cheretie?

And I fall declair to yow the blak veretie.

My fadir was an auld man, and ane air

;

And was of aige fourfcoir yeirs and mare:

And Mald, my mudir, was fourfcoir and fyiftenc:

And with my labour I did thame baith fuflene.

We had a meir, that careit fait and colli

;

And evirilk yeir fche brocht us hame a foill.

We had thre ky, that was baith fatt and fair,

J*^ane tydlar hyne to the toun of Air.

Mv fader was fa walk of blude and bane

He dyit, quhair foir my moder maid grit mane ;

Than fche deit to, within ane oik or two ;

And than began my poverty and wo.

Our gude gray meir was baitand on the feild,

Our landis laird tuik hir for his here geild.

Our vicar tuik the beft kow be the heid,

1 la
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Incontinent quhen my Fader was deid ;

And quhen the vicar hard how that my moder

Was deid, fra hand he tuke fra me ane uder.

Than Meg, my wyfe, did murne baith evin and morrow,

Till at the lafl: fche dyit for very forrow :

And quhen the vicar hard tell my wyfe was deid.

The third kow than he cleikit be the heid.

Thair * * * dais, qiihilk was of replochgray.

The vicar gart his dark cleik thame away.
,

Quhen that was gan I micht mak no debait,

Bot with my bairnis part for to beg my mait.

Now haif I tald yow the blak veritie,

How I am brocht to this miferitis.

Diligence.

Qiihow did the perfone, was he not thy gud freind ?

Peurman.

How ? the divill flick him ! he curft me for my teind 5

And haldis me yit undir the fame procefs,

That gart me want my facrament at pefs.

In gud faith, Syr, thocht ye wald cut my throtf,

I haif na geir, except an Inglis grott

:

Quhilk I purpofs to gif ane man of law.

Diligence.

Thow art the daftifl full that evir I faw.

Trowis yow, man, be the law to get remeid

Of men of kirk ? na nevir till thow be deid«
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Peurman.

Syr, be quhat law, tell me quhairfoir or quhy,

That our vicar fould tak fra me three ky ?

Diligence.

Thay half na law, except ane confuetude ;

Quhilk law to thame is fufficent and gude.

Peurman.

Ane confwetude, aganis the commoun weill,

Sowld be no law, 1 think be fweit SanttjE ill.

Quhair will ye find that law, tell gif ye can

To tak threky tra ane peur hufband man ?

Ane for my fader; and for my wyfe ane uder ;

And the thrid kow he tuke for Meg my nioder.

Diligence,

It is thair law ; all that thay half in ufe;

Thocht it be kow, iow, ganan, gryce, or gufe.

Peurman.

Schyr, I wald fpeir at yow ane queftioun.

Beliald fum prellatis of this regioun,

Manifeftly, during thair lully lyuls,

Thay fwyve ladeis, madinis, and menis wyves.

Quhiddir fay ye that law is evill or gude i

Diligence.

Hald thy tongue, man ; it femis that thow art mangit.

Speik thow of preiitis but dowt thow wilt be hangit.

Peurman.
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Peurman.

Be him that beure the crewall crown of thorne,

1 cair not to be hangit evin the morne.

Diligence.

Be fewr of preiflis thow will get na fupport,

Peurman.

Gif that be trew, the feind refaiiF the fort

!

So fen I fe I get none udir grace,

I will ly doun, and reft me in this place.

SCENE ir.

The Pardonour.

\_Heir/all the Peurman ly aoun in the field : and the Par-

donnourjall cum in andfay :

Devoitt Pepill, gud day 1 fay yow,

Now tarry a little quhill, 1 pray yow.

Till 1 be with yow knawin.

Wait ye not weill quhow I am namit }

A nobill man, and undefamit.

And all the futh war fchawn.

1 am Syr Robert Rome Rakar,

Ane publict perfyte Pardonar,

Admittit be the Paip.

Fa Schyr»
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Schyr, I fall fchaw yow for my wage,

My pardonis, and my prevelege,

Quhilk ye fall fe, and graip.

I gif to the Divili, with gud entenf,

This wofuU wickit New Teftment,

With thame that it tranflattit

:

Sen lawit men knew the veritie,

Pardonaris gettis no cheretie,

Withovvt that we debait it.

Amangis the wyvis with wrinkis and wylls,

As all my mervellis men begylis

Be our fair fa!s flattery ;

Ye all tha craftis I can perqueir

Richt vveill informit be a freir,

Callit Ypocrasy.

Bot now, allace ! owr grit abufioun

Iscleirly knavvin to our confufioun,

Quhilk I may fair repent:

Oif all crcddence now am I quyr,

Ilk man hes me now at difpyte,

That reidis the New Teftmenr.

Wander be to thame that it wrochf,

Swa fall thame that the bulk hame brocht,

Als 1 pray to the rude

That Martyne Luter, that fals loun

Had bene fmored in thair erode.

f Deleted in MS.

Be
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Be him that beir the croun of thorne,

I wald Santc Pavvle had nevir bene borne ;

And als I wald his buikis

Warnevir red into the kirk,

Bot amang frelrs into the mirk ;

Or revin amang the ruikis.

[^Hdrfallhe lay donun his ivaris upoun the burde.

My potent Pardonnis ye may fe.

Cum fra the Can of Tartaric

Weill feilit with efter fchellis.

Thocht ye haif no difcretioun.

Ye fall haifF full remiffioun,

With help of buikis and belHs.

Heir is a rellik, lang and braid,

Of Fynmakowll the richt chaft blade,

With teith, and all togeddir.

Of Colling IS iow heir is a home,

Foreitting of Makameillis corne

Was flane into Baquhidder.

Heir is the cordis, baith grit and lang,

Quhilk hangit Johnnie Armstrang,
Of gud hempt, foft and found :

Gud haly pepill, I ftand ford,

Quhavir beis hangit in this cord,

Neidis nevir to be dround.

The culum of St. Br yddis cow ;

The grunttill of Santt Anton is fow,

Quhilk burc his haly bell ;

f" 5 Qjiha
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Quha evir heiris this bell clink,

Gife me a duccat to the drink,

He fall nevir gang till Hell,

Withowt he be with Belliall borne.

Maifleris, trew ye that this be fcorne ?

Cum, win this pardone, cum !

Quha luvis thair vvyvis not with thair hairt,

I haif power thaine to depairt

:

Me think yow deif and dura !

Hes nane ofyow curfl wickett wyvis,

That haldisyou into Hurt and ftryvis ?

Cum, tak my difpenfatioun.

Off that cummer ] fall mak yow quyt,

Howbeid your feif be in the wyte,

And mak an fah narratioun.

Cum wyn the pardone, now lat fee.

For meill, for malt; or for money.

For cok, hen, gufe, or giyfs,

Off reliikkis heir 1 haif a hunder.

Quhy cuoi ye not ? this is a woundir :

I trow ye be not wyfs,

SCENE III.

Pardonar, Sowttar, and Sowttar's Wyfe,

SOWTTAR.

Wtlcum haine, RoBir: Rome RakarI

Our h;il} patent Pardonnar,

Gif
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Gifye haif difpenfatioun

Topairt me, and my wickit wyfe,

And me delyvir fra fturt, and llryfe;

I mak yow fupplicatioun.

Pardonar.

I fall the pairt, bot mair demand,

Sa I get money in my hand.

Thairfoir lat fe thy cunyie.

SoVVTTAR.

I half na fylvir, be my lyfe,

Bot fyve fchilling, and my fchaplng knyfe.

That fall ye haif bot funyie.

Pardonar.

Quhat kin a woman is thy wyfe ?

t

SOWTTAR.

A quick divill, Syr ; a ftorme of ftryfe.

A frog that fylis the wind.

A fiUand flagg; a flyrie fuff;

At ilka pant fche lattis a pufF,

Andhesnoho behind.

All the lang day fche me difpyttis j

And all the nicht fche flingis and fiyttys

;

Thus fleip I nevir a wink.

That cokatrice, that commoun heure,

Themekle divill ma notendture

Hirftubornes and ftink.

F 4 SowT-
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Sowttar's Wyfe.

Theif, Cairle, thy wordis I hard full Weill,

In faith my friendfchip thou fait fell,

And I the fang.

SOWTTAR.

Gif I faid ocht, Dame, be the rude.

Except ye war baith fair and gude,

God nor I hang f

Pardoner,

Fair Dame, gif ye wald be a wovvar,

To pairt yow twa I haif a powar.

Tell on, ar ye content?

Sowttar's Wyfe.

Ye, that I am, with all my halrt,

Fra that fals hurefone to depairt,

Sathat theiffwill confent.

Cauffis to pairt I haifF anew,

Becaufs I get n;i chalmer glew,

I tell you verralie.

I marvell not, fo mot I thryve,

Suppoifs that fwingeour nevir fwyvc»

He is baith cawld and dry.

Pardonnar.

Quhat wilt thovv gif me for thy parte ?

SpWT-
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Sowttar's Wyfe.

A cuppill of farkis, with all my hairt,

The bell claith in this land.

Pardonar,

To pairt fen ye ar baith content,

I fall pairt yow incontinent

:

Bot ye mon do cummand.

My decreit and my finall fentence is,******
Slip doun thy holfs, me think the carle is glaikit.

Sett thovv not by howbeid fche kift and flaikkit.

# * » * ^fr

SOWTTAR.

* * * * * 4,t

[ Here the Soiuttarfall do the lyk,

Pardonar.

Bame, pas ye to the eift end of the toun :

And pas ye waft, even lyk a cukald loun.

Go hence ye baith, with Baliall' braid blyfing !

Schyris faw yow evlr mair forrowles departing ?

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Pardonour, Wilkin.

[Heirfall his Boy Wilkin cry offthe hilly andfay :

How, Maifter, quhalr ar ye now ?

Pardonar.

I am heir, Wilkin Widdifow.

Wilkin.

ScHyr, I half done your bidding,

T^.! i half fund a grit horfs bane,

Ane farar faw ye nevir nane,

Upoun theme flefch and midding,

Schyr, ye may gar the wyffis trow.

It is ane bane of Santt Brydis cow,

Gude for the fevir tartane.

Schyr, will ye re will this rick weill,

All haill the wyvis will kifs and kneill,

Betwix this and Dumhartane.

Pardonar.

Quhat fay thay of me in the toun ?

Wilkin.
Sum fayis ye ar a very loun j

Sum faj is legatus natus :

Sum
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Sum fayis a fals Sarafene ;

And fum fayis yow ar for certane

Diabolus incarnatus.

Bot kcip ye ha fubjeftinun

Of that curfl King Correctioun ;

For be ye with him fangir,

Becaufs ye are ane Rome Rakar,

Bot dowt ye will be hanglt.

Pardonar.

Quhair fall I luge into the toun ?

WiLKYN.

With gudekind Christane Ardersowne,

Quhair ye will be Weill treittit.

Gife ony limmir yowdemandis,

Sche will defend yow with hir handis.

And womanly debaitt it.

Bawburde fayis, be the Trinitie,

That fche fall beir yow cumpany,

Quhobeid yow byd all yeir.

Pardonar.

Thow hes done weill, be Goddis moder ;
^

Tak thow the ane, and I the uder,

So fall we mak gud cheir.

Welkin.

I pray yow fpeid yow heir,

And mak na langer tarye j

Byd
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Byd ye lang thair, but weir,

I dreid your weld ye wary.

SCENE V.

Pardonar, PuIRMA^^

[Heirfall the ^eggzk ryife, and rax him, andfay ;

Quhat thing was yone, that I hard crack and cry ?

I half bene dronand, and dremand on my ky.

With my richt hand my hale body I fane ;

SanttBRYD, SanttBRYD, fend me my ky agane

!

I fe flandand yondar ane haly man,

To mak me help, lat me fe gif ye can.

Haly Maiflar, God fpeid yow, and gud morne !

Pardonar.

Welcum tome, thocht thow uor at the home.
Cum, win the pardoun, and then I fall the fane.

Peurman.

Will that pardoun get me my kye agane ?

Pardonar.

Cairle, of the ky I half na thing ado.

Cum, wyn my pardoun j and kifs my relllkkis to.

\_Heirfal the Pardon a r fane him -vjith his rclUkkis.

3 Par-
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Pardonar.

Now lowifs thy purfs, and lay doun thy ofFrand,

And thovvfall haifmy pardoun, even fra hand.

With raipis and rellikis I fall the fane ngane

;

Gravel, nor gut, thow fall nevir haif hot pane.

Now wyn the pardoun, Lymmar, or thow art loft,

Phurman,

Now, haly Maiiler, quhat fall that pardoun coH ?

Pardonar.

Lat fee quhat money thow beiris In thy bag,

Peurman.

I haifane groit heir, bundinin ane rag,

Pardonar.

Hes thow nane uder filver bot ane grote ?

Peurman.

Gifjl haif mair, Syr, cum and rype my cote.

Pardonar.

<jif me that grote, man, fen thow hes na maIr,

Peurman,

With all my hairt, Maiftar ; lo, tak it thair.

Now lat me fe your pardoun, with your leif.

Par.
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Pardonar.

A thowfand yeir ! of pardouu I the gife.

Peurman.

A thowfand yeir I will not lelf /a lang.

Delyver me ir, Maiiter ; fyne lat me gang.

Pardonar.

A thowfand yeir I lay upoun thyne held,

With totlens qiiotiens ; now mak. me no moir pleid.

Thow hes relfawit my pardoun now all reddy.

Peurman.

Bot I can fe nothing, Schyr, be our Leddy.

Forfuth, Mailler, I trow 1 be not wyifs,

To p£y, or I haif fene my merchandyifs.

That ye haifFgottyn my grote full fair I rew.

Schyr, quhidder is your pardoun blak or blew ?

Maifter, fen ye haifftane fra me my cunyie.

My merchandyfle fchaw me withowttyn fenyie.

Or to the Billhop 1 fall- pafs, and planyie,

In St. Andrusy and fummond yow to thair fenyie.

PardonnaR.

Quhat cravis thow, Caiilcf Me think, thow art not wyifs.

PtURMAN.

I crave my grote, or ellis my merchandyifs.)

Par.
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Pardonnar.

I gaif the pardoun for a thowland yeir.

Peurman.

Quhalr fall I get that pardoun, let me heir,

J'ardonnar.

Stand ilill, and I fall teil the all the ilory.

Quhen thow art deid, and gois to purgatory,

Beand condamnit to pane ane thovvfand yeir;

Than fall thy pardoun the relief, but weir.

Now be content, thou art a marvellus man.

Peurman.

Sail I get na thing for niy grote till than?

Pardonar.

That fall thow not, I mak it to the plane.

Peurman.

Na than, Maifter, glf me thy grote agane.

Quhat fay ye, Malfters ? Call )e this a gude reffoan,

Thsc he fuld promife me ane gud pardoun,

And heir relfaif my money in this fteid,

Syne mak me na payment till I be deid i

Quhen I am deid, I wait full feckerly

My filly fawl fall pafs to purgatory ;

Declair me that, now God nor Baliall bind the,

Quhen I am thalr, curfl carle, quhair fall 1 find tie?

I Mucht
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Nocht Into hevin, but rader into hell

:

Quhan thou art thair, thow can not help thy fell.

Quhen wilt thow cum, my bailis for to beit ?

Or I the find my hippis will get a belt.

Trowis thow, Bovvchoiir, that I will by blude lammis ?

Gif me my grote, the dlvill dryteon the gammis.

Pardonnar.

Swytb, fland aback j I trow this man be manglt.

Thow gettis not this grote thocht thow fuld be hangit.

Peurman.

Gif me my grote, weill bund iiutomy clout;

QrbeGoddisbreid RoBENE fall beira rowt.

[^Heir/all thayfecht togedder ; and the Peurmanfall cafi

doun the burd \ a7id cajl the rellikkis in the 'water.

INTER.
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THE SERMON OF FOLLY. «3

\_Heir endi this interlud : andfolloivi ane oyther inttrlud

of thefamyne play,

S C E N E I.

FoLLT.

Heir enteris Follt.

Gude day, my Lordis, and God fane!

Will na man bid guday agane ?

Quhan fulis ar fow, than ar thay fane.

Ken ye not me ?

Qohow call thay me ? Can ye not tell ?

Now be him that heiryit hell

I wat not how thay call myfelJ,

Bot KJf I cowd lie.

S C E N E n.

Folly, DiLicEKcfi.

Diligence.

Quhat Brybour is yone, that makkis fie beiiis I

FOLY.

The feinJ reflaif that mowth that fpeirls

!

G 2 Cud
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Gud man ga play yow amang your feiris,

With muk upoun your mow.

DlLIGENCB.

Found fulc, quhair hes thow bene fo lalt ?

FOLY.

Mary, cumand doun thruch the bony gait

;

Bot thair hes ben ane grit debaitt

Eetwix me, and ane fow.

The fow cryd gulf 1 and I to gay.

Throuch fpeid of fute I gat away.

Bot in the middis of the cawfvvay

I fell into ane midding.

She lap upoun me, with a bend.

Quhaevir tha middingis fowld amend,

God fend thame ane mifchevus end,

For that is Goddis binding.

As I war pudlie thair, God wait

;

Bot with my club I maid debait.

I fall nevir cum agane that gait,

Schir, be all hallowis.

I wald the officiaris of the toun,

That fufFcirs fie confufioun.

That ihay war harberyt with Mahoun ;

Or hangit on the gallowis.

Fy ! that fa fair a cuntre

Sowld ftand fa lang, but polletic.

I gif thaim to the diuiU hairtlic

That
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That has the wyte.

I wald the provofl wald tak in heid

Of yone middingis to mak remeid,

Quhilk patt me and the fow at feid.

Quhat man I do hot flyte ?

SCENE III.

King, Folly, Diligence.

King.

Pafs on my ferwand Diligence,

And bring yone fule to our prcfence.

Diligence.

It fal be done, bot tareing.

Folly thow mon go to the King.

Folly.

The King ?, quhat kind a thing is that?

Is yone hee with the goldin hatt ?

Diligence.

Yone fame is he : cum on thy way.

Folly.

Gif ye be king, God gifyow gud day

!

I half ane plent to mak to yow.

G 3 Kiifo,
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King.

Quhome on Foly i

FOLtY.

Mary of ane fow.

Schyr, fche hes fworne that fche fall flay me,

Or ellis hyt baith the bagflanis fra me.

GifFye beKing, fchyr, be Sanft Ann,

Ye fowld do juftice to ilk man.

Had I nocht keipit me with my club,

That fow had dround me in ane dub.

I hair fay thair is cum to the toun

Ane King callit Cor r ectioun :

I pray yow tell me quhilk is he ?

Diligence,

Yonc with the wingis : ma thow not fe ?

Folly.

Now waly faw that weill fard mow !

Schyr, I pray you corredl yone fow

;

Quhilk with hir teith, but fwerd or knyfe,

Had maift heve reft me of my lyfe.

Gif ye will not make corredioun,

Than gif me your protedlioun,

Off all fwine to be ikaithles,

Betwix this toun^ and Jnnernes,

PlLI'
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Diligence,

Hcs thow, FoLY, ane wyfe at hame ?

Folly.

Yc that I have : God fend hir fchame

!

I trow be this fche is neir deid

:

I left ane wyfe bindand hir held.

To fchaw hir feiknes I think grit fchame,

Sche hes fie rumbling in hir wame,

That all the nycht hir hairc ourcalHs

With bokking, and with hinder blaftis.

Diligence.

Paraventure fche be with bairne,

FOLLV,

Aliace ! I trow fche be forfairne,

Sche fobbit, and fche fell in fouu,

And than thai rowit hir up and doun.

Sche riftit, ruckit, and maid fic ftendis,

Sche yeild, and that at baith the endis.

Till fche had caftin a cuppill of quarts

;

Syne all tumd till a rak of * *

Sche blubbirt, bokkit, and braikit ftill

;

Hyr erfs gaid evin lyk ane wmd mill

:

Sche puft and yifkit with fic rifcis,

That verry dirt come furth with driftis

:

Sic dryfmell droggis fra hir fche fchot,

Quhill fche maid all the fleur on flot

:

G4 Ot
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Of hir hurdes fche had na hauld,

Quhill fchc had teiir.d hir monyfawld.

Diligence.

Better bring bir to the leichis heir.

FoLLy,

Trittell, trattell ! fche raa not ftelr,

Hir verry buttokis makkis fic beir.

It IkaiTis baith foil! and filly.

Sche bokkis fic baggage fra hir breifl,

Thay want na bubblis that fittis hir neill,

With ilka quhilly billy.

Diligence.

Recuverit not fche at the laft ?

Folly.

Ye, bot vvat ye weill fche fartit faft,

Yit quhen fche fichis my hairt is fairy.

Diligence.

Will fche nochc dfink i

Folly.

Ye be Sandl Mary :

A quart at iinii it will not tarey,

And leif the divill a drop.

Than fic nobbage fche layis fra hir,

About the wallis God wait fic vvaiic.

Quhcn
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Quhen all is drunken I get the to ihaire

The lykkingis of the cop.

Diligence.

Quhat is in that creill, I pray the tell ?

Folly.

iVIary, 1 haif foly hattis to fell.

iDlLIGENCE.

I pray the fell me ane, or tway.

FoLLYe

Na, tary quhill the markit day.

I will fit doun here be Santt Clune

And gif my babies thair disjone.

Cum heir gud Gukkis, my dochter deir,

Thow fall be maryit within ane yeir

Upoun ane frier of TulUelum :

Na thow art nowther deif na dum.

Cum heir Stvlty, my fone and air.

My jo, thow art baith gude and lair

;

Now fall I feid yow as I mae :

Cry lyke the gorbettis of ane kae.

Diligence.

Get up, Folly, bot tareing,

And fpeid yow haiitelly to the King.

Get up: me think the Caxlc is dum.

Folly.
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FOLLT.

Now bumbalary ; bum, bum.

Diligence.

I trow the Fouttour lyls in ane tranfs.

Get up man with a mirry mifchanfs.

Or be Sanft Dennyss of Franfs

Thow fall want thy wallatt.

Its fchame man to fe quhow thow lyis.

Folly.

Wa yit agane, now this is thryifs.

The divill worry me, and I ryifs,

Bot I fall brek thy pallat.

«• *

Hald doun your heid, ye ladroune loun !

Yone fair lafs, with the fating goun,

Garris yow thus bek and bend,

Tak thair a neidill for your lace.

Now, for all the hydingof your face,

Had ye it intill a quiet place,

Ye wald not wane to flcnd.

Thir bony anis, that ar cleld in filk,

Thay ar als wantoun as ane wilk.

I wald forbeir baith breid and milk,

To klfs thy bony lippis.

Suppois ye lulk, as ye war wreth.

War we at queit behind a claith,

5 Yc
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Ye wald nocht fpair to preve my grahh

*

Be God I ken ye weill annewch ;

Ye are fane, thochc ye :r.ak it twich.

Think ye nocht, as into the fewch,

Befyd the quarrell hoillis.

Ye wan fra me baith hoifs and fchone,

And gart me mak mowis to the mone,

And ay lap on your courfs abone

Diligence.

Thow mon be dung wi;h poillis.

Swyth, varlot ! haift 'he to the Kikg,

And lat alane thy cracling.

Lo heir is Folly, fchyr, all reddy.

A richt fweir fwiiageir, be our Leddy.

Folly.

Thow art not half fo fweir thy fell.

Quhat meinis this pulpit I pray the tell?

Diligence.

Our new bifchoppis hes maid a preichiiig:

Bot thovv hard nevir fa plefand teiching.

Yone bifchop will prelch thruch all the coft.

Folly.

Than ftryk ane hay into the poft ;

For I hard nevir, in all my lyfe,

A bifchoppe cum to preicbe in Fyft,

>

Gif
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Gif blfchoppis to be preichours leiris,

Wallaway ! quo at fall werd of freirs ?

And prellatis preiche in bruch and land,

The filly fieiiis, I undirftand,

Thay will get na mair meill nor malt;

So I dreid fieiris fall dee forfalt.

Sen fwa is that yone nobill king

Will mak men bifchoppis for preiching ?

Quhat fay ye, fyr, bald ye not beft

That I ga preiche amang the reft ?

Quhen I half preichir, on my beft wyifs.

Than w ill I fell my merchandyifs

To my bredir, and tendir maitis,

That dwellis amang the thre eftaitis;

For I haif heir gud chafFray

Till ony fule, that liftis to by.

[Heirfall FoLLY hing up his hattis upoun the fidptt,

God fen I had ane doftoris hude

!

King.

Quhy Folly : wald thow mak ane preiching r

Folly.

Ye, that I wald, fchir, be the rude,

Bot owder flattery, or fleiching.

King.

Now, bruder, let us heir yone teiching,

To pafs our tyme, and heir hym raifF.

Dili-
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Diligence.

He war far meltar in the kiching

Amang the pottis, fa Chryit me faiff.

Fond Folly, I will be thy dark.

And anfwer ay with amene.

FoLLT.

Now, at the beginning of my wark,

The feind reflkve that graceles gane.

