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Dramatis Perfonre. 

THefcus, 'Duke of Athens. 
Eg ... us, an Athenian Lord. 

Lyfander, in fove with H~rmia. 
Den1etrius, in Love witiJ Hermia. 
~ince, the Carpertter. 
Snug, the Joiner. 
Botran;, tbf Weaver. 
Flute, he Eellows-mender. 
Snowt, the ~inker-. 
Starveling, the Tailor. 

Hippolita, Princefs of the Amazons, betrothed to 
Thcfeus. 

Hermia, 'Daughter to Egcus, irt love with Lyfan-
der. 

Hcl6~a, in love 'l.£/ith Deme~~ius. ·· 

ATTENVANTS. 

Oberon, King of the Fairies. 
kiEania, fi2!-teen of the Fai-Fi-es. 
Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, a Fairy. 

Cobweb, 17 •• 

Pcafebloff'om,§ , 

Moth, t'atnes.. 

Mufrardfcc:d, · 
Other Fairies attending on the King and Queen. 

SCENE Athens, and a Wood 
not far from it. 
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A 

MidfumrrJer~ Night's Vream. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Thefeus and I-Iipp<)lita, with Attendants. 

THESE VS. 

~~~==o W :t f.~ir Hippo/ita, our N upria1 I-I our 
Draws on ap~ce; four happy Days bring in 
Ar.other Moon: But oh, methink~, how flow 
This old-Moon wanes ! She lingers my De- . 

ft re-s 
Like to ~ Step-dame_, or a Dowager, 

Long withering out a young 1\1an's ·R~venue. 
Hip. Four Days will quiddy fieep themfeJves in Nighrs, 

Four Nights will qnickJy dream away the Time : 
And then the Moon, like to a Silver Bow, 
New bent in Heaven, fl1 .. ll bduld the Night 
Of our SolemnitiEs. 

The. Go, Philo/frate, 
Stir up the Athenian Youth to Merriments, 
Awake, the pert and nimble· Spirit of Mirth, 
Turn Melancholly forth to Funerals : 

o L. I I. B z. The · 



A Midfummer-Night's Dream~ 

The pale Companion is not for our Pomp. 
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my Sword, 
And won thy Love, doing thee Injuries: 
But I will wed thee in another Key, _ 
With Pomp, with Triumph, and with Revelling• 

Enter Egcus, Hermia, Lyf~nder, ~nd Demetrius. 
Ege. Happy be Thejetts, our renowned Duke. 
The. Thanks, good Egeus; what's theN ews with thee~ 
Ege. Full of Vexation, come I, with Complaint 

Agamfl: my Child, my Daughter Hermia. 
Stand forth Demetrius. My noble Lord, 
J;'his Man hath my Confcnt to marry her. 
Stand forth Lyi~mder. And, my gracious Duke 
.. r his hath bewitch'd the Bofom of my Child: 
Thou, thou Lyfander, thou hat\ given her Rhimes; 
And interchang'd Love-tokens with my Child: 
Thou ·hafi, by Mvon-light, at her Wmdow fung, 
\V Hh feip.ning Voice, Verfes of feigning Love, 
And Holi'n the Impreffion of her Fantafie, 
With Bracelets of thy Hair, Rings, Gawds, Concdts, 
Knacks, Trifles, Nofeg~ys, Sweet-meats, Mdfenge1s 

. Of firo:1g Prevailment in unh~rden'd Youth; 
With Cunoir~g hail thou filch'd my Daughter's H€art, 
Turn'd her Obedience, which is due to me, 
To ftubborn Hadhnefs. And, my gracious Duke, 
Be it fo fue will not here before your Grace 
Confent to marry with Demetrius, · 
1 beg the anticnt Privilege of Athens, 
A5 fhe is mine, I may difpofe of her : 
Which iliall be either to this Gentleman, 
Or to her l eath, accord in~ to our Law) 
Immediately provided in that Cafe. 

The. \Vh•t fay you, Hermia? be advis•d, fair Maid .. 
To you y~mr Father £hould be as a God; 
One th~t compo~:d your Beauties; yea, and one 
To wh.)n'1 you are but as a Form in Wax 
By him im.prir,ted; and within his Power, 
To leave the Fgme, or disfigure it: 
DtmttritJs is a worthy Gentleman. 



A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 
Her. So is Ly}ander. 
The. In himfelf he is; 

But in this kind, Wanting your Father's Voice, 
The other mull: be held the worthier. 