[Heir fall Folly hegln his Sermous,

Text.

Stultorum numerus infinltuu

Salomone, the moift fapient king,

In IlVaell quhen he did ring,

Thir wordis in efFecl he did wryte,

*' The numbir of fulis ar infinyte."

I think na fchame, fa Chryft me faive,

To be ane fule amang the laive

;

Hovvbeid ane hundreth ftandis^heirby

Peranter ar as gauckit fulls as I.

I haif of my genalogy

Dwelland in every cuntry,

Erlis, Duckis, Kingis, and Emperouris,

With many gukkit con^uercuris,

Quilk dois in foly perl'eveir

;

And hes done fo this mony a yelr.

Sum feikis in warldly dignities,

And
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And fum in fenfuall vaneties

:

Quhat vailis all thair vane honourls,

Nocht beand feur to lyve twa houris ?

Sum gredy fule dois fill the box

;

Ane uder fule cumis, and brekis the lokkis,

And fpends that uthir fulls hes fpaird,

Quha nevir thocht on thame to waird.

Sum dois as thay fowld nevir dee.

Is not this foly, quhat fay ye ?

Sapientia hujus mundi rfljiultitia apud Deunti

Becaufs thair is fa mony fulis,

Rydand on horfs, and fum on mulis,

Heir I haifFbrocht gud chaffry

Till ony fule that likkis to by.

And fi:)ecially for the thre flaitis:

Quhar I half mony tendir maitis

Quhllk gart thame gang, as ye ma fe.

Backwart thruche all the cuntre.

With my cramery gif ye lift mell

;

Heir I half foly hattis to fell.

Quhomfor is this hatf, wald ye ken ?

Mary for infaciable merchand men.

Qiihen God hes fend thame habundance,

Ar nocht content with fufficeance,

Bot fajlis into the ftormy blaftis

In winter, to getgritrar caftis,

Jn mony terribil grit torment,

Agains the afls of parliament,

Suiitini
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Summ tynis their geir, and Aim ar drownd j

With this fic merchands fuld be cround.

Diligence.

Quhom to myndis thow to fell that hude ?

I trow to fum grit man of gude.

FOLLT,

This hude to fell richt fane I wald

To him that is baith awld and cald,

Reddy to pafs till Hell or Heven

;

And hes fair bairnis fex, or feven^

And is of aige fourfcoir of yelr

;

And takkis a lafs to be his peir,

Quhilk is not fourtene yeirs of aige,

And bindis with hir in marriage ;

Glfand hir treft that fche not wald

Richt heftilly mak him cuckald.

Quha mareis, beand fa neir deid.

Sett on this hatt upoun his heid.

Diligence.

Quhat hude is that, tell me I pray the ?

Folly.

This is ane haly hude, I fay the.

This hude is ordaind, I the afleur,

For fpirituall fulis that takkis in cure

The fawlis of grit dioceis.

And regiment of grit abbafleis,

Far
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For greidynes of wardly pelf,

That can not juftly gyd thaimfelf.

XJder fawllis to faive it fettis thame weill.

Syne fendis thair ane fawl to the Deill.

Quhaever dois fo, thus I conclude,

Upoun his held fet on this hude.

Diligence.

Folly, is thair ony fie men

Now in the kirk, that thow can ken f

How fall I ken thame ?

Folly.

Na keip that clofs

:

Ex fru^ihui eorum cn^nefcitis eos.

And fules fpeik of the prellacie,

It will be halden hereiie.

King,

Spelk on, Folly, Igiftheleif.

Folly,

Than haif I remillioun in my fleif.

Will ye leif me to fpeik of Kingis ?

King.

Ye: hardelly fpeik of allkin thingis;

Folly.
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Folly.

Conformand to my firft narratioun,

Ye arall fulis, be Goddis paffioun.

Diligence,

Thow leis ! I trow the fule be mangit.

Folly.

Gif I be God nor thow be hangif.

For I haif heir, I to the tell,

Ane nobill kaip imperiell,

Quhilk is not ordanit for dringls,

Bot for Duikis, Empriouris, andKingig;

For princely, and iniperiall tulis.

Thay fowld haif luggis als lang as mulls.

The pryd of princls, withowttyn fail),

Garris all the warld rin top our taill.

To wyn thame warldly gloir and gude,

Thay care not fchedding Ctiflin blude.

Quhat cummer haif we had in Scotland

Be our awld ennemeis of Rnglatid?

Had not bene the fupport of France,

We had bene brocht to grit myfchance.

Now I heir fay the empriour

Schaipis for to be ane conquerour.

And is movand his ordinance

Agains the nobill King of France.

Bot I knaw not his juft querrell,

That he hes for to mak battell

;

Vol. U. H ' All
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All th* princis of Allmanyie^

Spaiiyie, Flandeirisy and Italle^

This prefent yeir ar all on flocht.

Sum will thair wagis find deir bocht;

The palp, with bombard, fpeir, and fcheild,

Hes fend his army to the fcild.

Sant Petir, St. Paule, nor St. Andrew,

Rafit nevir fie ane oift I trow.

Is this fraternall cheretie i

Or furius foly ? quhat fay yow ?

Thay leird not this at ChryiVis fculis,

Thairfoir I think ihame verry fulls.

I think it foly> be Goddis modder,

Ilk Criftin prince to ding doun uder,

Becaufs that this hatt fovvld belang thame,

Ga thow and parte it richt amang thame.

The profef) , vvlthowttyn weir,

Off Marling beis compleit this yeir:

For my gutidame, the Gyrecarling

Leird me ihis profefie of Marling,

Quhairof I fliall fchaw the fentence,

Gif ye will g'f me avvdience.

P/a«, frar^ ^cju.gint^ fimid ipfam virihus wgftit.

Dam vaftabuut : Fullances bella parabunt

:

Sit ttbi nrme>i in a,

Mulier caccavit in olla.

Hoc apuium comcJes,

Diligence.

Mary, that is ane evill land mefs!

Folly.
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Folly.

So be this profefy planely it appelris,

That mortall weir fall be amang the freiris

;

That thay fall not weill knaw into thair cloyifteris

To quhome that thay fall fay thair pater nofteris.

Wald thay fall to, and fecht with fpeir and fcheild.

The divill mak cair quhilk of thame tynt the feild!

Now of my fermoun I half maid an end :

ToGiLLY MowBAND I you recommcnd.

And als I you befeik richt hairttully,

Pray tor the fawle of gud kae kappetie,

Qyha lately dround himfelfinto Lochkvin ;

That his fweit fawle may be aboif in hevin.

Finis of this Interlude,
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Flattery, Deceit, and Falsehood,

miflead King Humanity.
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FLATTERY, DECEIT, &c. loj

An uthir Interlude,

Heir enUrisYLAT TRY, neto /andit ozvt of Fvnwce; and

Jiormefteid at the May,

SCENE I.

Flattery.

Mak rowm, firs ! heir that I may rin.

Lo fee how I am new com in,

Begarcit all in fundry hewis.

Lat be your din, till I begin,,

And I fall tell you of my newis, • •

Throw all lealmes Chriftin I half paft ;

And am cum heir now at the lafl

Stormefteid be feiny fen yule day.

Thar .ve war fane till hew our maft.

Not half a mylc beyond the May.

Bot now amang ye I will remanc ;

Ipurpoifenevir till failagane,

To put myftlf in chance of watter

:

Was nevir fene fie wind and rane,

Nor of fchipmen fic clitrer darter.

Sum bad liaill ; fum bad (land by

;

On fleirburde ! how ! allufF! i''§ fy !

Qyhil a'l the raipis began to raltill

:

Was nevir wy fa fleid as I

H 4 Quhen
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Quheii all the faills plaid brittill brattill.

To fe the vvawis it was a wounder;

And wound that raif the failis in fchunder;

Bot I lay braikand lyk a brok.

And fchot fa fall; r.bove and under.

The divill durft not cnm neir ray dok.

Now am I chaipit fra that fray.

Quhat fay you fyr ? am I not gay ?

Ken ye not Flattry your awin fule ?

That yeid to mak this new array.

Was I not heir with yow at yule ?

Yis, be my faith, I think on Weill.

Quhair ar my fallowis ? that wald I feill

:

We fowld haif cumin heir for a cait.

How I Falsat, how !

SCENE IL

Flattery, Falset,

Falset.

Wa ferve the divill

!

Quhas that cryis for me fa fall?

Flattry,

Quhy, brudir Falset ; knawis thow not me?
I am thy brudir Flattrib,

Falsat.
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Falsat.

Now wekum, be the Trinitie.

This melting cumis for gude.

Now lat me braifs the in myne armes

;

Quhen freindis melds, hairtis warmis.

Quod JoHNiE that frody fade.

How hapnit thow into this place ?

Flattry.

Now, be my fawle, bot evin be cace

I come in fleipand at the port,

Orevir I wift araang this fort.

Quhair is DissAiT, that lymmlr loun r

Falsat.

I left him drinkand in the toun :

He will be heir incontinent.

Flattry.

Now, be the haly Sacrament,

Tha tydanis comfortis all my hairt.

1 vvat DissAiT will tak ane pairt

;

He is richt crafty, as ye ken.

And counibuUer to the merchand men.

Lat us ly ftill balth heir, and fpy,

Gif we perfaif him cumand by.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Flatterie, Falset, Dissait.

Heirfall Dissait entir,

Bongeur, bruder, with all'my hairt!

Heir am I cum to take your pairt

Baith into gude and evill.

I met Gude Counsale be the way,

Quha pot me in ane felloune fray.

I gife him to the divill#

Falsatt.

How chappit yow, I pray the tell?

Dissait.

I flippit in ane fowll bordell.

And hid me in ane hovvbirdis bed :

Bot fuddenly hir fchankis I fched,

With hochurhudy amang hir howis

:

God wait gift" we maid mony movvis.

How cum ye heir, I pray yow tell me ?

Fallsett.

Mary feikand King Human itie.

Dis.
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DiSSAIT.

Now, be the gud lady that did me beir.

That famyne horfs is my awin meir.

Now till our purpoifs lat us ga.

Quhat is your counfiile, I pray yow fa?

Sen we thre feikis yone nobill King,

L.at us devyifs fum fubtell thing

:

And als I pray yow, as your brudir.

That we be ilk ane trew till uder.

I mak ane vow, with all my hairt.

In evill and gude till tak your pairt;

J pray to God nor I be hangit,

Bot I fall dye or ye be wrangir.

Falsat.

Quhat is your counfale that we do ?

DiSSAIT,

Mary this is my counfale, lo.

Till tak owr tyme quhill we may get it,

For now thair is na man to let it

;

Fra tyme the King begin to fteir him,

Gude Coxjnsale than I dreid cum neir him.

And be we knawin with Correctioun',

It will be our confufioun.

Thairfor now brether devyifs

To find fum toy of the nsw gyifs,

FiAT-



io8 FLATTERY, DECEIT, AND FALSEHOOD,

Flattry,

Mary, I fall find ane thowfand vvylls.

We mon turne our claithis, and change our ftylis,

And difagyifs us that na man ken us.

Hes na man clerkis cleiching to lend us ?

And lac us keip grave countenance,

As we war new cummin owt of France.

DiSSAIT.

Be my fawle that is weill davyifit.

Ye fall fe me fone diffag} ifit.

Falset.

So fall I be, man, be the rude.

Now fum gude fallow len me ane hude.

[_Heir/all Flat TRY help his tiva marroivis,

DiSSAIT.

Now am I b'jfkit quba can fpy ?

The divill ftik me git this be 1

!

Is this I, or nocht, I can vow not fay;

Or hes the feind, or fairfolk, borne me away ?

Falsett,

And war my hair up in ane how,

The feind a man vvald ken me now.

Quhat fayis thcw of my gay garmoua ?

DiSSAIT,

I fay thcw lukis evin I}k a loun.

Now, bruder Fl * T TK y, quh.it do ye ?

Quhat kind a man fchaip ye to be ?

Flat*
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Flattry.

Now be my faith, my bruder deir,

I will ga counterfcite the freir.

DiSSAITT.

A freir ! quhairto ? thow cannot preiche.

Flattry.

Quhat rak ? bot I can flatter and fieiche

:

Peraventur cum to that honour

To be the King's ConfefTour.

Peur frcirs ar fre at every feft,

And mercheliit ay amang the bef},

AIs God has lent to thame lie gracis,

That bifchoppis puitis thamc in their places,

Owt-thruche thair dyecds to pre'.che,

Bot farly not howbeid they fleichej

For fchaw thay all the veretic,

Thaill want the bifchoppis cheretie.

Yit thocht the corn be nevir fa fcant,

Gud wyvis will nevir lat freirs want

:

For quhy, thay ar thair confeffouris,

Thair prudent heven'y counfallouris.

Thairfoir wyvis planely takkis thair pairtis.

And fchawis the fecretis of thair hairtis

To freirs with better will, I trow,

Nor thay do to thair bedfallow.

DissAir.

And I reft anis a freiris cowll.

Betwixt St. Johnjioune and KynnoivU.

I fall ga fetche ir, gif thou wilt tary.

Flat-
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Flattry,

Now play me that of cumpanary :

Ye faw him notht this hundreth yeir,

That beuir can cuntirfeit the freir,

DiSSAlT.

Heir is thy ganenyng, all and fura

:

This is the cow 11 of CulUelum,

Flattry.

Quha hes an porteris to len me ?

The feind a fawie I trew will ken me.

Falset.

Bruder, pafs on quhairevir thow will

;

Thow may be fallow to freifGiLL.

Bot with CoRRiiCTiouN andwebekend,

I dreid we mak a fchamefuU end.

FtATTRY.

For that mater I dreid na thing.

Freiris ar exemit fra the king,

For fn its will reddy enrrefs get.

Falsat.

We mon do mair yit, be Santt James ;

For we mon chenge all ihre our names.

Criflin me, and I fall bapteifs the.

DiSSAIT.

Be God aiid thairabout mot it be.

How will thow call me I pray the tell ?

Fal-
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Falsett.

Mary, I wat not how to call myfell,

DlSSAIT.

Bot yit anis name the bairnis name.

Falset.

DiscRETiouN, DiscRETiouN, a Goddls name.

DiSSAIT.

I neid not now to cair for thrift.

Boi quhat fall be my Godbairne gift ?

Falset,

I gif the all the divillis of hell.

DiSSAlT.

Na, bruder, hald that to thy fell.

Now lit doun, lat me bapfyifs. the :

Bot yit I wat not quhat to call the.

Falsat.

I pray the name the bairnis name.

DiSSAIT.

Sapience, Sapience, a goddis name.

Flattry.

Bruder Dyssait, cum bapteifs me.

DisSAIT.

Than fit doun lawly on thy knee.

Flat-
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Flattry.

Now, bruder, name the balrnis name.

DiSSAIT,

Devotioun, in the divills name.

Flattry,

The divili reflalf the ladroime loun !

Thow hes wet all my new fchevin croun.

Dyssait.

DEvorrouN, Sapience, and Discretioun,

We thre may rewill a haill regioun.

We fall find meny crafty thingis

For to begyle ane hundreth kingis.

For thow fait cr.ik ; and thow fait clatter :

And 1 fall fenyic : and thow fall flattir.

Flattry,

Bot I wald haifF, or we depairtit,

A drink to mak us bettir heartit,

Dissait,

Weill faid, be him that heryit hell

:

I was evin thinkand that myfell.

[Hfir fall thay drink ; and the King fall cum forth of

bii Chalrmry andcallfor Wautonhes.

Now till we get the kingis prefence,

We will fit doun, and keip fylence,

I fe ane yunder, quhatevir he be.

I trow full Weill yone fame is he,

2 Steir
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Steir nocht, bruder, bot hald us ftill,

Till we haif hard quhat be his will.

SCENE IV.

King, Wantones, Hamlines, Danger, Solaci.

[Kf/r the king has henenvith his Ciincuhyne-t and thairefter

returns to hisyung Cutnpany.

King.

Now quhair is Placebo, and Sollace ?

Quhair is my menyeoun Wan tonnes ?

Wantones, how ! cum to me fone.

Wantones.

Quhy cryd ye, fchyr, till I had done ?

KiKO.

Quhat was thow doand, tell me that ?

Wantones.

Mary, leirard how my fader me gat.

I wait not how itftandis, bot dowt;

Methink the warld rynnis round abowt.

Vol. II. I Kino.
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King,

And fo think I man, be my thrift,

I fe fyiftene moins into the lift.

Wantores,

Lat Hamelines my lafs allane;

Sche bendyt up aye twa for ane.

Hamelines;

Howbeid ye gat quhat ye defyrit,

Or I was temprit, ye was tyrit.

Denger,

And as for Placebo and Sollace,

I hald thame baith in mirrenesj

Howbeid I maid it fumething tewch,

I fand thame chalmer glew anevvch.

; Sollace.

Mary thow wald gar ane hundrcth tyre,*******
Denger.

Now fowll fall yow ! It is na bourdis

Befoir the King to fpeik fouell wordis.

Or evir ye cum that gate agane.

To kifs my clafFye fall be fane.

SoL<
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SOLLACE.

Now fchaw me, fyr, I yow exhort

How ar ye of your luve content ?

Think ye not this ane mirry fport ?

King.

Ye that I do in verement.

Quhat bairnis ar yone upon the bent i

I did not fe thame all this day.

VVantones.

Thay will be heir incontinent.

Stand flill ; and heir quhat thay will fay.

SCENE V.

King, &c. Flattery, Falset, Dissait.

[Heirfall the thre Vvcis cum^ and mak thairfalutatioun

to the Y^iinGy andfayy

Laud, honor, gloir, triumph, and viftorie,

Be to your moili;xcellent Majeftie.

I i KlNC«
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King.

Ye ar welcum, gud freindis, be the rude.

Apperendly ye feme grit men of gude.

Quhat ar your namis tell me withowt dellay ?

DiSSAlT.

DiscRETiouN, fyr, that Is my name perfay.

King.

Quhat is your name, fyr, with the cllpplt croun ?

Flattry.

But dowt my name is callit Devotioun.

King.

Welcum Devotioun, be Sandl Jame.

Now Sirrah tell quhat is your name i

Falsett,

Mary, thay call me, quhat call thay me f

I wat not Weill, but gif I lie.

Klli€.

Can thow not tell quhat is thy name ?

Falset,

I kend it, or I cam fra hame.
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King*

Quhat aillis the can not fchaw it now ?

Falsat.

Mary, thay call me Thyn Drink I trow.

King.

l^hyn Drink ! quhat kin a name is that ?

DrssAiT.

Sapience thow fervis to beir a platt;

Me ^ink thow fchawis the not weill wittit.

Falsat.

SyPYMS, Syr, Sypynis ; mary thair ye hit it.

Flattry.

Syr, gif ye pleifs to lat me fa,

Forfuth his name is Sapiemtia.

Falset.

That fame is it by St. Michaell.

King.

Quhy cowld thow not tell thy name thy fell ?

I 3 Fal»
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Falset.

I pray your grace to pardone me.

And I fall fchavv rhe verretle

;

I am fa fuil of Sapience,

That famtyme I will tak a trance

;

My fpreit was reft fra my body

Now heicli abone the Trinitie.

King.

Sapience fowld be ane man of gude.

Falset.

Sir ye may knaw that be my hude.

King.

Now ba'ife I Sapience and Discretioun,

Quhow can I faill to rewill this regioun ?

And DevotioUn to be my confellour,

I trow thir thre cum in a happy hour.

Heir I mak the my Secretar

;

And thow fall be my Thefawrar;

And thou fait be my Counfallour,

In fpirituall thingis to be Confeflbur.

Flattry.

Soverane, I fweir yow be Santt Ann,

Ye met nevir with an vvyfar man j

Mony



MISLEAD KING HUMANITIE. 119

Mony a craft, Syr, I can,

War thay weill knawn,

I haifF na feill of Flattry,

Bot fefterit with philofophy,

A rtrange man in Aftronomy,

Quhilk fhall be fone fchavvn.

Falsat.,

And I haif grit intelligence

In quelling of the quyntacence ;

Bot to preve my experience

Syr lend me fourty crownis,

To mak multiplication

;

And tak my obligatioun,

Gif vve mak fals narratioun,

Hald us for very lovvnis.

DiSSAIT,

Schyr, I ken be your phifnomye,

Ye fall conqueifs, or ellis I lye.

Drunken Denmark, and all Allmane,

Spittelfeild, and the realme of ij6<2«.

Ye fall haif at your governance

Renfrenv, and the Realme of France
;

Ye Kngling^ and tht town oi Rume ;

Cprftorphine., and all ChrilHndome.

Qj_ihairio, Syr, be the Trinitie,

Ye ar an very A fer/e.

I 4 Fiat-
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Flattry,

Syr, quhen I dwelt in Italy

I leirit the craft of palmeftry.

Schaw me the luffe, Syr, of your hand,

And I fall gar yovv undirftand

Gif your grace be unfortunat,

Or gif ye be predeftonat.

I fee ye will haif fyiftene quenis.

And fyiftene fcoir of cuncubynis.

Now the Virgin Mary falf your grace,

Saw evir man fa quhyt a face ?

Svva grit ane arme, fa fair ane hand ?

Ihair is not fic ane leg in all this land.

War ye in harnefs I think na wonder,

Howbeid ye dang doun twenty hunder,

DiSSAIT.

Be my fawie that Is trew thow fayis.

Was nevir man fet fa weill his clais;

Thair is na man in Chriftianitie

So meit to be ane King as ye.

Falset.

Syr, thank the Haly Trinitie

That fend us to your cumpany ;

For God nor I gaip in ane gal'.owis,

Gif evir ye fand thre bettar fallowis,

I King*
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King.

Ye ar all welcum, be the rude,

Ye feme to be thie men of gude.

Finis of this. Interlude^ andpairt ofplay : hetreftir

fall Gude Counsall appeir^ and fall he

boflit atvay; and Lady Che tetie and Ve-

V.^TiE fall be put in fiokkis : aWSensua-

L 1 T I E fallgyd theyung kingfor a time.

INTER-





INTERLUDE VI.

The three Vices overcome Truth

AND' Chastity.



Personj.

King Human I TIE.

DiSSAIT.

Flattery.

Falset.

gude counsal.

Veretie.

Spiritualitie,

Chestetie.

Diligence.

Sollace.

Sensualitib.
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INTERLUDE VI.

SCENE I.

KiNC, DissAiT, Flattery, Falsat,

GUDE CoUNSAl,

King,

Eot quha Is yone that flandls fa ftill ?

Go fpy, and fpeir quhat is his will

;

And gif he yairnis my prefence,

Bring him to me with diligence.

Dyssait.

That fall be done, be Goddls breid

!

We fall him bring, owder J^uick or deld.

Flat-
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Flattry.

I dreld full foir, be God himfell.

That yone awld Carle be Gud Counsall*

Get he anis to the kingis prefence.

We thre wUl get na audience.

DiSSAIT.

That mater fall I tak in hand.

And fay it is the kingis cummand.

That he anoae devoyd this place.

And cum not neir the kingis grace ;

And that undir the pane of trefluune.

Flattry*

Bruder, I think that counfall renbiie.

Now lat us heir quhat he will fay.

Awld berdit mowch ! gude day I gude day I

GuDE COUNSALL.

Gude day agane, Syr, be the rude

;

1 pray God mak yow men of gude.

DissAir.

Pray not for that to Lord, or Leddy.

For we ar men of gude allreddy.

Schyr, fchaw till us quhat is your name ?

Gv:!'
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GUD COUNS ALE.

GuD CouNSALL thay call me at hame.

Falsett,

Quhat fayis thow Carle? art thow Quo Counsall?

Swyth pafs the hence, unhappy unfale

!

Gut) COUNSALE,

I pray yow, Syr, gif me licence

To cum anis to the kingis prefence.

To fpeik hot thre wordis with his grace.

Flattry.

Swyth, hurfone Carle, devoid this place.

GUD CoUNSALL,

Broder, I ken yow weill enewch,

Howbeid ye mak it never fa tewch :

Flattry, DissAiT, and Fals Report,

Thay will not fuffer to refort

GuD CouNSALE to the Kingis prefence.

DiSSAIT,

Swyth, hurfone Carle, ga pak the hence.

' [Heir/all thay hurle aiuay Gude CouftJaUe*

Gude Counsal,

Sen at this tyme I can get na prefence,

Is no remeid bot tak in pacience.

Howheld
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Howbeid Gude Counsall heftely be not hard,

With yung Princis yit fowid thay not be fkard

;

Bot quhen yowthheid hes blawn his wantoun blaft.

Than fall GuD Counsall rewill him at the laft.

SCENE II.

FlaTTRY, FaLSAT, DlSSAlT,

Heirfall the thre Vyci s pa/s to ant Connfall,

Flattry.

Now quhill GuD Couxs all is abfenr,

Eredir, we mon be diligent

;

And mak betwix us four bandis,

Quhen vacains follis in ony landls,

That every man fall help his fallow.

DiSSAIT.

I hald, deir bruder, be all hallow :

So thow fifche not wiihin oar boundis.

Flattry.

That fall I not, be cokkis woundls,

Bot I fall planely tak your paiicis.

Falset.
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Falset.

So fall we thyne, with all our hairtis,

Bot haift us quhill the King is yung,

And lat iik man kcip welil a tung,

And in ilk quarter haif a fpy,

Us till adwertyifs heftelly

Qahen ony cawfualities

Sail happin in our ciintries ;

And lat us mak provifioun.

Or he cum to difcretioun,

No moir he wat now, nor ane Santt,

Quhat thing it is to haife of want.

Or he cum to his perfed aige.

We fall be fekir of our waige,

And than lat ilk ane carle travel uthir,

DiSSAIT.

Thar mowth fpeik maI^, my awin deir bruthir.

Vol, IL K SCENE
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SCENE iir.

Veretie, DissAiT, Flattry, Falset.
1

[Hdr/all Ve r e t I e entir, andpafs to hir place
;
qnhalr

ShATTKYfallfpy hir lultbfiir*

Veritie.

Gif men of me vvald haif intilligence,

Or knaw mv name, thav call me Veritie.

Off Chryllis law I haif experience;

And hes ouifalit mony flormy fee.

Now am I feikand King Humanitie,

For of his grace I haif gud experance,

Fra tyme that he acquantit be with me ;

His heich honour and gloir I fall avance.

DiSSAIT.

SanBe Pater ! quhalr haif ye bene ?

Declair to us of yowr novellis.

Flattry.

Thair is new licht on the grene

Dame Veritie, be buikis and bellis.

Bot cum fche to the Kings preftnce,

Thair is na bute for us to byde,

Thairfoir I rid us all ga hence.

Falskt.
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Falset.

That will we notyit, be Santc Bryde. :

Bot we fall owdir gang, or ryde,

To Lordis of Splruualitie,

And gar thame trow yone bag of pryde

He« fpokin manifell herefie.

{Heir the Vycis gais to the Spiritual Eftait ^ end lyis

jtpnn Veretie, defiring hir to be fut in capti'vitie^

quhilk is done nuith diligence,

Flattry.

Quliat bulk is that, harlor, into thy hand ?

Owt Walloway ! this is the New Teilamenc

In Inglh tung, and printit in Ligland.

Herefy, Herefy, fyre, fyre, incontinent!

Veretie.

Furfuih, frelnd, ye haif ane wrang jugement,

For in that buik thair is na herefie,

Bot Chriftis word, richt dulce and redolent.

And fpreingand weill of lincere veretie.

DiSSAlT.

Cum on your way, for all your yallow lokkis.

Your wantone wordis but dowt ye fall repent.

This nicht ye fall bedryt ane pair of ftokkis.

And fyne the morne be brocht to judgement.

Veretie.

For Chriftis faik 1 am richt weill content

To futfeir all tiling that fall pleifs his grace ;

K a Ho'.vbei^i
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Howbeid ye put a thowfand to torment,

A hundreth thowfand fall ryifs in their place.

[_Heir/aIl Wexetie Jit donun on hir kneis, and/eg s

Get up, thow fleipis all to lang, O Lord !

And mak ane reflbnable reformatioun

On thame quhilk dois tramp doun thyne hevenly word

;

And hes ane deidly indignatioun

At thame quhilk makis trew narratioun.

Suffer thame not moir to be molleil.

Lord ! I mak the fupplicatioun,

"With thyne unfreindis lat me not be oppreft,

1 haif no moir to fay.

FlATTRY,

Sit down, and tak yovv rell

All nic'ht, till it be day.

DiSSAlT.

My Lordis, we haif with diligence

Bucklit Weill up yone bladdrand baird,

Spritualitie,

I think ye farve fum recbmpenfe

;

Tak thair ten crownis for your rewaird.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Chestitie, Diligence.

[Heirfall entir Chestitie, and/ay ;

Quhow long fall this inconftant warld endure,

That I fould baneifl be fa lang I Allace !

Few cewratouris or none tak of me ceure,

Quhilk garris me mony nichtlsly hairteles.

Thocht I half paft all nicht from place to place

Amang the temporall, and sprituall, estaitis,

Nor amang Prinds, I can get na grace;

Bot boufteoufly am haldin at thair yaittis.

Diligence.

Lady, I pray yow fchaw to me your name

;

It dois me noy your lamentatioun.

Chaistetie.

My friend, quharof I neid not think na fchame,

DameCHESTETiE, baneifl: frame toun totoun.

Diligence.

Than pafs to ladies of religioun,

Quha makkis thair vow to obferve Cheftetie,

Lo quhar thair fittis ane Priores of renoun,

Amang the reft of Spritualitie,

K 3 iHelr
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[Heir fallfche pafs to the haill SpRITUAL EstaIT 3

andjcbeJail not be rejfavjtt^ hot put away.

Diligence.

Madame, quhat ^arrjs yow gang fa lair,

Tell me how ye haif done dcbaic,

With Temporal^ and Sprituall Stait,

Quha did yow maift kyndnes ?

Chestetie.'

In faith I far.d hot ill, and war;

That gart me Hand from thame afar,

Evin lyk a beggjr at the barr.

And flemit memoir and lefs.

DlLICENCE,

1 counfale yow, bottareing,

Pafs till HuMANiTiE the king,

Perchance he of his Grace benyng,

Will mak to yow fupporr.

Chestetie.

Of your counfale I am content

To pafs to him incontinent

;

And my fervice till him prefent,

In hop of fum confoi t.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

King, Sensualitie, Solace, Dissait, Sec,

Chestitie, Veretie.

SOLLACE.

Soverane, get up, and fe ane hevenly ficht,

A fair lady in quhyt abilyement.

Sche may be peir to any king or knycht,

MoiH lik ane angell be my jugement.

Sensualitie.

Now lat me fe, quhat this matter may mene ;

Perchance that 1 may ken hir be hir face.

Bot dowt this is Dame Chestetie I wene.

Sh) r, fche and I ma not byd in a place :

Bot gif it be the plefour of your grace

That I remane into your cumpany,

Than this woman richt heflelly gar chace.

That fche be no moir fene in this cuntre.

King.

As evir ye pleifs, fvveithairt, fo fall it be.

Dilpone hir as ye think expedient ;

;

Evin as ye lift to lat hir leif or de ;

I willreferr to yow that judgement.

K4 Sen-
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Sensualitie.

Pa fs on than, Sapience and Discretioun,

And banelfs hir out of the kings prefence.

Diss A IT,

Madame, that fall we do. be Gnddis paffioun.

We fall do your cummand with diligence.

And at your hand ferve gviclly recompence.

Dame Cheste TIE, cum on, be nocht agafl;

We fall richt fone upi^un your awn expence

Into the flokkis your bony feir male fait.

[Heir /all thay i&ar/e Chestetie to the JloWii \ and

/che/allfay,

I pray you, Syr, be patient,

For I fall be obedient

Till do quhat ye cumand,

Sen I fe thair is no remeid j

Howbeid it war to fuffer deid.

Or flemd out of the land.

I wyt the Empriour Constantyne

That 1 am put to fic rewyne.

And banefit from the Kirk.

For fen ye maid the Palp a king

In Rome I cowld get na lugeing

Bot hyde me in the mirke,

Bot Lady Sensualitie

Senfyne hes gydit that cuntre

And mekle of the reft.

And
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And now fche rewllis all this land

And hes deredit hir cummand

That I fovvld be oppreft.

Bot all cumms for the befl

To thame that lovis the Lord ;

Thocht I be now oppreft

I treift 10 be reftord.

[Heir/all thay put hir in the ftohkis : and fche fall faj

to Veretie,

Syfter, allace this is a tairfull cace,

That we with Piincis fa fowld be abhord.

Veretie.

Be blytli, Syfter, I treift within fchoit fpace

That we fal be richt honorablie reftord ;

And with the King we fall be at concord.

For I heir tell Divyne CoRRECTiouN *

Is now landid, thankit be God our Lord,

J wait he will be our prote£lioun.

Finis of thii Interlude,

Ane proclamaticun to le tane in eftirvjart ofthe Parliament.

[Pazt





[Part II. of tee Play *.]

INTERLUDE VII.

The Parliament of Cor.nECTioJc,

See the Prologue next following.
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King Humanitie.
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DiSSAlT.
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Veritie.

Cuestetif.
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Sarjantes.
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INTERLUDE VII.

PROLOGUE.

Heirfall Mfpngir DiLiGENCEy^ .*

At the cumand of King Hum anitie

I warne and charge all Memberis of Parliament,

Baith Sprituall Stait, and Temporalitie,

That to his Grace thay be obedient

;

And fpeid thame to the Court incontinent,

In gud order arrayit ryally.

Quho beis abfent, or inobedient,

The kingis difplefour thay fall underly.

And als I mak yow exortatioun,

Sen ye half haird the firft pairt of our play,

To tak ane drink, and mak collatioun :

Ilk man drink to his marrow I yow pray.

Tary nocht lang ; it is lait of the day :

Lat fum drink aill : and fum the cleret wyne.

Be grit Doftouris of Phefick I heir fay

That michty drink confortis a dull ingyne.

Ibii ver/s tikit quhilk is in tbtjirji froclamatmn*

Prudent Pepill, I pray yow all,

Tak na man grief in fpeciall,

7 Fm
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For we fail fpeik in general,

For paftyme, be my fay.

Thairfoir til} that owr rymes be rung

And owr niiftonat fangis be fving

Lat every man kelp weill a tung

And every woman tway.***********
* * * * * M^*****
* * * I pray yow,

For that is even anewch to llay yow ;

Becaufs thair is to cum I lay yow

The belt pairt of our play.

SCENE I.

King Correction's Boy.

\_Htir/aU Entir CoRRECTI0^f'3 Variety for

PiEFORMATIOUN, aiidfaj;

Syrs, fland abak, and hald yow coy ;

I am the King Correction's Boy,

Cum heir to dreifs his place.

Se that ye mak obedience

Unto his nobill E.\-cellence,

Fra time ye fe his face.

I For
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For he makkis reformatiouuis

Owt thruch all CriftJn nationis,

Quhair he findis grit debaitis.

And, la far as I undirftand,

Ke fall reforme into this land

AUtheTHRE ESTAITIS.

God furth of hevin he hes him fend.

To puneifs all that dois offend

Unto his Majcftie

;

As evir him lill to t;.k vengeance,

Sumtyme with fwerd and peftilence.

With derth and powcrtie.

Bot quhen the Pepill dois repent,

And beis to God obedient.

Than will he gif thame grace :

Bot thay that will not be corre>5tit,

Richt feddanly will be direait,

And flemid far from his face.

For fylence I proteft

Off Lord, Laird, and Leddy J

Now will I run but reft,

And'"tdl that all is reddy.

SCENE
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SCENE 11.

DissAiT, Flattry, Falset.

DiSSAlT.

Bruder, hard ye yone Prodamatioun ?

I dreid full fair for reform ATIou^f,

Yone mefTage makis me mangit.

Quhat is your Counfale to me tell ?

Reraane we heir, be God him fell.

We will all thre be hangit.

Flattry.

T will ga to Sfirtualitxe,

And preiche owt thruche his Dyocie,

Quhar I will be unknawin.

Or kelp me cloife into fum cloiler.

With many petious pater noiler.

Till all the boift be blawin.

DiSSAIT.

I will be tretitt as ye ken

With all my maifters the Marchand Men,

Quhilk can mak fmall debait.

Ye ken rycht few of thame that thryves,

Or can begyle the laaidwart wyvts,

Botme thair man Dissait.

Now Falsat quhat fall be thy chlft ?

Fai..
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Falsat.

Na cair thou not, man, for my thrift;

Trow thou that I be daft ?

Na I will leif a lufly lyfe,

Withowttyn ony Hurt or fir) fe,

Amang the Men of Craft.

Flattrt.

I will remane na mair befyd yow.

I counfal yow richt weill to gyd yow

:

Byd nocht upoun CorrectioItn^

Fairweill ! I will na langar tary.

1 pray the alreche Quene of Farjr

To be your protedtioun.

DlSSAIT.

Falsat, I wald we maid ane Band,

Now qvihill the King is found fleipand

Quhat rax to fteill his Box.

Falsat,

Na Weill faid, be the Sacrament,

That n I do incontinent,

Thocht it had twenty lokkis.

[Heirfall thayfteill the Kingis hox,

Lo heir the Box ! now lat us ga

:

This may fufFyce for our rewardis.

Vol. 11. L Dissait.
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DiSSAITr

Ye, that It may, man, be this day

It may weill mak us landward Lairdls,

Now latt us call: away thir Clayifs,

In dreid fum follow on the Chace,

Falsat.

Richt weilldevyfit, be Sr. Blais.

Wald God we war out of this place

!

[^Heir/all they cqfi away their Counterfiit Claii*

DiSSAIT.

Now fen thair is no man to vvrang us,

I pray yow, Bruder, with all my hairt,

Latt us now pairt this pelf amang us

;

Syne heftelly lat us depairt.

Falsat,

Trowis thow to get as mekill as I ?

That fall thow not : I Hall the box,

Thow did nothing but luik it by.

And lurkit lik a wily fox.

DiSSAlT.

Thy heid fall beir a cuppill of knokkis,

Pelour, withowt I get my pairt.

Swyth, hurfone fmaik, ryve up the lokkls.

Or I fall Itik the thruche the hairt.

\HeirJall thay ficht withfylettce^

Falsat.
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Falsat.

Allace for evir, myne Ee is owt

!

Wallouway will no man red the men?

DiSSAIT.

Upoun thy clofF tak tha'ir a clowt

!

To be cowrtace I fall the ken.

Fairweill, for I am at the flycht,

I will not byd on na demandis;

And we tway meit agane this nychr,

Tuay feit fall be worth fourty hand!*.

SCENE III.

CORRECTIOUN, GUDE CoUNSALL,

CoRRECTiouN enterris,

I tak heir hot certanefchort pairtis owt of tbefpeichisi

hecaus of the lang ProccJJe of the Flay,

CoRRECTIOUN.

I am ane Juge, richt potent and fevere,

Cum, to do Juftice, mony thowfand mylc,

I am fa conftant, baith in peafe and weir,

Na bud nor favour ma my face ourfyle.

Thair is thairfoir richt mony in this Yle

Of my repair, but dowt, quhilk dois repent i

Bot vertowfs men, I treft, fall on me fmyle;

And of my earning be richt weill content.

L a GuDE
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GUDE COUNSALL,

Welciim, my Lord, wekum ten thowfand tymis

Till all fai:hfull and trew men of this regioun!

Welcum for till correft all faltis and crymis,

Amang this cankart Congregatioun !

Lowifs Chestetie, I mak ye fupplicarioun.

And put till fredome fair Lady Veretie,

Quhilk be unfaithfuU folk of this regioun

Lies bind ful faft into captivitie.

CORRECTIOVN.

I mervel, Gud Counsall, quhow that may be;

Ar ye not wiih the King familiar ?

Gud Counsall.

That am I not, my lord, full wais me-!

Bot l)k ans brybour halden at the Bar;

Thay play Bokeik, even as I war a fkar.

Thair come thre knavis, in cleithing counterfeit,

And fra the King thay gart me ftand afar;

Quhois names war Falsat, Flattry, andDissAiT*

Bot quhen the knavis hard tell of your coming

Thay ftall away, ilk ane ane fundry gait,

And keft fra thame thair counterfeit clothing:

For thair loving full weill thay can debait

;

The March AND Men ihay haife reflet Diss a it;

And for Falset full weill, my Lord, I ken

He will be rlcht weill trettet, air and lute,

Amang the maill: pairt of the Craftismen.

Flattry
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Ft AT TRY hes tane the hebit of a Freir,

Purpoifing to begyle the Spirituall Estait,

CORRECTIOUN.

But dowt, my frelnds, and I life half a yelr;

I fall dryve fer owt thair Iniqu itie.

Quhair lyis yone Laddies in captivitie?

Quhow now Syfteris quho hesyow fo difgyfit?

SCENE IV.

CORRECTIOUN, GUDE CoUNSALL, VeRITIE,

Chestitie.

/

Veritie.

Unmerciful Memberis of Iniquitie

DifpytfuUy hcs us,^ my Lord, fuppryfit.

CoRRECTIOUN.

Ga put yone Ladies to thalr libertie

Incontinent, and brek doun all the Stokkis.

Bot dowt they ar full deir welcum lo me.

Mak diligence ; me think ye do bot mokkis

;

Speid hand, and fpair not for to brek the lokkis,

And tendirly tak thame up be the hand.

Had I thame heir the knavis fowld ken my knokkis,

That thame oppreft, and baneifit this land.

\_Hetr /all they he taut out of the Stokkis: and theyfallfay :

We thank you, Syr, of your benigniiiej

I
L 3 Bot
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Bot I befeik your MajelHe Royall,

That ye wald pafs to King HumaniTie;

Aod fleine fra hym youe Lady Sensuall,

And eiuir in his Service Gud Counsale,

For ye will find him very counfalable.

CoRRECTIOUiV.

Cum on, Sifteris ; as ye haif faid I fall.

And gar hym ftand at yow thre firme and flabic.

S C E N E V.

CORRECTIOUN, GuD CoUNSAL, VeRITIE,

Chestitie, King Hum an itie.

[Hiir/aUGVD COUNSALL, VerETIE, rtWCHESTETlE,

cumiotheKiyiG, w///^ Correct louN.

CORRLCTIOUN.

Get up, Syr King! ye haif ileipit anevvch

Into the amies of Lady Sensuall.

Be ftme that moit belangis to the pleuch,

As afterwart perehans reherfs I fall.

Remember how the King Sardanpall

Amang fair Ladys tuk his luft fa lang,

So that the malit part of his Leigis all

Rebeld, and fync hym dulfully d -un thrang.

Remember how, into the tyme of Nov,

For thefowUe ftink and fm of Lechery,

God, be my wand, did all the warld dellroy,

Scdom



O F CO R R E C T I O N. 151

^adom and Gomer richt fo full rigouroully

For that felf fyn war brunt richt crewally.

Thairfoir I the cummand incontinent

To ceife from that huir Sensualitie,

Or ellis bot dowt rudly thovv fait repent,

Ki«G,-

Be quhome half ye fa grit awtorltie,

Quhilk dois prefome for till correal a King ?

JCnaw ye not me the King Humanitie,

That in my regioun royally did ring?

CORRECTIOUN.

I half power grit Princis to doun thring,

That leivis contrar the Majeftie Devyne;

Agane the trewth quhilk planely dois maling;

But thay repent: and put thame to rewine.

I will begin at the, quhilk is the held,

And mak on the iirll R.eformatioun,

Thy Leigis than will follow the but pleid.

Swyth, Harlott, hence without dellatioun

!

Seksualitie.

My Lord, I mak yow fupplicatioun

Gif me licence to paf": agane to Rome',

Amang the Princis of that natioun

I lat you wit my bewty thair will blome,

[Hg'trfall Sensualitie depairtfra the King,

L 4 Cor-
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CoRRECTIOUN.

My Lord, fen ye ar quyt of Sensualitie,

Relfaif into your Service G jd Counsale,

And richt fo this fair Ledy Chkstetie,

Till ye mary fum Queue of blude royall.

Obferve than Chestetie tnatrimoniall.

Richt fo relfaif heir Veretie be the hand.

Ufe thair Cunfale, your fame fall never fall;

Thairfoir with thaine rnak ane perpetuall band.

[Heirfall the King rcjfaiff' the tbre Fertues^

King.

I am content your cuofall till inclyne ;

Ye beand of ia gud cunditioun.

At your cummand fall be all that is myne.

And heir 1 gif you Kill Commiffioua

To punilh fauUis, and gif remifEoun.

To all vertew I fliali be confonable :

With you I iiall confirme an unioun
;

And at your counfall flanday firme and liable*

CoRRECTIOUNt

I counfale yow, incontinent,

Agane p'o^la \t. the Paili anient
,

Of all the THRE ESTAITIS.

That thay be heir with diligence,

To mak to yow obedience.

And fone drefs all debaites.

KlNC.
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King,

That fall be done, but mair demand.

How Diligence ! cum heir fra hand,

And tak your Informatioun.*

Ga warne the Spritualitie,

Richt fo the Temporal it it,

To gif us their Counfallis.

Quho fo beis abfent, to thame fchaw

That thay fail undtrly our Law,

And puneifl be that failis.

DlLIGENC£.

Schyr, I fall baith in Bruch and Land,

With diligence do your cumand.

Upon my awin expenfe.

Schyr, I haif ferwitt all this yeir,

Bot I gat nevir ane dynneir

Yet for my rtcompenfe.

King.

Pafs on; for thou fall be regairdit,

And for thy fervice weili rewardit.

Forquhy, with my confenr.

Thou fall haif yeiriy for thy hyre,

The teind muflelh of the Ferry myre,

Conformand to Pailiamenr.

^ Here Lalf a ftanza fcems i^anting.

Di-
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DlI-IGENCI.

I will get riches with that rent,

Eftir the day of Dome,

Q^hen in the coillpitts of Tranent

Butter will grow on brome.

AH nicht I had fa inekill drewth,

I micht not fleip a wink.

Or I proclame ocht with my inovvth,

Put doivt I men have diink.

SCENE VI.

JCiNG, HyMANlTIE, CoRRECTIOUN, WaNTOKES^
Veritie, Chastitie.

correctioun.

Com heir, Placebo, and Sollace,

With your Cumpanyeoun Wantones;

I ken Weill your conditioun.

For tyfting of HUMANITIE'

To reflaifFSENSUALITIE,

Ye mon fuffer puuitioun.

Wantones.

We grant, my Lord, we haif done ill;

Thairfoir we put us in your will.

Bot we have bene abufit.

For in gud faith, Syr, we beleivit

That
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That Lichery cowld na man haiiF greivit,

Bccaus it is Co ufit.

Schvr, we fall mend our conditioun,

So ye gif us ane free remiffioun ;

Bot gif us ieif to ling.

To dance, and play at Chefs, and Tabblis ;

To reid Storyis, and mirry Fabillis,

For plefour of the King.

CoRRECTlbuN.

So that ye do nott udyr Cryme,

Yefal bepardon'd at this tyme.

For quhy, as I fuppoife,

Princis fumtyme mon feik follace

With mirth, and lefullmirrenes,

Their fpreitis to rejoyifs.

King.

Quhair is Sapience, and Discretioun ?

And quhy cumis not Devotioun nar i

Veretie,

Sapience, Syr, was ane verry Loun,

Ar.d Descretioun was nyne tynnes war.

The futh, Syr, gif I wald report,

Thay did begyle your Excellence j

And wald not fufFer to refort

Hon of us ihre to vour prefence,

Chais-
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Chaistetie.

Thay thre was Flattry, and DisfAiT,

And Falsat, that unhippy loun.

Againis us thre quhiik maid debair,

And baneiil us fra toun to toun.

Thay gart us tway fall into foun,

Quhcn thay us lokkit in the ftokkis.

That daflard quhiik ye calld Discretioun

Full thiftoufly he Hall your box.

King.

The Divill tak thame, for thay ar gane !

Me thocht thame ay thre very fmaikis,
,

I mak ane vow to fweit fandFiLANE

Get I thame, thay fall heir thair paikis.

I fe thay playd with me the glaikkis.

GtTD CouNSALL now fchew me the bell;

Sen I fix on you thre my Ilaikis,

How fall I keep my realme in reft ?

SCENi;
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SCENE VII.

Sing Humanitie, Correction, Diligence,

JoHNiE The Common Weil, The Three

EsTAiTis, Flattry, Falsbt.

[Heir /all the Thr^ Estaitis compeir to tU

Parliament ; And the KiNG Jail faj ;

My prudent Lordis of the thre Efiaitis,

It is our will, aboif all oydir thing.

For to reforme all thay that makkis debaitis;

Contrair the ricbt quhilk daylie dois maling.

And thay that dols the commoun weill doun thring.

With help and counfall of king Correctxoun,

It is our will for to mak puniffing,

And plane Oppreffouxis put to fubjeftioun.

Diligence.

All mener of men I warne, that beneoppreft.

Cum and complene, and thiv fall be redreft ;

Forquhy it is yone nobill Princis willis.

That all Compleneris fall giff in thair billis.

Johnie the Commoun weill.

Ovvt of my gait, for Goddis faik lat me gae.

Tell me agane, gud maifter, quhat ye fae ?

Di.
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Diligence.

I warne all that bene wrangufly affendit.

Cum and complene, and they fall be amendlt.

Common Weill.

Thanl<et be ChrlH, that ware the Croun ofThorne!

For I was never fo blyth fen I war borne.

Diligence.

Quhat is thy name. Fallow, that waid I feill ?

JOHNIE.

Forfjth they call me Johnie theCoMMOUN weill*

Gude maifter, I wald fpeir at you ane things

Quhar trell ye fall I find yone new maid king?

Diligence.

Cum our, and I (hall fchaw the till his grace.

John IE,

Now Goddls braid benniefon licht upon that face

!

Stand by the gait : lat fe gif I can loup.

I mon run fall in dreid I get a cowp.

\Heir f«ll JoHHiE r»« to lovjp oivr tht watter, and

he fallfail in the mldd'n ofit*

Diligence.

Speid the away, thou tarreis all to lang,

Johnie.
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JOHNIE.

Syr, be this day I micht not fafter gartg.

Oud day ! Gud day ! God faif baith your Gracis

!

Waly, Waly, fa tha iwa weill fard facis

!

King.

Schaw me thy name, Gud man, I the command.

JoHNIE.

Mary, Johnie the Commoun wEill of Fair Scot-

land.

King.

The Common welll has bene amang his pais,

Johnie,

Ye, that, fyr, gam's the Commoun welll want Clais.

CORRECTIOUN".

Qjjhome upoun complene ye, or quho males yow debaltis ?

Johnie.

Syr I complene upoun the King, and all the thre Ej'

TAITIS.

As for our reverend Faders of Sprituahtie
Ar led be covetyce this Carle, and Temporalitie.

And, als ye fe, Temporalitie hes need ofcorredioun*

Qj-ihilk hes lang tyme bene led be publick Oppreflbun,

Lo fe quhair the loun lyis Jurkand at his bak !

Get up, I think to fe thy Craig gar a raip crak,

7 How,
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How, fenzelt Flattry ! the feind fart on that face j

Quhen ye war gyddar of the Court we gat litcill grace.

Ryis up Falsat, and Dissait, withovvtiyn ony fenyie,

I pray God nor the Divills Dam dryt on that grunyie.

Behald as the loin lulkis even lyk a ThiefF.

Mony wicht workmen ye haif brocht to mifcheifF.

Mv Sovcrane Lord Correctioux, I mak yow fup-

plication,

Put thir tryit tratouris from Chridis Congregatioun.

CORRECTIOUM.

As ye half devyfit, but doivt it fall be done.

Cum heir annone, my Serjandis, and do your det fone.

Put firft the three pilouris into the prifon ftrang :

Ho.vbeid ye hangthame heftelly ye do thame na wrang.

First Sarjand.

Foverane Lord, we fall obey all your commandis,

Bruder, upoun thay Harlottis lay your handis.

Ryifs up, Lovvry, ye luik even lyk a Kirdane,

Your mowth war mcit even to drink owt a jurdane.

2d Sarjand,

Cum heir, GofTop, cum heir, cum heir.

Your rakles lyfFye fall repent

;

Quhen had ye wont to be fa fweir?

Stand Hill, and be obedient.

I ft Sarjan'd.

Thair is not ar.c in all this toiin,

(Bot I wald nocht this tale was told)

Botr
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Bot T wald hang him for his goun,

Quhidder he war Lord or Laird.

1 trow this pylour be fpurgawd,

Thow art ane HiiT knaife I {land ford.

Howbeid I fe thy fcalp, Syr, fkawd j

?ut in thyne handis into this cord.

[Heir arthqy kd^ andput in the fiokhs*

GuD COUNSALL.

My vi'erdy Lordis, fen that ye haif on hand

Sum reformatioun to mak into this land,

And als ye knaw it is the Kingis mynd,

Quhilk to the Co\?mcun Weill hes ay bene kind,

Thocht reifFand thift war flanchit well] ancwch,

Yit fumthing mair belangis to the plewch.

Now into peas yc foiWd provyd for weiris.

And be feur off how mony thowfand fpeiris

The king man he, quhen he hes ochtado :

Forquhy, my Lordis, this is my reffoune lo,

The hufbandmen and commonis thay war wovvnt.

Go in the battel!, formaft in the brount.

Bot I half tynt all my experience,

Withowt ye mak fum better diligence,

The Common Weil! nion othir wayis be ftylir.

Or be my faith the realme will be begylit.

Thir peur Commounis, daylie as ye may fie,

Declynes doun til! extreme povertie ;

For fome ar heichtit fo into thair maill,

Thair wynning will nocht find thame water caill,
'

Vol. II, M How
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How Kirkmen heicht thair teindis it is weill knawin,

That hufbandmen noways may hald thair awin.

And now begynnis a plaig upoun thame new,

That Gentellmen their fteadings takkis in few.

Thus men thay pay grit fairm, or leiff the Had;

And fum ar planely hurlit owt be the had,

That ar deftioyit, without God on thame rew.

POVERTIE,

Syr, be Goddis breid, that taill is very trew.

It is weill kend I had baith nolt and horfs

;

Now all my geir ye fe upoun my corfs.

CORRECTIOUN.

Cr I depairt I think to mak gud ordour.

CoMMouN Weill.

I pray yow, Syr, begyn then at the bordour.

For quhow fowld we defend us agane Inglandy

Quhen we can not, within our native land,

Dirtroy our awin Scottis, tratourTliewis,

That to leill iabouriris daily dels myfcheivis.

War I ane king, my Lord, be cokkis woundis

Quhaevir held commoun theivis within their boundis,

Quhairlhruch that leill men daily micht be wrangit,

Without remeid thair cheftanis fowld be hangit,

Quhiddtr he war a knycht, Lord, or Laird ;

The Divill heir me till Hell, and he war fpaird

!

Tem.
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Temporalitie,

Quhat oydlr ennemyifs hes thow, lat us ken ?

CoMMOUN Weill.

Schyr, I complene upoun all ydill men.

Forquhy, Syr, it is Goddis awin bidding

All Criftinmen to wirk for thair leving.

Santt Pawle, the pillar of the kirk,

Sayis to tha wrachis that will not wirk,

And bene to vertowifs labour laith,

^d not! lahorat, non manducat :

This being in Inglh toung to treit,

'* Quho laboris nocht he fall not eit."

This bene agane thir flrang beggarris,

Fidlaris, Pypparis, and Pardonnares,

Thir Juglaris, Jeftouris, and ydill fenjouris,

Thir Ballett Beraris, and thir Bairdis
;

Thir fweir fvvengeouris with Lordis and Lairdis,

Mo than thair rentis may fuftene,

Ar to thair profeit neidfull bene.

Quhilk bene ay blythift of difcordls.

And deidly feid amang the Lordis.

For than thay Tratoui^is mon be treittit.

Or ellis thair quarrellis ar undebaitit.

And Monkis, Preiftis, Channonis, and Frelris,

Auguftynes, Carmilytis, and Cordeleiris ;

And uthyrs that in CowlUs bene cJed ;

Quhilk laboris not and bene weill fed.

M 2 . CoR«
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CORRECTIOUN.

Quhome upoun, man, wilt thow complene i'

JOHNIE.

Mary, Syr, ma and mae agane.

For the peur pepill cryis with teiris

The grit iniruling of Juftice Airs,

Exercit mair for covetyce,

Nor for p'jnifling of vyce.

Ane pegrall theif, that fleilis a cow.

Is hangit; bot he that Ikilis a bow

With als mekill geir as he may turfs.

That theifFis hangit be the purfs.

So pykand peprall theivis ar hangit

:

Bot he that all the warld hes wrangit,

A crewill tyrrand, a flrang tranfgreflbur,

Ane commoun public plane opprefTour,

By buddis will he obtcne fa'-ouris

:

OiTThefuurar, and Compofitouris,

Thocht he lerve grit puniffioun,

Gettis cfy Compofitioun;

And thruche lawis Confiftoriall,

Prolixt, corrupt, and pertiall,

The Commoun pepill ar put at under

:

Thocht thay be peur it is na wonder.

COR<
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CoRRECTXeUN.

GudJoHNiE, I grant all that is trew.

Your infortune full fair I revv.

Or I pairt off this natioun

I fall mak reformatioun.

And als my Lordis Temporalitie,

I yow cummand in tyme that yee

Expell oppreffioun of your landis.

And als I fay to yowMARCHANDis,

And evir I fynd, be land or fee,

DissAiT into your cumpanie,

Quhilk ar to commoun weill contrair,

I wow to God I fall not fpair,

To put my fword to executioun,

And mak on yow extreme puniflioun.

Mairattour, my Lord Temporalitie,

In gudly haift I will that yie

Lett into few your temporall landis.

To men that labourris with thair handis ;

Bot nocht to Jenkyne Gentill man,

That nowdir will he work, or can

;

Quhairby that poUece may encrefs,

Temporalitie.

I am content, Syr, be the Mefs,

Swa that the Spritualitie

Lett thairis in few, als weill as we.

My Sprituall Lordis ar ye content?

M 3 S?ii»
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Spritualitie.

Na, we man tak avyfiment.

In fic materia for to conclude

Our hellelly, I think nocht gude.

CoRRECTIOUN.

Conclude ye not with the commoun Weill)

Ye fal be puneift be fvveit Sant JhiLL.

Sritualitie.

Syr, I can fchaw yow exempcioun

Fra yowr temporall punifiioin,

The quhilk we purpoi'.s to debaitt.

Correction.

Wa than ye think to ftryve for Stait.

My Lordis, quhat fay ye to this play ?

Temporalitie.

My Soverane Lord, we will obey.

And tak your pairt with hairt and hand,

Qohatevir ye pleifs us to cummand.

\_HeirfaU thoy Jit doun and ajk Grace,

Bot we befeik yow our Soverane

Of all our crymes that ar bygane

To gif us twa ane tu'.l remilfioun.

And
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And heir we mak to yovv condiffioun.

The Commoun Weill for till defend.

From hyneforth till our lyvis end.

Correct louisr.

On that conditioiin I am content

Till pardoun yow, fen ye repent,

And Commoun Weill tak be the hand.

And mak with him perpetual band.

\_Heir/all thay embrace the CoMMOUN Weill.

CORRECTIOUN.

JoHNiE, half ye ony mae debaitis

Aganis my Lordis the Spritual Eflaitis ?

JOHNIE.

Na, Syr, we dar not fpeik a word.

To plene on Preiflis it is na buwrd.

Sprituahtie,

Flyte on the fule, fule, I defy the,

Sa thow fchaw bot the veretie.

JOHME,

Gramercy, than fall I not fpeir.

Firft tp complene to our Vicar j

The peur cottar lyand to die,

Havand fmall Bairnis twa or thre,

M 4 And
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And hes tvva ky, withovvttyn mo.

The Vicar muf: haif on of the.

With the graycoit, that happis the bed,

Howbeid the wyfe be peurly cled.

And gif the wyfe de on the morne,

Thocht all the bairnis fowld be foriorne.

The udir cow he cleikis away.

With hir peur coit of raplack gray.

Wald God this cuftome war put doun,

Quhilk nevir wes foundit be refibne.

Temporalitie.

Ar all thy tallis trew that thow tellis ?

POVERTIE.

Trew, Syr ! the Divill ftik me ellis.

For, be the holy Trinitie,

That fame was practik upoun me.

For our Vicar, God gif him pyne,

Hes yit thre tydy ky of myne

;

Ane for my fader, and for my wifeane uder,

The thrid kow he tuik for Meg my meder.

JOHNIE.

Our perone heir he takkis no othyr pyne,

Bot to refiaifF hys teindis, and fpend thame {yne,

Howbeid that he be obleifl; be reflbun

To preiche the Evangill to his parichoun j

And
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And thocht thay want the preiching feventyne yeir.

Our parfone will not want ane fiieifFof beir.

Temporalitie.

Furfutli, my Lordis, I think we fowld conclude^

Towching this cow ye haif ane confvvetude.

We will decerne heir that the kingis grace

Sail wryte unto the Paipis halynefs,

With his confent, be proclamatioun,

Baith cors prefent, and cow, we fall cry doun.

Spritualitie.

To that, my Lordis, planely we difconfent.

Notar, thairof I tak an inftrument,

SCRYBE.

Ye gar me wryt mony fundry a£l,

And to me ye nevir call in a plach.

Poverty.

Ha, my Lordis, for the holy Trinitie,

Remember for to reforme the Confidory ;

It hes mair need of reformatioun,

Nor Plutois Court, be cokkis paffioun.

Persone.

Quhat caufs hes thow, pylour, for to plcnyie?

Quhair wes thow evir fummond to thair fenyie ?

Po-
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POVF.RTIE.

Mary, I lent my goflbp my meir to fetclie in coIlUs,

And he hir drownit into the quarreli hoillis;

And I ran to the Conllry for to p'enyie,

And thair I hapnit ama;:g ane gredy menyie.

Thay gaif me fuit ane thing thay call citaHdum^

Within audit dayis I got hot lyhlumdurn^

Within anernouth I gat, ad opponendum,^

In Haifa yeir I gat ad interloqucndum.

And fyn I gat, quhow call ye it, ad repHcandum*

Bot I covvld nevir ane word yet underftand him.

And than thay gart me caft owt mony plakkis

;

And gart me pay for four and twenty a»5iis

;

Ect or thay cum half gait ad condudendum^

The fiend a plack was left for to defend him.
*

Thus thay poftponit me twa yeir with thair traine;

Syne hodie ad cSo bad me cum agane.

And than thay ruikis thsy rowpit vvoundir fafl:

;

For fentence-fylver thay cryit at the laft.

Oft pronundandu?n thay maid me wounder fane

But I gat never my gud grey meir agane.

Temporalitie.

My Lordls, we mon reforme thir confifiory lawis,

Quhois grit defame abone the Hevin blawis.

I will ane man in perievving a cow,

Orhe had done he fpendit half a bow j

I So
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So that the Kingis honour we may advance

We Will conclude as ihay hai^ done in France*

Latfpirituall maters pafs to Spritualitie ;

And temporall maters to Temporalitie.

Quho failib in this fall coift thame of thair gude.

Scryb, mak an Adt for fo we will conclude.

Spritualitie.

That aa, my Lordis, planely I yow declair,

It is aganis our profeitt Angular.

Till all your adlis planely I difcontent.

Notar, thairof I tak an inftrument.

r

INTER-
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INTERLUDE VIII.

SCENE I.

CoMMOUN Tkift, Povertie,

Heir fall entir Commoux Th I FT.

Ga by the gair, man, lat me garg.

How Divill come I into this thrang ?

With forrow I may fing my fang.

And I be tane.

I haif run, baith nicht and day:

Thruch fpeia of fute I gat awMy.

Bot be I kend heir, walloway,

I will be llane.

POVERTIE.

Quhat is thy name, man, be thy thrift ?

Thift.

Hurfone, thay call me Commoun Thift,

For I had nevir na udlr chift,

Sen I was borne.

Ib
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In E-vifdak was my dwelland place.

^lony wyf gart I cry allace !

At my hand thay gat nevir grace,

Bot ay forlorne.

Sum fayis ane king is cum amang uj.

That purpoiffis to held and hang us ;

Thairis na grace and he may fang us,

Bot on ane pin.

Ring he, we thieves will get na gude.

I pray God, and the holy rude,

Sen he had fmcrd untill his cude.

And all his kyn.

Get this curft king men in his grippis,

My craig will wit quhat weyis my hippis *a

The Diviil I gif thair tungand lippis,

That ofFme tellis.

Ade V ! I dar nocht langar tary.

For be I kend thay will me kary,

And put me in ane fery Lry,

I fee ncrcht ellis.

I raif, be him that herreit bell,

I had almaift forget myfell.

Will na gud fallow to me tell

Quhair I may find

The Erie of Rothes' beft haikney ?

That wes my eirand heir away.

* This feem? a tranflation of the noted line of Villon the French

poet, who wrote about 145c,

S^auroit mon col que mon cul poife.

H«
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He Is richt ftark, as I heir fay,

And fwift as wind.

Heir is my bryddlll, and my fpvirrls.

To o^ar him lanfs our feild and furris.

Might I him gett now owir the durris

I tak na cure.

OfF that horfs micht I get ane ficht,

I half na dowt yit or midnichr.

That he and 1 fowld tak the flicht

Thruich Dy/art muir,

OfFcumpanary tell me, bruder,

Quhilk is the richt way to the Stouder;

I wald me welcum to my moder

Gif I micht fpeid.

1 wald gif baith my hat and bonnat,

I0 gett my Lord j and fayis J^iou;) Jon AT

War we beyond the waiter of Annat

We fowld not dreid.

Quhat now Oppressoun, my bruder deir,

Quhat mekill Divill hes biocht the heir ?

Maiftertell me the cauls perquier

Quhat ye haifF done ?

VoL.n. M SCENE
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SCENE II.

COMMOUN ThiFT, OrPRESSIOUN'.

Oppressoun.

Forfuth the Kingis Majeftie

Hes fet me heir as ye may fe.

Micht I fpeik with TEjktPORALiTiE,

He vvald releiff me fone.

Bot half an hour for to fit heir *

Ye know that I was nevir fweir

Yow till defend.

Fut in your leg into my place ;

And heir I fweir be Goddis Grace

Yow to releiff within fchort fpace.

Sync latt yow wend.

Thift.

Than Maifter deir, gif me your hand,

And mak to me ane fewir band,

That ye fall cum agane fra hand

Withowttyn faill.

A line wanting.

Op-
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Oppressoun.

Tak thair my hand richt halrtfuUy ;

AIs I promit the verealy

To glfFto the ane cuppill of ky.

In Liddifdale.

Heir fall CoMMOUNTHiFT/a/ hisfeit in thejlokkhi

atid OppressounfaUjliel a^vay and betray him*

Bruder, tak patience in thy pane.

For I Aveir the be San£l F i li an E

We twa fall nevir meit agane,

In land nor toun.

Thift.

Maifter, will ye not kelp conditioun ?

And put me furth of this fufpiciouli ?

Oppressoun", *

Na, nevir quhill I get remiffioun,

Adew my cumpanyeoun.

I fall cummand the to thy dame.

Thift.

Adew than. In the Divillis name.

For to be fals thinkis thow na fchame ?

To leif me in this pane

Thow art ane loun, and that ane Ildder.

Oppressoun.

Roman, I will go to Baquhidder,

It fall be pafche, be Goddis moder,

N a Or
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Or evir we meit agane.

Half I nocht maid ane honefl: chlft

That hes betrafitCoMMOUNE Thift?
For thair is nocht under the lift

A curftar corfs.

I am richt feur that he and I,

Within tlds half yeir, craftelly

Hes ftowin ane thowfand Hieip and ky.

By meirls and horf-.

War God that I war found and haill

Now liftit into LidJi/Jaill,

The Mt*yj fowld fynd me beitf and caill-,

Qahat rack of breid ?

War I thair lyftit with my lyfe,

The Divill fowld ftyk me with a knyffe,

And evir I cum agane in Fyfe^

Quhill I wer deid.

Adew ! I leif the Divill amang yow.

That in his fingaris he may fang yow,

With all leill men that dois belang yow.

For I may rew

That ever I cum into this land.

For quhy ye may weill underftatid

I gat na geir to turn my hand.

Yit anis adew ! \^Ex'it.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Correction, King Homanitie, Flattry,

Falset, Dissait, Gude Counsal,

Sarjants, Povertie.

correctioun,

I Counfall yow, Syr, now fra hand.

Gar baneifs yone frier owt of this land,

And that incontinent.

Do ye not fo, withowttyn weir.

He will mak all this toun on Heir,

I knaw his fals intent.

Yone Rattrand knavis, withowttyn fable,

I think thay are nocht profitable

For Chriftis Regioun.

To begin reformatioun

Mak of thame deprivatioun,

This is my opinion.

First Sarjand.

Come, Syr, pleifs ye that we twa inbind thame?

And ye fall fe us fone degrade thame

Of rewle, and Ikaiplarie.

N 3 CoR"
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Correction.

Pafs on, I am richt weill content.

Syne baneifs thame incontinent

Out of this countre.

First Sarjand.

Cam on, Syr Freir, and be nocht fleit

;

The king our maifter men be obeyit,

Bot ye fall haif na harme.

Gif ye wald travaill fia town to town,

I think this hude, and haly gown,

Will hawld your wame ourvvarme.

Flattry.

Now quhat is this, yone monftouris roenis ?

I am exemit fra kingis andquenis,

And fra all human law.

2D Sarjand.

Tak ye the hud, and I the gown.

This lymmar luikis als lyk a loun,

As ony that evir I faw.

1ST Serjand.

Thir Freirs to efcaip puniffioun,

Haldis thame at thair exemptioun.

And no man will obey.

Thay ar exemit, I yow afleure,

Fm
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Fra Paipis, Klngis, and Empreour,

And that makkis all the play.

2D Sarjand.

On Domefday, quhen Chryft fall fay

Venite^ Benedict ;

The Freiris will fay, withowt delay,

Nosfuimui exempt},

\Heir/all thay fpulyie FlattrY ofthe Kings halite,

GuD Counsal,

Syr, be the Haly Trinitie,

This famen is fenyeit Flatterie,

I ken hym be his face.

Belevand for to get promotioun,

He faid that hys name was Devotioun j

And fo begyld your Grace.

1ST Sarjand.

Cum on, Syr Flattry, be the raeft

We fall leir yow to daunce,

Within any bonny littill fpace,

Ane new paven of Fraunce,

Flattry.

Now, my Lord, for Goddis faik lat nocht hang me,

Howbcid thir widdy fowis wald wrang me

;

I can mak no debait.

To win my melt at plewch or harrowis.

N4 Bot
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Eot I fall help to hang my marrowis,

Brtith Falsat, and Dissait.

CORRECTIOUN,

Than pafs thy way, and graith the gallowls.

Syne help for to hang up thy fallowis,

Thovv gettis na udder grace.

Flattry.

Off that office I am content.

Bot our Preliattis I dreid repent

Be I fleand from thair face.

Heirfall Flattry /<j/^- to thejlokkht andjit be/yd ois

marroivij,

DlSSAlT.

Now Flattry, my awUl cumpanyeoun

Quhaidois yone KingCoRREcriouN t

Knawis thow not his entent t

Declair till us of thy novellis,

Flattry.

Yeill all be hangit, I fe nocht ellis,

And that incontinent.

Dissait.

Now Wallovvay ! will he gar hang us f

The Divill brocht yone cyrll king ama;ig us,

For mckill llurt and &ryk<.

Flat-
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Flattry.

I had bene put to deid amang yow,

Had nocht I tuik on hand to hang yow.

And fo I favlt my lyf.

I heir thame fay thay will cry doun

All freiris and preiflis of this regioun,

Sa far as I can teill

;

Becaus thay ar not neceflar.

And als thay ar all haill contrar

To JOHNIE THE COMMON WeILL,

POVERTIE,

Now I befeik yow, for all hallowis,

Gar hang Dissait, and all his fallowis j

And baneifs Flattry off the town.

For thair was nevii fic ane loun.

That beand done I hald it befl:

That every man go cak his reft.

CORRECTIOUN.

As thow hes faid, it fell be done.

Svvyih Satjands ha-.'g yone fwingeours fone.

Heir Jail the Sarjands loixii/i thamefirft ofthejlokkis J

and kid thame to the Gallonuis,

1ST Sarjand.

Cum heir, SirTheif; cum heir, cum heir.

Quhen warje wont to be fa fweir?

T»
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To hunt cattell ye war ay fpeidy ;

Thairfor ye fall waif in a widdy.

Thift.

Man I be hangit ? Allace ! Allace !

Is thair nana heir may get me grace ?

Yit or I de gif me a drink.

1ST Sarjand.

Fy hurfone Cairle, I feill a ftink,

Thift.

Thocht Iwald not that it war wittin

Schyr, in gud faith * * *

To wit the veretic gif ye pleifs,*»***
1st Sarjand.

Thow art ane lymmar, I ftand ford.

Slip in thy heid into this cord,

For thow had never ane me tar tippit.

Thift.

Allace ! this is ane fallone rippat

!

The widdifow wardannis tuik my geir,

And left me nowdir horfs nor meir.

Nor erdly gud that me belangit

:

Now Wallaway I mon be hangit

!

Repent
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Repent j'our lyvls> all plane opprefTovvris,

Or ellis ga chufe yow gude conteflbutis ;

And mak yow ford.

For, and ye tarv in this land,

And cum undir Correctionis band.

Your grace fall be, I undirftand,

Ane gud fiiairp cord,

Adew my bruthir Annan theivis,

That holpit me in my mifcheivis ;

Adew Grojfars^ Nikfonis^ and BelliSf

Oft half we fairne owthruch the fellis.

Adew Rob/on^ Hoivisj and PjIiSf

That in our craft hes mony wylis.

Littlts^ Trumhlis, and Ameftrangis i

Adew all theivis that me belangis

!

Tailyeouris, Ere^VJn^s, and Ekvandis^

Speidy of flicht, and flicht of handis

;

The Scettts o\ Eifdaill^ and the Gtamis,

I haif natyme to tell your namis.

With King Cor RECTI GUN be ye fangit,

Beleif richt feur ye will be hangit.

1ST Sarjand,

Speid hand man with thy clitter clattar.

Thift.

For Goddis faik, man, lat me mak wattar.

Howbeid I haif bene catt 11 gredy,

It is fchame to pifche in a widdy.

Heir /all'shATX KY hang Thift.

z Sak*
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2 SaRJAND.

Cum heir, Dissa it, my companyeoun.

Saw evir man lykar ane loun

To king upoun ane Gallowis ?

DlSSAlT,

This is anewcht to mak me mangit.

DeMl fell me, fen I men be hangit,

Lat me fpelk wth my fallovvis.

I trow, man, Fortoun brocht me heir.

Quhat mekill fiend maid me fa fpeidy ?

Sen it was faid, it was fevin yeir,

That I fovvld waif into a widdy,

I leird, my maifteris, to be greidy;

Adew for I fe na remeid,

Se cjuhat it is to be evyll deidy.

2D Sarjakd.

Now in this helter put in thyne heid.

Stasd ilill, me think ye draw abak.

DiSSAlT.

A'.'ace, maifter, ye hurt my crag.

2D Sarjand,

It will hurt bettir, I wid aneplak,

Richt now, quhen ye hing on ane knag.

Dii^
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DiSSAlf.

Adew roy maifleris Marchand Men,

I half ye fervvit, as ye ken,

Trewly, baith air and lait.

I fay to yow, for conclufioun,

I dreid ye gang to contufioun,

Fra tymeye wantDissAiT.

I leird you, Merchandis, mony a wyle^

Upaalands wyvcs for to begyle,

Upoun the marcatday.

And gart thame trevv your fluff was gude,

Quben it wes rottin be the rude j

And fweir it was not fway.

I was ay roundand in youreir;

And levid yow for to ban and fweir,

Quhatyour geir coift in France^

Howbeid the Divill a werd was trevv.

"Vour crafiines g:f Correctioun knew

Wald turne yow to myfchance.

I lei id yow wylis niony fawld,

To mix the new wyne with the avvld,

Thatfaffone was na folly.

To fell ritht deir, ar.d by gud chaip;.

And mix rymeili amang the faip.

And faffrone with ayldolly.

Forget not okar, I couniail yow,

Mair nor the Vicar dois the cow,.

Or Lordis thair d,\vbill mailL

Howbeid
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Howbeid your elwand be to fcant,

Or your pound nocht twa uncis want.

Think that bot littill faill.

Adew the grit clan Jamefoun^

The blude royall of Convpar toun,

I was ay to yow trew.

Baith Anderfone, and Vaterfone ;

Abone thaim all Thome William/one

My abfens fair will rew*

Thomt Williamfoney it is your pairt

To pray for me with all your hairt.

And think upon my werkis

;

How I leird you ane gud lefToun,

For to begyle, in Edinhurch toun.

The bifchop and his clerkis.

Ye young Marchands may cry Allace,

JLucklaw,, Welands, Carticrofs^ Douglace^

Yon curft king ye may ban.

Had I levit bot half an yeir,

I fould half leird yow craftis perquelr

To begyle wyffe and man.

How may ye Marchandis mak debaitt,

Fra ve want me your man DissAiT,

For yow I mak grit cair.

Withowt I ryifs fra deid to lyve,

I wat weill ye will nevir thryve,

Fardar nor the fourt air.

Htir/all D 183 A I T ^/ hangit,

1ST SaR*
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1ST SarJAND.

Cum heir, Falsat, and menfs this galIowi«

Ye mon hing up amang your fallowis,

For your cancart conditioun,

Mony ane vvicht man haif ye wrangit j

Thairfoir but dowt ye fall be hangir.

But mercy or remiifioun.

Falset.

Allace ! mon I be hangit to ?

Quhac mekill Divjll is this ado?

How cum I to this cummer ?

My gud maifteris, ye Craftismen,
Want ye Falsat full weill I kea

You will die all for hunger.

Ye men of craft may cry Allace ;

Quhen ye want me ye want your Grace.

Thairfoir put into wryte

My leflbnis that I did yow leir.

Howbeld the commounis ene ye bleir,

Count ye not that a myte.

Find me ane wobftar that is leill,

Or ane wakar that will not fleill,

(Thair craflines I ken
;

)

Or ane miliar that hes na fait,

That will Ileill nowder meill, nor malt,

Hald thame for hely men.

At our flefchouris tak ye na grelf,

Thocht ye blaw lene mutione and beif,

191
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To sard feme fatt and fair;

Tiiay think that pradik but a mow.

Hovvbeid the Divill a thing it dow,

To thame I leird that lair.

I leird I'alyouris, in every 'oun,

To fchaip fyve qu .rteris tra a goun

In Angufs and in Fife.

To Upalandis Taylyeouris I gaif gnd leive

To fteil a filly flump, or fleive.

To Kiuok his awin wyff.

My gud maifter Andro Fortoun^

Off talyeouris that may weir the croun.

For me he will be hangit

;

Talyeour Beverege, my fon and air,

I wait for me will rudly rair,

Fra tyme he fe me hangit.

The bairfit dekin ya/.'iie Raft

Qnha nevir yit bocht kow nor cafF,

Becaus he cannot fteill

;

Willy Caidycich will mak na pleid,

Howbeid hys wyfF want beif and breid.

Yet he gud mat and meill.

To the browftaris of Coivpar toun

I leif tham my blak malefoun,

AU hairtelly as I may.

To mak thin aill thay think na fait

Off mekill barme, and littill malt,

Agane the mercat day.

And thay can mak withowttyn dowt

A kind of aill thay call harnii oivt ;

7
Wait
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Wait ye how thay mak that ?

A coubroun quene, a laichly lurdane,

Offftrang uefche fheill tak a jurdanc

And fettis in the pylcfat.

Quha drinkis of that aill, man or page,

It will gar all thair harnis rage.

That jurdane I may rew

It gart my heid rin hiddy giddy,

Schyrs, God nor I de in a widdy

Gif this taill be not trew.

Speir at the Sowttar Gcordy FelliCy

From tyme that he hes fiUd my belly.

With this unhelfiim aill.

Than all the baxtaris will he ban,

That mixt breid with dull and bran,

And fyne flour with beir meill.

Adew, my mailleris, wrichtis and mafonis,

I neid not leir yew ony lefTonis ;

Yow knaw my craft perqueir.

Adew blakfmiths, and beremeris,

Adew the Hinkind cordenowris.

That fellis the fchone and eir.

Goldfmyths fairweill, abone thame all,

Remember my memorial

With many ane crafty cafl.

To mix fetye not by twa prenis

Fyne ducat gold with hard gudlynis,

Lyk as I leird yow laft.

Quhen I was lugit upaland,

The fhipherdis maid to me ane band

Bicht craftelly to lleill.

Vol. II, O Thaa
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Than did Igif ane confirmatloun

Till all the fchipherdis of this natioun,

That thay fowld nevirbc leill;

And ilk ane to refiett ane uder ;

I knaw fals fhipherdis fifty fuder

War all thair cairteleis kend.

Qiihow thay mak thair conventiounis

On mountains far fra any townis ;

God lat thame nevir mend.

Amangcraftifmen it is ane wounder

To find ten leill amang ane hunder

;

The trewth I to yow tell.

Adew I man na langar tary :

I mon pafs to the king of Fary,

Or ellis ftralcht way till hell.

[Heir/all he luik up io his marro<wis, that ar bangaH^

and/ay :

Waesme for the gud Commoun thift;

Was nevir man maid mar honed chift

His levin for to win.

Thair wes nocht in all Liddi/daill

That ky mair craftelly could fteill,

Quhar thow hingis on that pin.

Sawthan reffaitf thy fawle Dissaitt,

Thow was to me ane falthfull mair,

And als my fadar' bruder.

Duill fell the filly marchand men

!

To mak thame fervice weill I ken

Sail nevir get an uder.

z : Vicir
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[Heir fall YhATVBiYfapn the cord about his nek j and

thairefiir YAl.?,\r fallfay :

Gif ony man lift for to be my mait.

Cum follow me, for I am at the gait.

Cum follow me all cative covetoufs kingis,

Revaris but richt of uther menis realmis and ringis.

Together with all wrangous conquerouris ;

And bring with yow all publick oppreflburis ;

With Ph aro, Kiag of the Egyptiens ;

With him in hell fall be your recompence,

AUcrewU fcheddaris of blude innocent,

Cum follow me, or ellis rin and repent *.

And will not preiche nor teiche the veretie ;

Withowt at God in tyme thay cry for graces,

In hidoufs hell I fall prepAir thair places.

Cum follow me all fals corruptit juges,

With Ponce Pylat I fall prepairyour luggis.

All the officiallis that partis men with thair wyvls,

Cum follow me, or ellis ga mend your lyvis j

With all fals ledaris of the conilry law;

With wantone fcrybis, and clarkis all in ane raw.

That to the peur maks mony partiall trane,

Syne hodie ad oHo^ gars thame cum agane.

And ye that takkis rewaird at baith the handis,

Ye fall with me be bund in Bellialls bandis.

Cum follow me all curft unhappy wyvis.

That with your gudmen da) ly flyttis and flry vis,

* Here a line wanting.

O a And
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And quyetly wirh rebaldis makkis repair,

And takkis na cair to mak ane wrangus air.

Ye fall in hell rewardlt be, I vvene,

With Jesabell of I/raell the quene.

I haif ane curil unhappy wyf myfell,

Wali God fche war befoir me intill hell.

That bifmair war fche thair, withowttyn dowt,

Owt of hell the divill fche wald ding owt.

Ye mareit men evin as ye luif your wyvis *

My wyfte with prieftis fche did me grit unricht;

And maid me nyne tymes cukald in ane night,

Fairwelll, for I mon to the widdy wend

;

Forquhy Falsat maid nevir ane bettir end,

\_Heir /all Flattky htng him up
i
and a lae fall ht

cajiin up.) as it i\:ert his faivlc,

Flattry.

Half I nocht fchaippit the widdy weill?

Ye that 1 haif be fweit St. Jeill j

For I had nocht bene wrangit,

(Becaufs I fcrvit, be all hallowis,)

To haif bene merchilllt with my fallowis,

And heich abone thame haneit.

I maid far jna falis than my maitis ;

I begyle all the three eftaitis,

With my ypocrefie.

Quhen J haid on the freiris hude,

^11 men beleivyt that 1 wes gude;

* Anothw line wanting

Now
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Now juge ye glf I He.

Tak ane rakles rubratour,

Ane theifF, ane tirrand, or ane tratour,

Oif every vyce the plant,

Gif him the habit of ane frier

;

The wy/is will trew withowttyn weir

He be ane very fantt.

I knaw the cowill and fkaiplary

Generis moir hait nor cheretie ;

Thocht thay be blak or blew,

Quhat halenes is thair within ?

Ane woulf cled in ane lambis Ikin !

Juge ye gif this be trew.

Since I half fchaipit this fery fary.

Adew ! I will na langar tary

To cummer yow with my clatter,

Bot I will with ane humill fpreit

Ga ferve the Hermeit of La^wreit,

And leir him for to flatter. [Etiit,

GUDE COUNSALL.

Or ye depairt, Syr, off this regioun,

Gif JoHNiE THE CoMMouN WEI LL anc gay garmoun

Becaus the Commoun Weill hes bene our luikit;

That is the caufs that Common Weill is cruickit.

With Angular profeit hes his bene fuppreffyt.

CoRRECTlOUN.

Als ye half faid, fader, I am content,

Sarwands gif Johnie ane new habilyieraent,

Vol. II. P Off



198 THE PUNISHMENT, &c.

OIF fattyne, damaf., or of velvuyt fine.

And gif him pies into our parliament fyne.

CoMMouN Weill.

All vvirtoufs pepill, yow may be rejofit,

Sen CoMMOuN Weill hes gottyn ane gay garmoun.

And ignorantis owt of the kirk depofyt.

Devoit do6lorris, and clarkis of renoiin,

And GuD CoUNSALL, with Ledy Veretie,

Ar profefl with our Kingis Majeftie.

Blift be that realme, that hes ane prudent king,

Quihilk does delyt to heir the veritie,

Puniffing thame quhilk plancly dois maling

Contrar the Commoun Weill, and Equetie!

Thair may na pepill haif profperetie,

Quhar ignorance hes the dominioun,

And Commoun Weill be tirrandis ilrampit doun.

THE
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THE preceding pages were printed before any copy

of David Lindfay's Satyre, or Play, came to the

hands of the editor, that piece being extremely fcarce

Having at length been fo fortunate as to procure the

loan of the edition printed at Edinburgh in 1602,

4to *, the following variations have appeared between

the Play and the Interludes here publifiied.

The Play prefents one continued fucceffion of action,

undivided into Interludes. The order is alfo different,

as will appear by the following ftatement.

Interlude I. is wanting; but, from the Prologue, it

palpably forms a part of the Play, It feems that this

* The copy before me bears at the end to have been printed

by R. Charteris at Edinburgh, 1602; but there is a falfe title

prefixt, printed at London, bearing " The Works of Sir Da-

vid Lindfay, &c. Imprinted at Edinburgh by Robert Charteris,

printer to the King's moft excellent majeftie, and are to be folde

in London by Nathaniel Butter, &:c. 1604." This title was appa-

rently intended for the edition of Lindfey's Works by Charteris

1602, 4to, in which the " fundrie works never before im-

printed" feem to refer to the Play only, for of all Lindfay's other

works preceding editions are known. The book is in Roman

letter of 155 pages, (really only 151, for p. 77 is put by miftake

for 73, and the error is continued:) the pages are of 32 lines.

The fecond title is, " Ane pleafant Satyre of the Thrie Eftaitis, in

commendatioun of vertue, and vituperatioun of vyce, as fol-

lowis :" the running title, " S. D. LIND. SjITTRE." A pecu-

liarity is, that the obfcene or obje(5lionable paffages are marked, by

the printer, at the beginning of the line thus [ J.

P z Inter'ule
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Interlude was afted on the firfl reprefentation of the

IMay at Coupar in Fife|; but was omitted on the more

folemn reprefentation at Edinburgh, on account of its

local circumftances, and grofs obfcenity.

Interlude II. begins the Play (p. i—20) as here

:

but A6t II. is, in the Play, deferred to p. 42, corre-

fponding to Interlude VI. Scene 4.

Interlude V. follows Int. II. (p. 20—30).

Interlude VI. fucceeds : in which is inferted Int. II.

A61 II. as juft mentioned, followed by Scene 5, Int. VI.

(p. 30—49).

Interlude VII. next appears, beginning at Scene i. the

Prologue being rightly put as the Epilogue to Part I. of

the Play (49—63)

After Scene 6. of Int. VII. and fome additions, oc-

curs the Epilogue mentioned ; and the end of Part I. of

the Play.

Interlude III. begins the Second Part of the Play,

p. 64—80.

Scene 7. Int. VII. follows (Play, p. 83—109, but

with numerous paflages here omitted).

Interlude Vlll, is next given (Play, p. 109— 143, but

with Itill larger inferrions).

Interlude IV. concludes the Play (p. 144—155.)

Havinu thus ftatcd the progrefs of the play, the vari-

ous paflages omitted m the MS. ihall be given with exaft

leterences; and afterwards fuch minute corrections, and

various readings, as appeared worthy of attention: fo

that the prefeut may be a complete edition, both of the

MS. Inieriudes, and of the Play,

• P. j6.
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P. 36. Rex. Up Wantonnes, thou flelpis to lang,

Meihocht I hard ane mirrie fang:

I the command in haift to gang,

Se quhat yon mirth may mene.

Waniones. I troiu Sir^ &c.

P. 80. Thefe four lines are wanting at the end of this

Interlude, Play p. 79.

Diligence. Quhat kind of daffing is this al day ?

Suyith fmakes, out of the feild, away \

Into ane prefoun put them fone,

Syti hang them quheii the play is done.

Then follows Interlude VII. Scene 7.

P. 56. The mention of King Correftion feems to im-

ply that the arrangement of the Play is right.

P. 91. Eight lines beginning at 1. 2, are not in the

Play.

P. 99. At the clofe of this Interlude, the Play con-

cludes with this addrefs, p. 154, 15^. >

Diligence. Famous peopil, hartlie I yow requyre.

This lytil fport to tak in patience:

We traift to God, and we leif ane utheryeir,

Quhair we have failir, we fall do diligence

With mair pleafure to mak yow recompence,

Becaus we have bene fum part tedious.

With mater rude, denude of eloquence;

Likewyfe perchance to fum men odious.

Now let ilk man his way avance ;

Let fum ga drink, and fum ga dance.

Menftrel blaw up ane brawl of France,

Let fe quha hobbils beft.

For I will rin incontinent

P 3 To



202 LINDSAY'S
To the tavern, or ever I ftent,

And pray to God omnipotent

To lend you all gude relh

P. io6. Scene 3, The following ftanzas occur in the

commence'.vent of this fcene, P. p. 22,

D'lfait. Stand by the gait, th.it I may (leir.

Ailay Kokb bons how cam I heir?

I can not mis to take fum feir,

Into fa greit ane thrang.

Marie, heir ane cumlie congregatioun !

Quhat ar ye firs all of ane nation?

Maifters, I fpeik be proteiliatioun.

In dreid ye tak me wrang.

Ken ye not, Sirs, quhat is my name ?

Gude faith I dar not fchaw it for fliame;

Sen I was clekit of my dame,

Yet was I never leil.

For Katie Unfel was my mother,

And Common Thief my father-brother:

Of fic freindfliip I had ane fither,

Hovvbeit 1 cannot fteil.

Bot yit I will borrow and len

;

As be my cleathing ye may ken,

That I am cum of nobiU men.

And a!s I will debair,

That quarrel with my feit and hands;

And i dwell amang the merchands.

My name gif onie man demands,

They call me DifTait,

Bon geur broder^ &c.

P. ii5.
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p. 125. Wefall him bring., &c.

Rex. I will lie ftill heir, and repois,

Speid you again to me, my jois.

Falfat. Ye hardlie, Sir, keip yow in clois,

And quyer, til! we cum again :

Brother, I trow be coks toes

Yon bairdit bogill cums for ain twaine.

Dijfa'it. Gif he dois fa, he fal be flaine;

I doubt him nocht, nor yit ane uther

:

Trowit I that he cum for ane train j

Of my freinds I fuld rais ane futher.

F.lattrie. I dreidfullfair^ &c, (Play, p. 3 1.)

P. 155. Theirfperittis to rejoyi/s.

And richt fa banking, and hunting,

Ar honeft paftimes for ane king.

Into the tyme of peace
;

And leirne to rin ane heavie fpear.

That he, into the tyme of wear,

May follow at the cheace.

Rex. Suhair is Sapience, &c. (Play, p. 61.).

P. 129. Large omiffions now appear. At the end of

this Scene (Play, p. 33), about two pages are found in

the Play which are omitted in the MS.

That mo'wthfpeik mair my anuin deir brother.

For God nor I rax in ane raip,

Thou may gif counfal to the Paip.

[iVoT/j they return to the Kin^.

Rex. Qiihat gart yow bid fa lang fra ray prefence ?

I think it lang fince ye depairtit thence.

P 4 Qiihat
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Quhat man was yon, with an greit boftous beird ?

Methocht he maid yow all thrie very feard.

DiJJalt. It was ane laidlie lurdan loan,

Cumde to break buithis into this toun.

Wee have gart bind him with ane poill,

And fend him to the thefis hoill.

Rex. Let him fit thair, with ane mifchance :

And let us go to our paftance.

Wantonnes. Better go revell at the rackat,

Or ellis go to the hurlie hackat

:

Or then, to fchaw our curtlie corfTes,

Ga fe quha beft can rin thair horffes.

Solace, Na, Soveraine, or we farther gang.

Gar Senfualitie fing ane fang.

\^Heir fall the LadiesJing anefang ; the Kingfall ly

donvn amang the Ladies ; a7id then Veritie fall

enter.

Veritie. Diligite jufticiam qui judicatis terram,

Luif JuiHce, yc quha hes ane Judges cure,

In earth, and dreid the awfull judgement

Of him, that fall cum judge baith rich and pair,

Rycht terribilly, with bludy wounds rent.

That dreidful day into 3 our harts imprent:

Belevand weill how, and quhat maner, ye

Ufe Jullice heir til uthers, thair at lenth

That day, but doubt, fa fall ye judgit be.

Wo than, and duill, be to yow Frinces all,

SufFerand the puir anes for till be opprefl

!

In everlafiing burnand fyre ye fall.

With Lucifer, riclit dulfullie be dreil.

Thairfoir in tyme, for lill efchaip that neft,

Feir
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Feir God, do law, and juftice equally

Till every man : i'e that no puiroppreft

Up to the heviii on yow ane vengeance cry.

Be juft judges, without favour or fead.

And hauld the ballance euin till everie wicht.

Let not the fault be left into the head.

Then fhall the members reulit be at richt.

For quhy, fubieils do follow, day and nicht,

Thair governours in yertew and in vyce.

Ye ar the lamps that fould fchaw them the lichts

Lo leid them on this fliddrie rone of yce.

Mobile iniitaturfemper cum prlnclpe <vulgus»

And gif ye wald your fubieds war weil gevin,

Then verteounie begin the dance your fell.

Going befoir; then they anone, I wein.

Sail follow yow, either till hevin or hell.

Kings fould of gude exempills be the well:

Bot gif that your llrands be intoxicate,

Infteid of wyne, they drink the poyfon fell.

Thus pepill follows ay thair principate.

Sic luceat hex •vejira. coram hominilus^ ut mdeant 9per4t

'vejlra bona.

And fpeciallie, ye princes of the Preiils,

That of peopill has fpiritual cuir,

Dayly ye fould revolve into your breiftis.

How that thir haly words ar ftill maid fare;

In verteous lyf gyf that ye do indure.

The pepill will tak mair tent to your deids,

Than to your words : and als baith rich and puir

Will follow yow, baith in your works and words.

\Hdr
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[Heir/al Flattrle J^-v Veritie nxjitb ane a'um counle-

Tirrnce,

Gtf menof tiie^ &c. Play. p. j^.

P. 131= Hes/poken matiifefi herejie. P. p. 36.

[Heir tbay cum io the Spiritualitie,

Flattrie. O reverent tatheris of the fprituall ftait!

We counfaill yow be wyie and vigilant.

Dame Veritie hcs lichtit now of lair,

And in hir hard beirand the New Tellament.

Be fcho re{r.!vit, but doubt wee ar bot fch nt

:

Let hir ncchi iudge thairfoir into this land.

And this wee reid yow do inominent,

Now quhill the King is ivith his luif fleipand.

Spritualitie, Wee thank yow, freiiids, of your bene-

volence.

It fall be done, evin as ye have devyfit.

We think ye ferve ane gudl'ie recomptnce,

Dtfendaud us, that we be nocht fuppryfit.

In this mater we man be weil advyfit

:

Now quhill the King miiknawis the veritie,

Be fcho reffavit, then we will be dcpryfit.

Qiihat is your counfeli, brother, now let fe?

Abbot. I hauld it bell:, that we incontinent

Gar hauld hir faft into captivitle,

Unto the thrid day of the Parliament,

And then accufe hir of hir herifie j

Or than banifh hir out of this cuntrie.

For with the King gif Veriiie be knawin,

Of our greit gloire we will degradlt be

;

And all our fecreiis to the Commouns fchawin.

Per/one.
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Per/one. Ye fe the King is yit efFeminate,

And gydit be dame Senfualitie,

Rycht fa with young counfil intoxicate

;

Swa at this tyme ye haif your libertie.

To tak your tyme I hauld it beft, for me.

And go diftroy all thir Lutherlans,

In fpecial yon lady Vericie.

Spiritual. Schir Perfone, ye fall be my commiflair.

To put this mater till executioun ;

And ye. Sir Freir, becaus ye can declair

The haill proceffe, pafs wi'.h him in commiiri:jun.

Pas all togidder with my braid benniloun;

And gif fcho fpeiks againfl our libertie.

Then put hir in perpetuell prifoun,

That fche cam nocht to King Humanitie.

^Heirjall thay pas to Veritie.

Ferfone, Luftie Ladie, we wald faiiie underiland
^

Quhat earand ye haif in this regioun ?

To preich, or teich, quha gaif to you command?

To counfal Kings how gat ye commiffioua ?

I dreid, without ye git ane remiflioun.

And fyne renunce your new opiniones,

The fpritual llaitfall put you to perditidun,

And in the fyre will burne yow, flefche and bones.

Veritie. I will recant nathing that I have fchawin ;

I have faid nathing bot the veritie.

Bot with the King fra tyme that I be lyiawin,

I dreid ye fpaiks of Spiritualitie

Sail rew that ever I came in this cuntiie ;

For gif the veritie plainlie war proclamit.

And fpeciallie to the King's Maif ilie,

For your traditions ye wiii be all defamit.

Flattrie
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Flattrie. ^hat buik^ &c. P. p. 38.

P. 132. bottom.

Tak th'ir ten croivnisforyour reivaird.

Veritie, The prophefie of the Prophelt Efay

Is praftickit, alace, on mee this day,

Quha faid the veritie fould be tram pit doun

Amid the ftreit, and put in flrang prefoun ;

His fyve and fyftie chapter quha lill luik

Sail find thir words writtin in his buik.

Richt fa San6t Paul wrytis to Timothie,

That men fall turne thair earis from veritie.

Bot in my Lord God I have efperance,

He will provide for my deliverance.

Bot ye, princes of Spiritualitie,

Quha fould defend the finceir veritie,

I dreid the plagues of Johnes Revelatioun

Sail fall upon your generatioun

;

I counfal yow this miffe t' amend

Sa that ye may efchaip that fatal end,

Chajl, ^^hou langfall, &c. Play, p. 39,

P. 133. bottom. Play, p. 40.

Amang the rejl of Spritualitie

.

Chaflitie. I grant yon ladie hes vowit chaftitle,

For hir profeflioun thairto fould accord.

Scho maid that vow for ane Abefie,

Bot nocht for Chrift Jefus our Lord.

Fra tyme that th.^ get thair vows, I fland ford,

They banifli hir out of their cumpanie :

With Chaftitie thay can mak na concord,

Bot leids thair lyfis in fenfualiiie.

I fall obferve your counfal, gif I may.

Cum on, and heir (}uhat yon ladie will fay.

I \C.haf.
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\ChaJllt'ie paffis to the Ladle Prior es, andfayis

My prudent lullie, Ladie Priores,

Remember how yc did vow chaflitie,

Madame, I pray yow of your gentilnes.

That ye wald pleis to haif of me pitie j

And this ane nicht to gif me harberie.

For this I male you rupplicaiioun.

Do ye nocht fa, Madame, I dreid perdie.

It will be caus of depravatioun.

Friores. Pas hynd, Madame, be Chrill you cum nocht

heir,

Ye ar contrair to my complexioun.

Gang fexk ludging at fum auld Monk or Freir,

Perchance thay will be your protedioun j

Or to Prelats mak your progreffioun,

Quhilks ar obleift to yow, als weil as I.

Dame Senfuall hes gevin direftioun

You till exclude out of my cumpany.

C/^«/?. Gif ye wald wit mair of the verltle,

I fall fchawiyow be fure experience,

How that the lords of Spritualitie

Hes baneift me, alace, fra thair prefence.

\ChaJiitie paffks to the Lords of Spritualitie,

My lords, laud, gloir, triumph, and reverence.

Mot be unto your halie fpritual ftait

!

I yow befeik, of your benevoleuce.

To harbry niee that am fo defolait.

Lords, I have pad throw mony uncouth fchyre,

Bot in this land I can get na ludging.

Of my name gif ye wald haif knavvledging,

Forfuith,
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Forfiiith; iriy lords, thay call me Chaftitie.

I you bsfeik, of your graces bening.

Gif me ladging this nicht for charitie.

Spritualitie. Pas on, Madame, we knaw you nocht;

Or be him that tfie vvaild wrocht

Your cumming fall be richt deir coft,

Gif ye mak langer tarie.

Abbot. But doubt we will baith leif and die

With our luif Senfualitie
;

Wee will half na mair deall with the

Then w'lth the Queene of Farie.

Par/one. Pas hame amang the Nunnis, and dwell,

Quhilks ar of chaftitie the well

;

I trail!: thay will, with bulk and bell,

Rtflave you in thair cloller.

Chaftitie, Sir, quhen I was the Nunnis amang.

Out cf their dortour they mee dang,

And wald nocht let me bid fa lang

To fay my Paternofter.

I fee na grace thairfoir to get.

I hauld it befl, or it be lait.

For till go prove the Temporal flair,

Gif thay will mee refaif.

Gud day my lord Temporalitie,

And vow merchant of gravitie,

Ful faine wald I have haiberie

To ludge amang the laif.

Temporal. Forfuith we wald be wcI! content

To harbrie yow with gude intent.

War nocht we haif impediment.

For
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For quhy, we twa ar maryit.

Bot will: our vvyfis that ye war heir,

Xhay wold male all this town on Heir.

Thairfoir we reid yow rin areir

Id dreid ye be mifcarylt.

Chaft. Te men of craft of gre'it Ingyne., Zlc*

as Interlude I[. Aft ii.

P. 134. The fame ftanzas occur p- 57.

P. 135. A ftanza wanting.

Diligence. Hoaw Solace ! gentil Solace, declair unto

the King,

How thair is heir ane ladie fair of face.

That in this cuntrie can get na ludging,

Bot pitifullic flemit from place to place.

Without the king, of his efpeciall grace.

As ane fervand hir in his court refaif.

Brother Solace, tell the King all the cace.

That fcho may be refavit amang the laif.

Solace. Soveraine get upy &c. Play, p. 47.

P. 141.. This prologue in the Play, p. 62, more pro-

perly forms the epilogue to part I. of the Play.

P. 142. Scene i. immediately follows the former ia-

terlude.

P. 147. CorreH. Bcati qui efuriunt etfitiuntjiiftiticmt

Thij ar the words ot the redoutit Roy,

The Prince of Peace, above all Kings Kiog,

Quhilk hes me fent all cuntries to convoye,

And all mifdoars dourlie to down thrino-.

I will do nocht without the conveitung

Ane Parliament of the eliaites all

;
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In thair prefence I fall, btit feinyeing,

Iniquitie under my fword doun thrall.

Thair may no Prince do afts honorabill,

Bot gif his counfall thairto will afSft.

How may he knaw the thing maift profitabill.

To follow vertew, and vycis to refift.

Without he be inftruftit and folill ?

And quhen the King ftands at his counfell found.

Then welth fall wax, and plentie as he lill,

And policie fall in his realm abound.

Gif ony lift my name for till inquyre,

I am callit Divine Corredioun.

I fled throuch mony uncouth land and fchyre,

To the greit profit of ilk natioun.

Now am I cum into this regioun,

To teill the ground that hes bene lang unfawin

;

To punifhe tyrants for thair tranfgreflioun

;

And to caus Icill men live upon thair awin.

Na realme, nor land, but my fupport may Hand,

For I gar Kings live into royaltie:

To rich and puir I beir an equal band.

That thay may live into thair awin degrie.

Quhair 1 am nocht is no tranquillitie

:

Be me tratours and tyrants ar put doun,

Quba thinks na fchame of their iniquitie

Till thay be punlfhed be mee Correct oun.

Quhat is ane King? Nocht bot an officiar,

To caus his leiges live in equitie
;

And under God to be aae punifcher

Of trefpaifours againil his Maieilie.
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Bot quhcn the King uois live in tyrannic

j

Breakand juftice fur fear or affeflioun,

l^hen is his realms in weir and povertie.

With fchaniefuU flauchter, but corrjdion.

I am anejudge^ &c. (Play, ^.^2, 53.)

P. 1 50. end of Scene 4,

[_Corredioun pajjls to'wardi the King ^vith yeritie^

Chajlitie^ a-iidGude Counfell.

Wantonnes, Solace, knawis thoa not quhat I fe ?

Ane knicht, or ellis ane king, thiuks me>

With wantoun wings as he wald fie.
,

Brother, quhat may this mein ?

I underfland nochc be tlii's day

Quhidder that he be freind or fay;

Stand Hill and heare quhat he will fay

;

Sic ane 1 haif nocht fene.

Solace. Yon is ane ftranger, I ftand forde;

He femes to be ane luftie lord.

Be his heir-cumming for concord,

And be kinde till our King,

He fall be welcome to this place,

And treatit wich the Kingis grace.

Be it nocht fa we fall him chace.

And to the divell him ding.

Placebo. I reid us put upon the King,'

And waikin him of his fleiping.

Sir, rife and fe an uncouth thing.

Get up, ye ly too lang.

Sen/uaiitie, Put on your huide, John Fule, ye raif.

How dar ye be fo pert, Sir Knaif,

Vol. II. Q^ T«
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To tuich the King ? Sa Chrift me faif

Fals huirfone rhow fall hing.

Corre£l, Get up, Syr King, &c. (Play, p. 55, 56.)

P. 151, bottom, I lat yowwitj &c.

Adew Sir King, I may na langer tary.

I cair nocht that als gude luife cums as gais,

I recommend yow to the Queene of Farie ;

1 fe ye will be gydit with my fais.

As for this King, I cure him nocht twa ftrais.

War I amang Bifchops and Cardinals,

1 wald get gould, filver, and precious clais

:

Na earthlie joy but my prefence avails.

\Heirfallfche paff to Spiriiualite,

My Lords of the Spirituall ftair,

Venus preferve yow air and lalt

!

For I can male na mair debait,

I am partit with your king ;

And am baneifcht this regioun.

By counfell of Corredioun.

Be ye nocht my proteclioun

1 may leilc my luiiging.

Spir. Welcome our dayis darling;

Welcome with all our hart

;

We all, but feinyeing.

Sail plainlie talc your part.

[Heir fall the Bijljops^ AhhotSy and Parfons kii the

Ladies.

Correa. Senye are quyt. Sec. (Play, p. 57.)

P. 152. Correal . Now Sir tak tent quhac I will fay»

Obfcrve thir fame baith nlcht and day,

And let them never part yow fray ;

Or
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Or els, withoutin doubt,

Turne ye to Senfualitie,

To vicious lyfe, and rebaJdrie,

Out of your realme ricbt fchamefullle

Ye fall be ruttit out.

As was Tarquin, the Romsn King,

Quha was for his vicious living,

And for the fchameful ravifching

Of the fair chaift Lucres.

He was degraidit of his crown,

And baneift of his regiouu :

I maid on him correftioun.

As ftories dois expres.

Rex. I am content, &C. (Play, p. 58.)

P. 153. The ftanza deficient is thus to be fupplied:

Gang warne the Spiritualitie,

Rycht fa the Temporalitie,

Be oppin proclamatioun,

In gudlie haift for to compeir.

In thair maift honorabill maneir*

To gif us, &c.

P. 1 56. Honvfall I keep my realme in tejl f

Gude Counf. Initiiimfapientia eft timer Dominic

Sir, gif your hienes yearnis lang to ring,

Firft dread your God abuif all uther thing.

For ye ar bot ane mortal inftrument

To that great God and King Omnipotent,

Preordinat to his divine Maieftie

To reuU his peopill intill unitie.

The prlncipail point. Sir, of ane Kings office

Is for to do to everilk man juftice;

CLa And
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And for to mix his juftice with mercie,

But rigour, favour, or partialitie.

Forfuith it is na little obfervance

Great regions to have in obfervance,

Quhaever taks on him that Kinglie cuir,

To get ane of thir twa he fuld be fuir

:

Great paine and labour and that continuall;

Or ellis to have defame perpetual!.

Quha guydis weill, they win immortal fame ;

Quha the contrair, they get perpetuall fchame,

Efter quhais death, bat dout, ane thoufand yeir

Thair life at lenth rehearft fall be perqueir.

The Chroniklis to knavv I yow exhort

;

Thair fall ye finde baith gude and euill report

:

For everie Prince, efter his qualitie,

Thocht he be deid his deids dill neuer die.

Sir, gif ye pleafe for to ufe my counfall,

Your fame and name fall be perpetuall.

\_Heirfall the mejjinger Diligence return, and cry m

Hoyyes, a Hoyyes, a Hoyyes, and fay,

j^t the command of King Humanities &c. as herCi p.

141, 142. (Play, p. 62, 63.) to the line

The heji fairt of our Play : then follows,

•' The End of the firft part of the Satyre. Now fall

the pepill mak collatioun, then beginnis the Interlude,

the Kings, Bifchops, and principal players, being out of

their feats."

Part II.

The Puirman and the Pardoner, as Int. III. Play, p.

64—80. After this occurs Scene 7. p. 157. but the

following paces are previoufly infened.

[Heir
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[Heir/all Diligence mak bis praclamatioun.

Diligtnce, Famous peopill tak tent, and ye fall fe

The thrie eftaits of this natioun

Cum to the court, with ane ftrange gravitie;

Thairfoir I mak vow fupplicatioun,

Till ye have heard our haile narratioun,

To keip filence, and be patient I pray yow

:

Howbeit we fpeik bot adulatioun,

We fall fay nathiug bot the fuith I fay yow.

Gude verteous men, that luifis the veritie,

I wait thay will excuTe our negligence

;

Bot vicious men, denude of charitie.

As feinyelt fals flattrand Saracens,

Howbeit they cry on us ane loud vengence,

And of our paftyme make ane fals report;

Quhat may wee do bot tak in patience,

And us refer unto the faithful fort ?

Our Lord Jefus, Pett;r, nor Paull,

Culd not compleis the peopill all,

But fum were mifcontent

;

Howbeit thay fchew the veritie,

Sum faid that it war herefie

Be tbair maill fals judgcnent,

[Heir fall the Thrie Eftaits cum fra the faljeouTty

gangand back'wart^ led be thair fyces.

Wantonnes. Now braid b>;nedicite t

Quhat thing is yon that I fe?

Luke Solace, my hart.

0^3 Solace
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Solace, Brother Wantonnes, quhat thinks thow ?

Yon are the Thrie kiiaits I tro\v,

Gangand backwart.

Wanton. Backwart, Backwart! Out walkway!

It is ^reit fchame tor them, 1 fay,

Backwart to ^ang.

I trow the King Corredioua

Man mak ane reformatioun,

Or it be lang.

Now let us go, and tell the King. [jiaiif*.

Sir, we have fene ane mervelous thing

Be our judgement.

The Thrie Etbits ot this regioun

Ar cummanci backwart throw this toun

To the Parliament.

Rex. Backwart, backwaw ! How may that be ?

Gar fpeid them haiftelie to me,

In dreid that thay ga wrang.

Placebo, Sir, I fe them yonder cummand,

Thay will be heir evin fra hand.

Als faft as thay may gang.

Gude Coufif. Sir, ha'.d you dill and Ikar them nocht,

Till ye peifave nuliat be thair thocht,

And {z quhat men them leids.

And let the King Correftioim

Mak ane fcharp inqulfitioun.

And mark them be the heids^

Qyhen ye ken the occafioun

That raaks them fie perfuafioun,

Ye may expell the caus

;

Syne
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Syne them reform, as ye think beil.

Sua that the realme may live in reft

According to Gods laws.

[Heir fall the Thrie Ejlaits cum, and turne their

faces to the King.

Spir, Gloir, honour, laud, triumph, and vidlorie,

Be to your michtie prudent excellence! -

Heir ar we cum, all the Eftaits Thrie,

Readie to male our dew obedience,

At your command with humbile obfervance,

As may pertene to Splritualitie,

With counfel of the Temporalitie.

Temp. Sir, we, whh michtie curage at command,

Of your fuper-excellent MajelHe

Sail male fervice, baith with our hart and hand.

And fall not dreid in thy defence to die.

Wee ar content, but doui>t, that we may fee

That nobile heavenlie King Corre£tioun,

Sa he with mercle mak punitioun.

Marchand. Sif we ar heir your burgeffia and mer-

chands,

Thanks be to God that we may fe your face,

Traiftand we m;iy now into divers lauds

Convey our ceir, wih fupport of your jjrace.

For now I tiailt wee fall get rell and peace

;

Quhen mifdoars are with your fivord ore-thrawin,

Then may leil m rchands live upon their a^vin.

Rex. Welcum to me my prudent lords all

;

Ye ar my membeis, lupp^is I be your heid.

Sit down, that we may with your jult counfall

0^4 Aganis
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Aganis mifdoars find foveraine remeid.

Wee fall nocht f]:air, for favour nor for feid.

With your avice to mak puniticun.

And put my fvvord to execution.

Corr, My tender friends, I pray you with my harfc

Declair to me the thing that I vvald fpeir,

Quhat is the caus that ye gang all backwart ?

The veritie thairof faine wald I heir.

Spirit, Soveraine, we have gane fa this mony a yeir.

Howbeit ye think we go undecently,

Wee think we gang richt wonder pleafantly.

Dilig. Sit down my lords into your proper places;

Syne let the King confider all fie caces.

Sit down, Sir Scribe: and fit down, Dempfler, to.

And fence the Court as ye were wont to do.

\Thay arfet doun^ and Guid Counfdlfall pas to kit

feat.

Rex. My prudent lordsf &c. (Play, p. 83,)

P. 157. And plane opprejfouris^ &c. Ibid.

Spirit, Quhat thing is this, Sir, that ye have devyfit ?

Schirs, ye have neid for till be weill advyfit.

Be nocht haiRie into your executioun
j

And be nocht our extreime in your punitioun.

And gif ye pleafe to do. Sir, as wee fay,

Poilpone this Parlainent till ane uther day.

For quhy ? The peopill of this regioun

May nocht endure extreme correflioun.

Corre^. Is this the part, my lords, that ye will tak,

To mak no fupportatioun to correal ?

It dois appeir that ye ar culpabill.

That ar nocht to Correflloun applyabill.

Suyith,
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Suyith, Diligence, ga fchaw it is our will,

That everilk man oppreft geif in his bill.

Diiig. All manner of men ^ &c. (Play, p. 83.)

P. I c^c). Te that f Sir, garris, Sec,

Rex. Quhat is the caus the Common Weil is crukit ?

Johne. Becaiis the Common-Weill has bene overlukit.

Rex. Quhat gars the luke fa with ane dreirie hart?

Johne. Becaus the Thrie Ellaits gangs all backvvart.

Rex. Sir Common-Weil), knaw ye the limmers that

them leids ?

Johne. Thair canker cullouvs I ken them be the heads.

As for our reverendfaders^ &c.

Play, p. 85.

Ibid. Get up I think tofe thy Craig^ &c.

Loe heir is Falfit, and Dilfair, weill I ken,

Leidcrs of the merchants and fillie crafts-men,

Quhat mervel thocht the Thrie Ertaits backwart gang,

Quhen fie ane vy'e cumpanie dwcls them amang?

Quhilk hes reulit this rout monie deir dayis

;

Quhilk gars John the Common Weil want his warmc

clais.

Sir, call them befoir yow, and put them in ordcur.

Or els John the Common Weil man beg on the bordour.

Howfeinyeit- Flatry ! &c. p. 160. P. p. 8c.

P. 161. [Heir ar thay led, SiC (Play, p. 85, 87.)

Howbeit I fe rhy Ikap Ikyre Ikoird,

Thou art ane ftuvat I Hand foird. (tra^fbnfed)

id Serj. Put in your leggis into the flocks,

For ye had never ane meiter hois.

Thir flewats Uiak as thay war broks;

Novr
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Now ar ye fikker I fuppoij, [Paufa.

My Lords wee have cone vour rommands.

Sail we put Covericc in captlvitie ?

Corred, Yea, hardlie lay on him your hands,

Rychr a upon Sent' . ie.

Spirit. This is my Graint^.r and my Chahnerlaine,

And hes my gould, and gtir, under hir cuiris,

I makane vow to God, f fall complaine

Unto the Paip how ye do me injuris.

Covet, My Reverent Fathers tak in patience,

I fall nocht lang remaine from your prefence ;

Thocht for ane quhyll I man from your depaiit,

I wait my fpreit fall remaine in your hart.

And quhen this King Correftiouu beis abfenr.

Then fail we twa rtturne inooniinent.

Thairfoir adew.

Spirit, Adew; be Sand Mavene,

Pas quhair ye will, we ar twa naturall men.

Senfual, Adew, my lord.

Spirit. Adew, my awin fweit harr.

Now duill fell me that wee twa man depart

!

Senfual. My Lord howbeit this parting dois me paine,

I traift in God we fall me it fcne againe.

Spirit. To cum againe I pray you do jour cure;

Want I yow twa, I may nocht lang indure.

[Heir fal the Sergeants chafe them aivayt and they

fall gang to thefeat of Senfualitie.

Tempor. IMy Lords, ye knaw the Thrie Eflr.its

For Common-weil fuld mak debaitsj

Let now aniang us be devyfit

Sic aftis, that with guile men be pryfif,

3 Conforming
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Conrorming to the common law j

For of na man we fould ftand aw.

And, for till faif us fra murmeU,

Schone Diligence fetch us Gude Counfell*

For quhy h? is ane rrian tha- knawis

Baith the '.c men and Civil! Lawis.

Dilig. Fa.her, ye man incontinent

Paffe to the Lords of Pat llarricnt

;

For qnhy thay ar determinar all

To do na thii<£r bye your coiafal!.

Gude Counf. That fall 1 1 within fchort fpace;

Prayi.ij^- i'-t. Lord to f-iid us grace

For till conclude, or wee depart,

That tiiiiy may profeit efierw?.rt

Eaich to the Kirk, and to the King:

I fall defvre na uther thing. [Pan/a,

My Lords, God glaid the cumpanie.

Quhat is the cauft ye fend for me ?

Merchand. Sit doun, and gif us your counfeli,

How we iall flaik the great murmell

Of pure peopill, that is '.veill knavvin;

And as the Common-weill hes fchawin.

And als wee knaw it is the Kings will,

That gude renieid be put thaiitill,

Sir Common-weill, keep ye the bar.

Let nane except yourfelf cum nar.

Johne. That fall I do, as I befl can,

I fall hauld out baith wyfe and man.

Ye man let this puir creature

Support me for till keip the dure.

I knaw
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I knaw bis name full ficker'y.

He will complain als vveill as I.

Gude Counf. 3!ly nverJy lordis^ &c, p. l6l« (Play,

p. 88.)

P. 163. Thirjuglars^ Sec.

^hir carriers and thir q'lintacenfouris.

Ibid, ^uhilk laboris nct^ &c.

I mein, nocht laborand fpirituailie,

Ncr fur thair living corporallie,

Lyand in denni^, like idill doggjs ;

I them compair to vveil-fed hoggis.

I think thay do themfelfis abufe.

Seeing that thay the vvarld refufc,

Haifing profeft fic poveitie,

Syne fleis fad fra neceffrie.

Quhat g'.f thay povertie wald profefle ?

And do as did Diogenes,

That great famous philofophour,

Seing in earth hot vaine labour,

Al utterlie the warld refufit

And in ane tumbe himfelf indufit;

And lei fit on herbs, and water cauld ;

Of corporal fude na mair he wald.

He trot^it nocht from toun to toun,

Be^gand to feid his carioun :

Fra tyme that lyfe he did profes

The warld of him was cummeiles.

Rycht fa of Marie Magdalene,

And of Mary th' Eg) ptiane,

And of auld Paull the firft Hermeit;

Ail thir had povertie compleit.

Ane
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Ane hundreth ma I micht declair;

Bot to my purpois I will fair,

Concluding fleuthful idilnes

Againil; the Common-weil exprefle.

Correft. ^hom upon ma^ &c. p. 1 64. (Play, p. 90.)

P. 169. Our par/one nvill 7iot, &c. (Play, p. 94.)

Pauper. Our biihops, with their luftie rokats quhyte,

Thay flow in riches royallie, and dely te.

Lyke paradice bene thair palices and places ;

And wants na pleafour of the faireft faces.

Als thir Prelates hes great prerogatyves

;

For quhy ? Thay may depairt ay with thair wyves,

Without ony corredioun or daninage;

Syne tak ane uther vvantoner but maniage.

But doubt I wald think it ane pleafant lyfe,

Ay on, quhen I lift, to part with my wyfe,

Syne tak an uther of far greater beutie :

Bot ever, alace, My Lords, that may not be 5

For I am bund alaee in marriage;

Bot thay lyke rams, rudlie in thair rage,

Unpyfalt rinnis amang the fiUie yowis,

Sa lang as kynde of nature in them growis.

Per/on. Thou Hes, fals huirfun raggit loun,

Thair is na Preifts in all this toun

That ever ulit fie vicious crafts.

Johne. The fiend reflave thay flattrand chafts !

Sir Domlne^ I trowit ye had be dum.

Qiihair devil gat we this ill-fairde blaitie bum?

Per/on. To fpeik of Preifts be fure it is na bourds;

Thay will burn men now for rakles words

;

And
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And all thay words are herifie in deid.

Johne. The mekil feind refave the faul that leid

!

All that I fay is trevv, thocht thou be greifit

;

And that I offer on thy pallet to preifit.

Spr. My lords, why do ye thoil that lurdun Iou»

Of Kirkmen to fpeik fic detraflioun ?

1 let yow wit, My Lords, it is na bourds

Of Prelats for till fpeik fic wantoun words.

Yon villaine puttis me out of charitie.

^emp. Quhy, my lord, fayis he ocht hot verity ?

Ye can nocht ftop ane puir man for till pleinyie,

Gif he hes faltit fummond him to yonr feinyie.

Spr. Yea that I fall, I mak greit God a vow,

He fall repent that he fpak of the kovv.

I will not fuffer fic words of yon villaine.

Pauper. Than gar gif me my thrie fat ky againe.

Spr. Fals carle, to fi>eik to me ftands thou not aw ?

Pauper. The feind refave them that firit devyfit that

law!

Within an hour after my dade was deid,

The Vickar had my kow hard be the heid.

Per/on. Fals huirfun carle, 1 fay that law is gude,

Becaus it hes bene lung our confuetudc.

Pauper. Quhen I am Paip that law I fall put doun ;

It is ane fair law for the pure commoun.

Spr. I mak ane vow thay words thou fal repent.

CouTif. I yow requ) re^ my lords, be patient.

Wee came nocht here for difputatiouns

;

Wee came to make gude reformatio uns.

Heirfoir
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Heirfoir of this your propofuioun

Conclude, and put to executioun.

Merchand, My Lords, conclude that all the temporal

lands

Be fet in few to laborcris with their hands,

With fie reftridliouns as fall be devyfit,

That thay may live, and nocht to be fuppryfit.

With ane reironnabill augmentatioun ;

And quhen thay heir ane proclamatioun

That the Kings grace does raak him for the weir.

That thay be reddie with harnis, bow, and fpeir ;

As for myfelf, my lord, this I conclude.

CounJaU Sa fay we all, your reflbun be fo gude.

To male an A£l on this we ar content.

Johne. On that, Sir Scribe, I tak an inftrumenf,

Quhat do ye of the corf-prefent and kow ?

Counfsl. I wil conclude nathing of that as now.

Without my lord of Spiritualitie

Thairto confent, with all this hall! cleargic.

My lord Bifchop, will ye thairto confent ?

Sprit. Na, na, never till the day of judgment.

Wee will want nathing that wee have in ufe j

Kirtil, nor kow, teind lambe, teind gryfe, nor gufe.

Temp. Forfuth my lordis^ Sec. (Play, p. 97.)

P. i6g. Seven pages omitted.

Notar thairof 1 tali an injirument, (P. p. 97.)

Temp, My lord, be him that al the world has wrocht.

We fet nocht by quhider ye confent or nocht j .

Ye ar bot an eftait and we ar twa ;

Et ubi major pars ihi tota,

fobfie.
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Jol/fie. My lords, ye half rlcht prudcntlie concludit,

Tak. tent now how the land is clein denudit

Of gould, and iilver, quhilk dailie gais to Rome

For budf, mair then the reft of ChrilHiidojne,-

War I ane king, Sir, be coks pafiioun

I fould gar nvak ane proclamatioun,

That never ane penny fould go to Rome at all,

Na mair then did to Peter or to I'auU.

D;i ye nocht fa heir, for conclufioun,

I gif you all my braid bkck malefoun.

Merchant. It is of iieuth, Sirs, be my chriflindoraej-

That mekil of oar money gais to Rome.

For we merchants, I wait, within our bounds

Hes furneift Freilh ten hundreth thoufand punds j

For th-air finnance nane k«awis fa weill as wee.

Thairfoir, my lords, devyfe fo:ne reraedie;

For throw thlr playis, and thir promotloun,

Mair for denners, nor for devotioun,

Sir Symonie has maid with them ane band.

The ^Jould of weicht thay leid out of the land.

The Common- well thair throch bein fair oppreil

;

Thairfoir devyfe remeid, as ye think beft.
^

Counfell. It is fchort tyme fen ony benefice

Was fped in Rome, except greit bifchopries j

Bot now for ane unworthie vickarage

Ane prelft will rin to Rome in pilgramage;

Ane cavell, quhilk was never at the fcule,

Will fin to Rome, and keip ane bifchops male ;

And fyne come hame with mony colorit crack.

With ane buiruia of bcnefeices on his back.

Quhilfe
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Quhjlk bene againft the law ane man alaine

For till pofTes ma benefices nor ane.

Thir greit Commends, I fay, withouttin faill

Sould nocht be given bot to the blude Royal!

;

Sa I conclude, my lords, and fayis for me,

Ye fould annull all this pluralitie.

Spirit. The Paip has given us difpenfatioun*.

Counf» Yea, that is be your fals narratiouns.

Thocht the Paip, for your pleafour, will difpenfe,

I trow that can nocht cleir your confcience. ,

Advyfe, my lords, quhat ye think to conclude.

Temp. Sir, be my faith I think it very jj.ude

That fra hencefurth na Preids fall pas to Rome;

Becaus our fubllance thay do ftill confume;

For pleyis, and for thair profeit fingulair,

Thay half of money maid this realme balr.

And als I think it bell, be my advyce.

That ilk Preift fall haif but ane benefice j

And gif thay keip nocht that tundatioun,

It fall be caus of deprivatioun.

Merchant. As ye haif faid, my lord, we will confent.

Scribe mak ane A£l on this incontinent.

Coiinf, My Lords, thair is ane thing ytt unproponif,

How Prelats, and Preillis aucht to be difponit.

This beand done wee have the les ado.

Quhat fay ye, firs ? This is my counfall, lo,

That or wee end this prcfent Parliament,

Of this matter to lak rype advyfement."

Mark Weill, my lords, thair is na benefice

Given to ane man bot for ane gude office ;

V^ol. II. R Quha



J30 LINDSAY'S
Quha talcs office, and fyne than can nocht us it.

Giver and taker I fay ar bai^h abufit.

Ane Bifchops office is for to be ane prelchour,

And of the law of God ane publick teachour

;

Richt fa the Perfon, unto his parochon,

Of the Evangell fould leir them ane lefToun.

Thair fould na man defire fic dignities,

Without he be abill for that office.

And for that caus I fay, without leifing,

Thay have thair teiuds, and for na uther thing.

Sprit. Freind, quhair find ye that we fuld prechoars^

be?

Counf. Luik quhat Sand Paul writes unto Timothie ;

Tak thair the buik, let fe gif ye can fpell

Sprit. I never red that, thairfoir reid it your fel.

[Counfall fall read thir wordis on ane buik.

Ficlelis fermo^ Ji quis Epifcopatum dejiderat^ bonum

opus dejiderat^ oportet eum irreprehenjibilem e{Je^ unius

uxoris -virum.) fobrium, prudentem^ oTnalum^ pttdi-

cutTtf hofpitalemy do^orem^ non niinolentum . non

percujforem, fed modejium. That is, This is a

true faying,-' If any man defire the office of a

Bifliop, he defireth a wortbie worke: A Bifliop

therefore niuft be unreproveable, the hufband of

one wife, &c.

Spir. Ye temporal men, be him that heryit hell,

Ye ar ovir peart with fic maters to mell.

Temp. Sit ftill, my lord, ye neid not for til braull

;

Thir ar the verie words of th' Apoflill Paull,

Spir.
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Spit: Sum fayis, be him that vvoare the crowne of

thorne,

It had bene gude that Paull had neir bene borne.

Cou7tf. Bot ye may knaw, my lord, Sand Paul's intent.

Schir, red ye never the New Teftament ?

Spir. Na, fir, be him that our lord Jefus fauld,

I red never the New Teftament, nor Auld,

Nor ever thinks to do, Sir, be the Rude :

I heir freiris fay that reiding dois na gude.

Cou7if. Till you to reid them I think it is na lack;

For anis I faw them baith bund on your back.

That famin day that ye was confecrat.

Sir quhat meinis that ?

Spir, The feind flick them that wat.

Merch. Then, befoir God how can ye be excufit,

To half an office, and waits not how to us it ?

Q^uhairfoir was gifin you all the temporal lands,

And all thir teinds ye haif among your hands ?

Thay war givin yow for uther caufes, I weipe.

Nor mummil matins, and hald your clayis cleine*

Ye fay, to the Apoftills that ye fucceed,

Bot ye fchaw nocht that, into word nor deid.

The law is plaine j our teinds fuld furnifch teichours.

Counf. Yea, that it fould ; or fufteine prudent prei-

chours.

Pauper, Sir, God nor I be ftickit with ane knyfe,

Gif ever our Perfoun preichit in all his lyfe.

Per/on. Quhat devil raks the of our preiching, un-

docht ?

Paup. Think ye that ye fuld have the teinds for nocht?

R a Per/'
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Perf. Trowis thou to get remeid, carle, of that thing ?

Paup. Yea be Gods breid richt fone— war 1 ane

King.

Per/. Wald thou of Prelats mak deprivation ?

Paup. Na: I fuld gar them keip thair fundatlon,

Quhat devill is this, quhom of fould Kings {land aw

To do the thing that they fould be the law \

War I ane king, be coks deir paflioun,

I fould richt fone mak reformatioun

;

Failyeand thairof your grace fould richt fone finde

That Preirts fall leid yow, lyke ane bellie blinde.

Johne. Quhat gif King David war leivand in this

dayis ?

The quhilk did found fa mony gay Abayis,

Or out of heavin quhat gif he luikit doun.

And faw the great abomina-ioun

Amang thir Abefles, and thir Nunries,

Thair publick huirdomes, and thair harlotries?

He wald repent he narrowit fa his bounds.

Of yeirlie rent thriefcoir of thowfand poundst

His fuccefTours maks litill ruiffe, I ges,

Of his devotioun, or of his holines.

AhbaJJe. How dar you, carle, prefume for to declair ?

Or for to mcll the with fa hcich a mater ?

For in Scotland thair did yit never ring,

I let the wit, ane mair excellent king.

Of holines he was the verie plant,

And now in heavin he is ane michtfull San£l

;

Becaus that fyftein Abbafies he did found

;

Q^hair throw great riches hes ay done abound

Int«
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Into our Kirk, aud daylie yet abounds.

Bot Kings now I trow few Abbafies founds.

I dar Weill fay thou ar condempnic in hell,

That dois prefume with fic maters to mell.

Fals huirfun carle, thou art ovir arrogant

To judge the deids of fic ane halie fand.

Johne, King James the Firft, roy of this regioun.

Said that he was ane fair San£l to the crown.

I heir men fay that he was fumthing blind,

That gave away mair nor he left behind.

His fucceffonrs that holines did repent,

Quhilk gart them do great inconvenient.

Abbas, jVIy lord Bifchop, I mervel how that ye

Suffer this carle for to fpeik herefie ? .

For be my faith, my lord, will ye tak tent

He fervis for to be brunt incontinent.

Ye can nocht fay bot it is herefie
. ,

To fpeik again ft our law and libertie.

Spir. ^an^e pater, I mak yow fupplicatioun,

Exame yon carle, fyne mak his dilatioun ;

I mak ane vow to God Omnipotent

That byftour fal be brunt incontinent.

\Flat.'\ Venerabile father, I fall do your command ;

Gif he feivis deid I fall fune underltand. [Pau/a.

Fals huirfun carle, fchaw funh thy faith,

j^o/jne. Methink ye fpeik as ye war wraith.

To yow I will na thing declair.

For ye ar nocht my Ordinal r.

Flat. Quhom in trowis thou, fals monfter mangit ?

Jofjfie, I itow to God to fe the hangit.

R 3 War
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War I ane King, be coks paffioun,

I fould gar mak ane congregatioun

Of all the freirs of the four ordouris,

And mak yow vagers on the bordouris.

Sir, will 36 give me audience,

And I fall fchaw your excellence,

Sa that your grace will give me leife.

How into God that I beleife.

Corred. Schaw furth your faith, and feinye nocht^

Johne, I beliefe in God that all hes wrocht;

And creat every thing of nocht;

And in his fon our Lord Jefu,

Incarnat of the Virgin trew,

Quha under Pilat tholit paflioun»

And deit for our falvatioun.

And on the thrid day rais againe,

As halie fcriptour fchavvis plane.

And als, my lord, it is weill kend

How he did to the heavin afcend,

And fet him doun at the richt hand

Of God the father, I underftand ;

And fall cum Judge on Dumifday.

Quhat will ye mair, fir, that I fay ?

Corrc^* Schaw furth the lefl: ; this is na game,

yohne. I trow San^am Ecclefiam ;

Bot nocht in thir Bifchops nor freirs,

Quhilk will, for purging of thir neirs,

Sard up the ta raw and doun the uther.

The mekill Devill r^fave the fidder ,'
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Corre^, Say quhat ye will, firs, be San(5l Tan, »

Methiiik Johne ane gude ChriiHan man.

Temp. My lords, let be your difputatioun ;

Conclude with firm deliberatioun,

How Prelats fra thyne fall be difponit.

Merch. I think for me evin as ye firft proponit,

That the King's grace fall gif na benefice,

Bot till ane preichour that can ufe that office.

The filHe fauls, that bene Chriftis fheip,

Sould nocht be givin to gormand vvolfis to kelp.

Quhat bene the caus of all the herefies,

Bot the abulioun of the prelacies ?

Thay will correft, and will nocht be correflit,

Thinkand to na prince thay will be fubjedlil.

Qyhairfoir I can find na better remeid,

Bot that thir kings man take in thair heid,

That thair be given to na man blfliopries,

Except they preich out throch thair diofies ;

And ilk perfoae preich in his parochon.

And this I fay for finall conclufion.

Temp. Wee think your counfall is verie gude:

As ye have faid wee all conclude^

Of this conclufioun No er wee mak an Aft.

Scrybe. I write all day bot gets never ane plack.

Pauper. Ha iny lorJIsfor the Holy Trinitie^ &c.

p. 169. Play, p. 104.

P, 171. It is aganis our profeittJitigular.

Wee will nocht want our profeit, be San6l Geill.

Temp, Your profeit is again^ the Common-wcilj

R 4 It
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It fall be done, my lords, as ye have wrocht.

We care nocht quhidder ye confent or nocht.

Quhairfoir fervis then all thir Temporal Judges,

Gif temporal matters fould feik at vow refuges ?

My lord, ye fay that ye ar fprituall,

Quhairfoir mell ye than with things temporall ?

As we have done conclude, fo fall it ftand.

Scribe put our Ads in ordour evin fra hand.

Sprit. Till allyour A£lis, &c. p, 171. Play, p. 106.

Ihid. Three pages wanting at the end of Interlude

VII. Play, p. 106—109.

\HtirJall Feritie and Chajiitie mak thair plaint at

the bar,

Veritie. My Soverane, I befeik your excellence

Ufe juftice on Spiritualite;

The quhilk to us hes done great violence,

Becaus we did rehers the veritie.

Thay put us clofe into captivitie,

And fa remanit into fubjedioun.

Into great langour and calamitie,

Till we were fred be King Correftioun.

Chajl. My lord, I haif great caus for to complaine,

I could get na ludging intill this land;

The Spiritual Stait had me fa at difdane,

With Dame Senfuall thay have maid fie ane band.

Amang them all na friendihip, Sir?, 1 fund ;

And quhcn I cam the nobill nunnis amang,

My luftie Ladie Priores fra hand

Out of hir dortour durlie fche me dang.

Veriti(,
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yerhie. With the advyfe, Sir, of the Parliament

Hairtlie we inak yow fupplicatioun,

Caufe King Corrcftioun tak incontinent •

Of all this fort examinatioun.

Gif they be digne of deprivatioun,

Ye have power tor to corredl fic cafes.

Cheafe the maid cunning Cierks of this natloun,

And put mair prudent paftours in thair places.

My prudent lord!?, I fay that pure craftfmen

Abufe fum Pielats ar mair for to commend j

Gar exame them, and fa ye fall fune ken

How thay in vertew Bifchops dois tranfcend

Scribe. Thy life, and crafr, inak to thir Kings kend.

Qiihat craft hes thou, declair that to me plaine ?

Tailjeour. Ane Tai!yeour, Sir, that can baith male

and inend

;

I wait nane better into Dumbartane.

Scr, Quhairfoir of tailyeourS beirs thou the ftyl?

TaiL Becaus I wait is nane within ane myl

Can better ufe that craft, as I fuppois

:

For I can mjk baith doublit, ccat, and hois.

Scr. How call thay you, Sir, with the fchaiping kaife?

Sonvtar, Ane fowtar, fir, nane better in'o Fyfe.

Scr. Tell me quhairfoir ane fowtar ye ar namir.

Son.vt. Of that fiirname I need nocht be afli.imit.

For I can mak fchone, brotekins, and buiitis,

Gif me the coppie of the King's cuittis.

And ye fall fe richt fune quhat I can do;

Hwir is my lafts, and weill wrocht ledder, !o.

Counfi.
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Counf. O Lord my God ! this is ane mervelous thin*

How fic mifardnur in this realme fouKl ring !

Sowtars and tailyeours thay ar far mair expert

In thair puir craft, and in thair handie art,

l^or ar Prelatis in thair vocatioun.

I pray yow, firs, mak informatioun,

Veritie. Alace, Alace, quhat gars thir temporal Kings

Into the Kirk ot Chriil admit fic doings I

My Lord is, for lute of Chrill's paffioun.

Of thir ignorant* mak deprivatioun,

Quhilk in the court can do hot flatter and fleith.

And put into thair places that can preich.

Send furth, and feik fiim devoit cunning Clarks,

That can flir up the peopill to gude warks.

CorreSi. As ye have done, Madame, I am content.

Hoavv Diligence ! pas hynd incontinent,

And feik out throw all towns and cities.

And vifit all the univerficies

;

Bring us fum DotStours of Divinitie,

With Licents in the Law and Theologie,

With the maift cunning Clarks in all this land.

Speid fune your way, and bring them heir fra hand.

Dilig. Quhat gif I find fum halie Provincial,

Or minifter of the gray freiris all ?

Or ony freir that can preich prudentlie,

Sail I bring them with me in cumpanie?

CorreB, Cuir thou nocht quhat eftait fa ever he be,

Sa thay can teich and preich the veritie.

Maift cunning Clarks with us is beft beluifit:

To dignitie thay fall be firft promuifit,

Quhidder
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Quhldder thay be Munk, Channon, PreliT, or Freir,

Sa thay can preich, faill nocht to bring them heir.

Dilig. Than fair-weil, Sir, for I am at the flicht.

I pray the Lord to fend yow all gude nicht.

[Heirfall Diligence pas to the palyeoun.

Temp. Sir. we befeik your foverane celfitude

Of our dochtours to have compaflioun,

Quhom wee may na way marie, be the Rude,

Without wee mak fum alienatioun

Of our land, for thair fupportatioim.

For quhy ? the markit raiiic bene {.\ hie,

That Prelats dochtours of this natioun

'

Ar maryit with fic fuperfluitie;

Thay will nocht fpair to gif two thoufand pound

Wiih thair dochtours to ane nobill man ;

In riches fa thay do fupcrabouiid.

Bot we may nocht do fa, be Sandl Allane.

Thir proud Prelats our dochters fair may ban.

That thay remaine at hame fa lang unmaryit.

Schir let your Barrouns do the befl they can.

Sum of our dochtours I dred fal be mifcaryit.

CorreSl. My Lord, your complaint is richt reafonabill.

And richt ix to your dochtours profitabill,

I think, or I pas aff this natioun.

Of this mater till mak reformatioun.

\Heirfall enter Common Thift. p. 175. Play, p. log.

P. 179. Wanting in the Play.

P. 180. At the end of this fcene not lefs than ten

pages are omitted. Play, p. ii:>.

\H.sirfall Diligence convoy the Thrie CIarks.

Dilig.
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'n

Dilip. Sir, 1 have br^^icht unto your excellence

Thirfamnus Ciarks of greit intelligence j

For to the common peopill thay can preich,

And in the fcuiilis in Laiine toung can teich.

Thi- is ane Doft )ur of Pivinitiej

And thir tvwa Licents, men of gravitie.

I heir men fay thalr converfatioun

Is maifl in divine contemplatioun.

Dolour. Grace, peace, and reft from the hie Trinitic

IVlot lell amang this godlie cumpanie

!

Heir ar we cumde, as your obedients,

For to fulfill your juft commandements;

Quhatever it pleaft; your grace us to command,

Sit, it fail he obeyit evin fra hand.

Rex. Gud freinds, ye ar richc welcome to us all.

Sit doiin all thrie, and geif us your counfall.

Correifl. Sir, I give yow baith counfal and command

lo \our ofHce ufe excrcitioun.

Firft, that ye gar fearch out, throch all your land,

Qiiha can nocht put to executioun

Thair office, after the inftitutioun.

Of godlie lawis, confornie to thair vacatioun ;

Put in thair placis men of gude conditioun.

And this ye do without dilatioun.

Ye ar the head, fir, of this congregatloun,

Preorc'inat be God omnipotent,

Qvihilk hes me fend to mak yow fupportatioun ;

Into the quhiik I fal be diligent.

And quhafaevir beis inobedient,

And will nocht fatFer for to be corre(^it,

Thay
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Tbay fal be all defpofit incontinent,

And from your prefence they fall be dejci^lit.

CoiinfalL Begin firft at tlie Spritualitie,

And tak of them examinatioLin,

Gif they can ufe thair divyne dewede.

And als I mak yow fupplicatioun.

All thay that hes thair offices mifufir,

Of them mak haiftie dcprivatloun,

Sa that the peopill be na main abufit.

Correal, Ye are ane Prince of Spritualitie,

How have ye ufit your office now let fe.

Spi. My lords, quhen was thair ony Prelats wont

Of thair office till ony Kii^g mak count?

Bot of my office gif ye wald have the feili,

I let yow wit I have it ufit weill.

For I tak in my count twyfe in the yeir.

Wanting nocht of my teind ane boll ot beir:

I gat gude payment of my temporal lands,

My buttock mail, my coattis, and my ofFrandsj

With all that dois perteine my benefice.

Conlider now, my lord, gyf I be wyfe.

I dare nocht marye contrair the common law,

Ane thing thair i-, my lord, that ye may knaw,

Hoivbeit I dar nocht plainlie fpoufe ane wyfe,

Yit Concubeins I have had four or fyfe.

And to my fons I have given rich rewaiids;

And all my dochters maryit upon lairds.

I let yow wit my lord I am na ruill,

For quhy ? I ryde upon ane ainland muill.

4 Thair
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Thair is na temporal lord in all the land

That males fie cheir, I let you underftand.

And als, my lord, I gif with gude intentioun

To divers Temporal Lords ane yeirlie penfioun,

To that intent that thay, with all thair hart.

In richt and wrang fal plainlie talc my part.

Now have 1 touid you, fir, on my beft ways

How that I have exercit my office.

Corre^. I weind your office had bene for til preichj.

And God's law to the peopill teich.

Qyhairfoir weir ye that mytour ye me tell ?

Spir. I wat nocht, man, be him that herryit hell.

Corr. That dois betakin that ye, with gude intent,

Sould teich and preich the Auld and New Teftament.

Spir. I have ane freir to preich iqto my place.

Of my office ye heir na mair quhlU pafclie.

Cha/iiiie, My lords, this Abbot and this Priores

Thay fcorne thair gods ; this is my reafon quhy,

Thay beare ane habite of feinyiet halines,

And in thair deid thay do the contrary.

For to live chaill thay vow folemnitly ;

Bet fra that thay be fikker of their bowis,

Thay live in huirdome and in harlotry.

Examine them. Sir, how thay obferve their vowisr

Correft. Sir Scribe, ye fall at Chaftitie's requeill.

Pas and exame yon thrie in gudlie haifi:.

Scribe. Father Abbot, this Counlal bids me fpeir

How ye have ufit your Abbay thay wald heir ?

And als thir Kings hcs given to me commiirioun

Of your office for to mak inquifitioun.

Ahbst.
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Abhot. Tuiching my office I fay to yow plainlie,

My monks and I we leif richt eafilie;

Thair is na monks, from Carrick to Carraill,

That fairs better, and drinks mair helfum ait.

My Prior is ane man of great devotioun,

Thairfoir daylie he gets ane double portiotin.

Scribe. My lord, how have ye ktipt your thrie vows ?

Abbat. Indeid richt weil!, till I gat hame my bows;

In my abbey when I was fane profelfor,

Than did I leife as did my piedeceffour.

My paramour is baith a!s fat and fair

As ony wench into the toun of Air.

I fend my fons to Pareis to the fcuillis

;

I traift in God that they fal be na fuiilis.

And all my docbters I have vveill providir.

Now judge ye gif my office be weill gydir.

Scribe. Mailler Perfone, fchaw us gif ye can preich?

Per/. Thocht I preich nocht I can play at the caiche.

I wait thair is nocht ane among you all

Mair ferilie can play at the fute ball

;

And for the carts, the tabils, and the dyfe,

Above all Perfouns 1 may beir the pryce.

Our round bonats we mak them now tour nuickir.

Of richt fyne ftuiff, gif yow lift cum and luik it.

Of my office I have declaiit to the

:

Speir q'jhat ye pleis, ye get na mair of mc.

Scribe. Quhat fay ye no.v, my lady Pi lores.

How have ye ufit your office can ye ges ?

Quhat was the caus ye refufit haibrie

To this young luftie hidie, Chaftitis?

Pri«res.
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Priores. I wald have harborit hir ivith gude intcnty

Bot m} compltxion thairto wald not alTent.

I do iny office after auld ufe and wount.

To your Parliament I will mak na mair count.

Feritie. Now caus fum of your cunning Clark?,

Qvih'lk ar expert in heavenlie warks.

And men fulfilllt wiih charltie.

That can weill preiche the veritie;

And gif to fum of them command

Ane fermon for to mak fra hand.

Corre^ Ae ye have faid I am content,

To g. r fum preich incontinent. \_Paufa,

Magifter nofer^ I ken how ye can teiche

Into the kuill'S, and that richt ornatlie;

I pray vow now that ye wald pleafe to preiche

In Inglifch roung, land folk to edifie.

Dodour. Soverane I fall obey yow humblllie

With ane fchort fermon, prefentlie in this place;

And fchaw the word of God unfeinyeitlie,

And fincelrlie, as God will give ine grace,

\_Heir fall the DoHour pas to the pnJplt, and fay^

Si 'VIS ad vitam ingredi^ ferva maiulata,

Dcvoit pcopilJ, Saiict Paull the preichour fayis.

The fervent luife, and tatherlie pitie,

Qu'.ilk God Almichtic hes fchawin mony wayis

To man in his corrupt fragilitie,

Exce. ds all liiile in earth, fa far that we

May rcver to God mak recompence conding;

As quha fa lifts to reid the veritie,

In halie Icriptuie he may find this thing.

Sic
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Sic Deiis ^ikxit mundum,

Tuichina nathing the great prerogative

Quhllk God to man in his creation lent,

How man of nocht creat fuperlative

Was to the image of God Omnipotent,

Let us confider that fpecial luif ingent

God had to man, quhen our foir father fell.

Drawing us all, in his loynis immanent,

Captive from gloir in thirlage to the hell.

Qiihen Angels fell, thair miferabill ruyne

Was never reftorit : hot for our milerie

The fun of God, fecund perfon divyne.

In ane pure Virgin tuke human'tie;

Syne for our fake great harmis fuffered he.

In fading, walking, in preiching, cauld and heitj

And at the laft ane fchameful death deit he,

Betwix twa theifis on eroce he yeild the fpreit.

And quhair an drop of his maifl precious blude

Was recompence fufficient and conding

Ane thoufand warlds to ranfom fra that wod

Infernal feind, Satan; noivvithilanding

He luifit us fa, that for our ranfoning

He fched furth all the blude of his bodiej

Riven, rent, and fair wondir, quhair he did hing,

Naild on the eroce on the Mont Calvar}'.

Et copiofa apud eum redemptio,

O cruel death, be the the veremous

Dragon, the Devill infernal loft his pray;

Be the the ftinkand, mirk, contageous,

Deip pit of hell mankynd efcaipit fray.

Vol.11. S Be
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Be the the port of Paradice ahvay

"Was patent maid unto the heavin fa hje,

Opinnit to man, and maid ane reddie way

To gloir eternal with the Trinitie.

And yit for all this luife incomparabill

God aikis no rewaird fra us againe,

Bot luife for luife : in this command hot fabill

Conteinit ar allhalie the law is ten,

Baith all and new, and commandiments everilkane.

Luife bene the ledder, quhilk hes bot iieppis twa,

Be quhilk we may clime up to lyfe againe,

Oat of this vaill of miferie and wa.

Diliges Dominum tuum^ Deum tuum^ ex toto corde tuo^

et proximum tuum Jicut teipfum; in his duobus

viandatis^ &c.

The firft ftep fuithlie of this ledder Is

To luife thy God, as the fountaine and well

Of luife and grace : and the fecund, I wis,

To luife thy nichtbour as thou luifis thi fell.

Quba tynis ane ftep of thir twa gais to hell,

Bot he repents, and turne to Chrift anone,

Hauld this na fabill, the halie Evangell

Bears in etfeft this wordis everie one.

Si vis ad 'vitam ifigredi, fer'va viandata^ &'C.

Tbay tyne thir iteps, all thay quhaevir did fm

In pryde, invy, in ire, and lecherie;

In covetice, or ony extreme win,

Into fweirnes, or into gluttanie j

Or quha dois nocht the deids of niercie,

Gif hungrie meit, and gif the naikit clayis.

—

Per/.



PLAY. 547

Per/. Now walloway, thinks thou na fchame to He ?

I trow the devill a word is trew thou fayis.

Thou fayis thair is hot twa fteppis to the heavin,

Quha failyies them man backwart fall in hell.

I wait it is ten thoufand mylis, and fevin,

Gif it be na mair I do it upon thy fell.

Schort leggit men I fe, be Bryds bell,

Will nevir cum thair, thay fteppis bene fa wydc ;

Gif thay be the words of the Evangell

The Spirituall men hes mifter of ane gyde.

Abhot. And I belief that cruikit men and blinde

Sail never get up upon fa hich ane ledder-

JBy my gude faith I dreid to ly behinde,

Without God draw me up into ane tedder.

Quhat and I fall, than I will break my bledder.

And I cum thair this day the devill fpeid me,

Except God make me lichter nor ane fcdder,

Or fend me doun gude widcok wingls to flie.

Ferf. Cum doun daftarr, and gang fell draifF,

I underftand nocht quhat thow faid ;

Thy words war nather come nor caifF,

I wald thy toung againe war laide.

Quhair thou fayis pryde is deidlie fin,

I fay pryde is bot honeftie ;

And covetice of warldlie win

Is bot wifdome, I fay for me.

Ire, hardinefs, and gluttonie.

Is nathing ellis but lyfis fude;

The natural lin of lecherie

Is but trew luife j all thir ar gude,

S 2 Dofiou.
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DoSior. God and the Kirk has given command

That all gude Chriftian meti refufe them.

PerJ. Bot war ihay fin I underftand

We men of Kirk vvald never ufe them.

Do^. Brother, I pray the Trinitic

Your faith and charitie to fupport,

Caufand you knaw the veritie,

That ye your fubjeds may comfort.

To your prayers, peopill, I recommend

The rewlars of this nobill regioun,

That our Lord God his grace mot to them fend

On trefpa/Tours to mak punltioun ;

Prayand to God from feinds yow defend,

And of your fins to gif yow full remiflioun.

1 fay na mair to God I you commend.

\Heir Diligence f^is the Freir roundand to thi

Prelats,

Dilig* A^y lords, I perfave that the Spiritual Ilait

Be way of deid purpois to niak dehait;

For be the counfall of yon fluttrand freir

Thay purpois to mak all this toun on fleir.

iji Licent. Traill: ye that thay will be inobedient

To that quhilk is decreitit in Parliament?

Dilig' Thay fe the Paip with awfuU ordinance

Makis weir againft the michtie King of France;

Richt fa thay think that Pielats fuld nocht funyie

Be way of deid defend thair patrinianie.

i/f Lie, I pray the, brother, gar me underfland

Quhair ever Chtift pofleffit ane fut of land.

Diligr



PLAY. 849

Dilig. Yea that he did, father, withouttin faillj

^OT ChrilT: Jefus was King of Ifraell.

17? Lie. I grant that Chrift was king abulfe all kings,

Bot he mellit never with temporal things;

As he hes plainlie done declair himfell,

As thou may reid in his halie Evangel];

* Birds hes thair nefts, and tods hes thair den,

*• Bot Chrift Jefu5, the Saviour of men,

** In all this warld hes nocht ane penny braid,

*• Quhairon he may repois his heavenlie head.

D'tlig. And is that trew ?

Lie. Yes, brother, be Allhallows,

Chrift Jefus had na propertie, bot the gallows.

And left nor, quhen he yeildir up the fpreit,

To by himfelf ane fimpill winding fcheit.

Dilig. Chrift's fucceffours, I underftand,

Thinks na fchame to have temporal land.

Father, thay have na will, I you affure,

In this warld be indigent and puir.

Bot, fir, fen ye are callit fapienf,

Declair to me the caus with trew intent

Quhy that my luftie ladie Veritie

Hes nocht bene vveill treatit in this cuntrie?

Batehelor. Forfuith quhair Prelats ufes the counfeU

Of beggand freirs, in mony regioun,

And thay Prelats with Princis principal.

The veritie but doubt is tramp.t doun ;

And Common weil put to confufioun.

Gif this be trew to yow I me report,

Thairfoir, my lords, nr.ak reformatioun

Of ye depairt, hairtlie, I yow exhort,

S 3 Sirs,
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Sirs, Freirs wald never yit, I yow affure,

That ony Prelats ufit preiching;

And prelats tuke on them that cure

Freirs wald get nathing for thair fleichlng.

I counfallyonvj Sir, &c. p. l8l. (Play, p. 12 2.)

About eight pages omitted. (Play, p. 123.)

The fpeech of the Firft Sarjand ftands thus in the

Play.

Cum on fny Ladie Prtores

y

We fall leir yow to dance,

And that within ane lytill fpace,

Ane new pavin of France.

\Heirfall thayfpoilye the PrioreSf and fchefall bai'i

ane kirtil of Jilk under hir habit.

Now, brother, be the mafTe

Be my judgement I think

This halle Priores

Is turnit in ane cowclink.

Priores. 1 gif my freinds my malifoun.

That me compellit to be ane Nun,

And wald nocht let me marie

;

It was my freinds greadines

That gart me be ane Priores,

"Now hartlie then I warie.

Houbeit that Nunnis fing nichts and days,

Thair hart waits nocht quhat thair mouth fays.

The fuith I yow declair.

Makand yow intimatioun,

To Chridis congregatioun

Nunnis ar nocht neceflair.

Bot
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Bot I fall do the bell I can,

And marie fum gude honeil man,

And brew gude aill and tun.

Mariagc, be my opinioun,

It is better Religioun

As to be Freir or Nun.

Flat. Freir. iliy Lordis for Gods falk let fiocbt hang me»

&c. here, p. 183 to 185.

To Jolniie the Comtnon'^weill, (P. p. 12 5.)

\Hcir Jul the Kings and the Te?7iporal Stait round

togider.

Correal, With the advice of King Humanitle

Heir I determine with rype advyfement,

That all thir Prelats fall deprivit be ;

And be decreit of this prefent Parliament

That thir thre cunning Clarkis fapient

Immediatlie thair places fall pofles,

Becaus that thay have bene fa negligent,

Sutfring the word of God for till decres.

Rex Hum. As ye have faid but doubt it fall be done;

Pas to and mak this interchainging fone.

VThe Kings fervants lay hands on the thrie Prelats^

andJays,

Wanton7i. My lords, we pray you to be patient.

For we will do the Kings commandement.

Spirit. I mak ane vow to God and ye us handill.

Ye fall be curft and graggit with buik and candil;

Syne we fall pas unto the Paip, and pleinyie.

And to the devill of hell condemne this mcinyle.

S 4 Foi
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For quhy? Sic reformatioun, as I weine,

Into Scotland was never hard nor feiiie.

[^Heirfall they fpuilye them -vjith Jilence^ amiput thair

habits on the thr'ie Clarks,

Merchant. We marvell of yow, paintlt fepulturis,

That was fa bauld for to accept fic curis,

With glorious habite rydand upon your muillls;

Now men may fe ye are bot verie fuillis.

Spir. We fay the Kings war greiter fuillis nor Wff,

That us promovit to fa greit digniiie.

Abbot. Thair is ane thoufand in the Kirk, but doubt.

Sic fuillis as we, gif thay war weill focht out:

Now, brother, fen it may na better be,

Let us ga foup with Senfualitie.

\_Hcir/all thay pas to Senfualitie.

Spir. Madame, I pray yow mak us thrie gude cheir.

We cure nocht to remaine with yow all yeir.

Senfual, Pas fra us fuillis ; be him that has us wrocht

Ye judge nocht heir, becaus 1 knaw yow nocht.

Spir. Sir Covetice, will ye alfo milken me?

I wait richt weill ye wil baith gif and lend me.

Speid hand my freiud, fpair nocht to break the lockis,

Gif me ane thoufand crouns out of my box.

Covet. Quhairfoir, Sir fuill, gif you ane thoufand

crouns?

Ga hence, ye feime to be thrie very louns.

Spir. I fe nocht els, brother, withouttin faill

Bot this fals world is turnit top ouir taill.

Srn all is vaine that is under the hft.

To win our meat we man make uther fchifi

;

With
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With our labour except we male debait,

I dreid full fair we want baith drink and meat.

Per/. Gif with our bbour we nian us defend.

Then let us gang quhair we war never kend.

Sj>rit. I wyte thir freirs that I am thus abufit,

For by thair counfaJ I have bene coafuiit;

Thay gart me trow it fufFyfit, alace,

To gar them plainlie preich into my place.

Abbot. Alace, this reformatioun I may warie.

For I have yit iwa dochtirs for till marie

;

And they are baith contradir, be ihe rude,

And waits nocht how to pay thair tocher gude.

Ferf. The devill mak cair for this unhappie chance^

For I am young, and thinks to pas to France,

And tak wages amang the men of weir.

And win my living with my fword and fpeir.

\T^he Bifchop, Abboty Perfone, and Prlores, depahtt

altogeder.

Gude Counf. Or ye depalrt, fr, of this reghun, &c»

here p. 197, 198. (Phiy, p. 127, 128.)

And Commoun Weill be tirrandisframpil do^ifjjte.

\Pavfa,

The Speech of ComiT.on Weal, p. 198. is given ia

the Play to Corredion, and is thus continued.

Now Maifters, ye fall heir inconinent.

At great leyfour, in your preiience proclarait

The Nobill A£lis of our Parliament,

Of cjuhiiks we neid nocht to be afchamit.

Cum heir, Trumper, and found your warning tone

That Qstxy man may knavv quhat we have done.

IHeh
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{Heirfall Diligence, ivith the Scribe, and the Trum-

fet^ fas to the pulpit, andprodame the Adis,

The Firft Aa.
It is devyfit be thir prudent Kings,

Correftioun, and KinQ; Huinanitie,

That thair Leigi?, induring all their ringis,

With the avyce of the Eftaitis Thrie,

Sail manfullie defend and fortifie

The Kirk of Chrift, and his religioun,

Without diffimulance or hypocrifie,

Under the pain of their punitioun.

2. Als thay will that the Aflis honorabll',

Maid be our Prince in the lall Parliament,

Becaus thay ar baith gude and profitabiil,

Thay will that everie man be diligent

Them till obferve, with unfeinyeit intent.

Quha difobeyis inobedientlie

Be thair lawis, but doubt they fall repent,

And painis conteinit thairin fall underly,

3. And als, the Common-weil for til advance,

It is ftatute that all the temporal lands

Be fet in 'itw^ efter the forme of France,

Till verteous men, that labours with thair hands,

Refonabillie reftriftit with fic bands.

That thay do fervice nevertheles.

And to be fubject ay under the wands

;

That riches may with policie incres.

4. Item, this prudent Parliament hes devyfit,

Gif lords hold under thair dominioun

Theifis, quhairthroch puir peopil bene fupprifit.

For them thay fall make anfweir to the croun,

^ Aad



PLAY.
And to the puir male reftltutioun,

Without thay put them in the judges hands,

For thair default to fuft'er punitioun ;

Sa that na theifis remaine within thair lands,

5. T9 that intent thai juftice fould incres.

It is concludit in this parliament.

That into Elgin, or into Innernefle,

Sail be ane fute of Clarks fapient,

Togidder with ane prudent Prelident,

To do juftice in all the Norther Airtis

Sa equallie without impediment.

That thay neid nocht feik juftice in thir pairtls.

6. With licence of the Kirks halines,

That juftice may be done continuallie,

All the maters of Scotland, mair and les,

To thir twa famous faits perpetuallie

Sal be diredit, becaus men feis plainlie *

Thir wantoun Nunnis ar na way neceflair.

Till common-weil nor yit to the glorie

Of Chrifts Kirk, thocht thay be fat and fair.

And als that fragill ardour feininine

Will nocht be miffit in Chrifts Religioun,

Thair wits ufit till ane better fyne,

For common-vveill of all this regioun,

Ilk Senature for that eredioun,

For the uphalding of thair gravitie.

Sail have fyve hundreth mark of penfioun,

And alfo bot twa f fall their nummer be.

* Here feems a defeiSV.

f Of Edinburgh, and of th« North.

25J
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Into the North faxteine fall thair remaine;

Saxtein richt fa in our maift famous toun
Of Edinburgh, to ferve our Soveraine,

Chofen without partiall affliftioun

Of the maift cunning Clarks of this Regioun j

Thair Chancellar chofen of ane famous CJaik,

Ane cunning man of great j)erfeaioun,

And for his penfioun have ane thoufand mark.

7. It is devyfit in this Parliament,

From this day furth na mater 7>mporalI,

(Our new Prelats thairto hes done confent,)

Cum befoir Judges Confiftoriall,

Quhilk hes bene fa prolixt and partiall

To the great hurt of the communitle.

Let Temporall men feik Judj^es Temporall,

And Spiritual men to Spritualitie.

8. Na benefice beis giffin, in tynie cumming,
Bot to men of gude eruditioun,

Expert in the Halie Scripture, and cunning,

And that thay be of gude conditioun,

Of publick vices but fufpitioun
;

And qualefiet nicht piudentlie to preich

To thair awin folk, baith into land and tounj

Or ellis in famous fcuillis for to teich.

9. Als becaus of the great jjluralitie

Of ignorant preifts, ma than ane legioun,

Quhair-throch of teichours the heich dignitia

Is vilipendit in ilk regioun,

Thairfoir our Court has made provifioun

That na Bifchops mak teichours in tyme cumming,

6 Except
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Except men of gnde eriiditioun,

And for Preiftheid qua'.eieit and cunning.

Siclyke as ye (e, in the borrows town,

Ane tailyeour is iio.ht infiVrit to rtmalne.

Without he caa mak doub'er, coat, and gown;

He man ganij; till his prenteilchip againc.

Bifchcps lould nocht reffave (methink certaine)

Into the Kiik, except ane cunning Clark:

Ane idiot preirt Efay compaiieth plaine

Till ane dum dotage, that can nocht byte nor baik.

10. From this day furth fe na Prelars pretend.

Under the paine of inobedience,

At Prince" or Paip to purchafe ane commend,

Agaiiie the kow * becaus it duis offence:

Till ony Prieft we think fufficience

Ane benefice, far to ferve God withall.

Twa Prelacies fall qa man have from thence,

Without that he be of the blude Royail.

11. Item this prudent Counfall has concludit,

Sa that our haly Vickars be nocht wraiih.

From this d^y furth thay fal be cleane denudit

3aith of corf-prefent, cow, and uracil claith ;

To puir commons becaus it hath done fkaith.

And mairover we think it lytjll force,

Howbeit the Barrouns thairto will be laiih.

From thence furth thay fall want thair hyrald-hors.

12. It is decreit that in this Parliament

flk Bifchop, Miailler, Priour, and Peifuun,

• law >

To
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To the efFeft thay may tak better tent

To faulis under their domjnloiin,

Efter the forme of thair fundatioun.

Ilk Bifchop in his Diofie fall remaine

;

And everilk Perfone in his parachoun,

Teiching thair folk from vices to refraine. -

13. Becaus that clarks our fubftance dois confume

For bils and proces of thair prelacies,

Thairfoir thair fall na money ga to Rome,

From this day furth for any benefice,

Bot gif it be for greit Archbifchopries.

As for the reft na money gais at all,

For the incieffing of thair dignities,

Na mair nor did to Peter nor to Paull.

14. Confidering that our Freifts, for the maift part,

Thay want the gift of Chaftitie we fe,

Ciipido hes fa peril them throch the hart.

We grant them licence and frie hbertie *

That thay may have fair Virgins to thair wyfis,

And fa keip matrimoniall chaftitie,

And nocht in hairdome for to leid thair lyfis.

i^. This Parliament richt fa hes done conclude

From this day forth our Barrouns temporall

Sail na mair mix thair nobil ancient blude

With baftard bairns of Stait Spirituall.

Ilk ftait amancT thair avvin felfis marie fall.

Gif Nobils marie with the Spritualitie,

From thyne fubjefl thay fal be, and all

Sal be degraithit of thair Ncbilitie

;

* A line wantins-

And
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And from amang the Nobils cancellate,

Unto the tyme thay by thalr llbeitie,

Kehabilit be the civill magillrate.

And fa fall marie the Spiritualitie

;

Bifchops with Bifchops fall male affinitie,

Abbots and Priors with the Priorcs,

As Bifchop Annas in Scripture we may fe,

Maryit his dochter on Bifchop Caiphas.

Now have ye heard the Atlis honor?bilI

Devyfit in this prefent Parliament

;

To Common-weill we think agreabill

All faithfuli folk fould heirof be coaten%

Them till obferve with hartlie trew intent,

I wait nane will againft our Ads rebel!,

Nor till our law be inobedient,

Bot Plutois band, the potent prince of hell.

\Heirfall Pauper cum befoir the King andfay.

Pauper, i gif yow my braid bennefoun.

That has givin Common Weilla gown;

I wald nocht for ane pair of plackis

Ye had nocht maid thir nobill Adi?.

1 pray to God, and fweit Sainft Geill,

To gif yow grace to ufe them weill

;

Wer thay wcill keipit I underftand

It war great honour to Scotland
;

It had bene als gude ye had fleipi^,

As to mak aifts and be nocht keipit.

No'w I bcfeik yo-wfor all-haUo-iXils, S)i.z. p. i8c. Play,

p. 155.

Minute
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l^rinute CorrenionSy and F'ariattons*

Pag. Lin,

23. NuNTius—Play, Diligence.

24. 8. /or gleeris, read c\(^\Qr.

46. 9. for mot, read mot keip.

C2, ^.yorthame, read\\\m,

53. I. /or Cruev'm meufs, read trewker mens.

c6. 14. Go eaft about the nether mill
;
probably a va-

riation bet-weene the reprejentations at Coupar

and at Edinburgh,

^7. The fameJianzas occur ^. 134.

61. line laji, walci not—that vvald not cuU

62. 3. for elly read chyre.

~~"
S' y*" liveir, read fweir.

63. 3. ioxcaffald, xtA^fcaffahh

— 4. Bagt;il—boggil.

.^ 5, preie— pert,

65. 8. the nvord ^wanting is umeft,

66. 12. ganan—j^anar.

6S. /. pen. The line -wanting isy

Black Bullinger, and Melandthoun.

— /. lafy erode—cude.

69. 17 Makameillis—Makconnals.

74. 6. read Upoun Dame Flefchers middlng.

78. 15. /or fenyie, rff^^fenyie.

80. 5 for blade, read blinde.

r- 6. for the gammis read thy gammis.

Page
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Page. Line.

84. 3. Found read Fond.

85. 4. hyt—byte.

^i. /. antepen.for hay reiri hag.

98. 23. for/ra« read jFraK ; iox ipfam, Hljpan,

. 24. (or P'allances re^d Fallones.

— 25. for ^pu!um read fpulunt.

99. 10. Kae Kappitie—Cacapbatie.

105. 8. Stoimefteid be feiny—ColUt on fea ay fen.

104. 3. /or wound, read w'md,

105. ^. frody—frelie.

106. 9. yor howbirdis read bawbirdis.

107. / en.fornovi, read my dt\r,

108. 14. fairfolk—fariefolk.

no. 5. ready This is ane couti of Tullielum.

— 6. poneris — portouns. A MS note explains it

" portaffle or mafs-book," portitorium.

— .after line 14 inferty

Quhen lords ar heldin at the yet.

Sig. I. For many a craft. Sir, do I can.

17. Drunken—Danfkm, (Dantaic.)

— 21. yoj Engling rfrt<^ Rugiand.

.126. 12, berdit mowch—lyart beard.

133, 3. for ccwratouris read creatouiis.

145. 14. rax— rack.

— 16. 11, read fal."

147. 12. face—ficht.

150. "J, for :\tf read vjith. .

62. 8. i'ovERTiE—Pauper; and fo on 6eing the

PuiR MAN of hat. III,

163. 13. fenjouris—cuitchours.

- Vol. II. T P'lgc



Page. Line.

164. II. /or peprall, r^a.'/ peggral.

165 19. Jenkynf—gearkinp.

167. 12. CoRREcviouN. Flyte on thy fowfill, I defyre

the.

177. 5. read Mirhr I h'm get to Eiiois durris.

— 1 2. StouJer—Strother,

— 16. read^ To get my Lord Lindfay'a brown Jonct.

(Jennet)

.

178. 4. T/je line 'wanting is

I btf-ik yow my brother deir,

Bet half &c.

x8l.* /. antepen. inbind—invaird.

—

•

line laji^ f$r revvle, read cou'Ie.

183. 7. ioj Kings habite^ xevidi Freirs hahite,

184. 8. fleand— fleimde

187. 4f^er line i. infert.

All ye mifdoats and tranfgrcflburis.

— 16. Erewynis—Curwings,

— 18. Eifdaiil—Ewildaill.

190. 5. for Cow^ar toiin, r(?<3(^ Clappertoun.

— 17. Tbis line deleted, probably to avoid offence^ and

If thus fuppliedy

For wanting of your wonted grace.

X91. line lajlf for ye, r^'a^ihay.

J 93. 14. Beverege—Baberage.

— 20. Caidyeich-^Caidyetcbf

22. ftr yet, read get.

193. 2. coubroun—curti!.

— i2.yo/" my, read his,

— 20. for beremeris, read Icremeris.



( 263 )

Page. Line.

193. 22. for and eir, rear/ our deir.

— 27. gudlynis—gudlingis.

194. 6. cairtelets—cantekinis,

ig^. After line 10. inferty

Prelats that hes ma bene felts nor thrle*.

196. 9. for vvyvis read lyvis, and infert.

Let never priells be hamlie with your wy^'is.

197, 2. rubratour—rubyatour.

— z\. for his hes bene, read he hes bene fa; and

addy

That he is baith cauld, naikir, and difgyfit.

END OF VOL. IL
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