· Her. I would my Father 1ook'd but with my Eyes.' · 

The. Rather your Eyes muft with his Judgment look. 
Her. I do intreat your G race to pudon me, 

l 'know not by what Power I am made bold, 
Nor row it may concern mv Modefiy 
In fuch a Prefence hire to plead my Thoughts: 
But I befeech your Grace, tpat I may know 
The wodl: that may bef.1l me in this Cafe, 
If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die th(' Death, or to abjme 
For ever the Society of Men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, qudl:ion your D ofi res, 
Know of your Youth, exami~e well your UJood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your Father's Choice, 
You can eudure the Livery of a Nun, 
For Aye to be in lhady Cloill:er mew'd, 
.To live a barren Sifier all your Life, 

. Chanting faint Hymns to th~ cold fruitlefs Moon. 
Thrice b}elfed they th;a mafbr fo their Blood, 
To undergo fuch Maiden Pi lgrimag..,. 
But earthlic:r 1 appy is the Rofe difiill'd, 
Than that which withering on the Virgin Thorn, 
Grows, Jives, and dies, in fingle Bldfednefs. 

Her. So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord, 
E'er I will yield my Virgin P•tent up 
Unto his Lordlhip, to whofe unwiib•d Yoak 
My Soul confents not to give Sovereignty. 

The. Take time to paufr, and by the next J.,. ew Moon, 
The fealing Day betwixt my Love and me, 
.for everlall:ing Bond of Fellowtb if', 
Upon that Day eid1er prepare to die, 
For Difobedicnce to your Father's Will, 
Or elfe to wed D,emetritu as l:e would, 
Or on Diana's A tar to protelt, 
For aye, uflerity and tingle Life. 

Dem. Relent, fwect Hermia, and Lyfondcr, yield 
T~y crazed Title ro my certain Right., 
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Lyf. You have her Father
1

S Love, Demetrius; 
Let me h,we HermiP~'s; do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful lJyjander! true, be hath ~y Love; 
And what is mine, my Love fhall render htm. 
And the ts mine, and all my Right of her 
I do t!hte u1~to Demetrius. 

Lyf. I ~m my Lord, as \Vell deriv
1

d as he, 
As w U pofidl:: My Love is more than his; 
J.Vl y Fortune's every vn~y as fairly rank'd, 
If not wirh vant~gc, as Demetrius: 
And, which is more than all thtfe Boafl:s can be, 
I am btlov' d of beauteous liermia. 
Why !ho•Jld not I then profccate my Right~ 
Demetrius, I'H e1vouch it o his head, 
Ivl1de Love to Nedar's Da• ghter, Helena,. 
At id won her Soul; and fbe, fweet Lady, doats, 
Devou ly dnats, doats in Idolatry, 
Uprm this [potted and inconfiant Man. 

The. I muft confefs, that I have h~ ard fo much, 
And -with Demerrius thought to have fpoke thereof; 
But being over-full of Sdf~affairs, 
:f\1y Mind did lofe it. But Demctrius come, 
And come E,geus, you iball go with me, 
I luve fome private fchooling for you both. 
For you, fJir Hermia, look you arm your fdf, 
To fit yo:1r Fa~1Cies to your Far her's W 1l1; 
Or elfe the Law of Athens yields you up 
(\Vhich by no Means we may extenuate) 
·ro Dc~th, nr to a Vow of tingle Life. 
Come my H:ppolita, what Cheer, my Love? 
Demeifius and E(Jet-H go alon :s 

J mutl: emp!oy you i~ fome l3ufil:efs 
Againfl: our Nupti~ls, ·and confer with yon · 
Of fomcthing nearly tlut concerns · your felves. 

Ege. With Du:-y an:! Deft re we foliow you. [ E,.·et~nt. 
Jt1 anent Lyfond:r and Hermia. 

Lyf How now, my Lovd Why is y~iur Cheek fo pale~ 
How chance the Roles there do fade fo fafi ~ 

Her. BeLk"' for wart of Rain, which I could well 
Ber··em them f10m the Temp-eft of mine Eyes. 

L;f. llermia, for ough~ that ever I ~ould re•g, 



:11. Mtdfummer-Night's Dream. 
Could ever hear by Tale or Hifiory, 
The Courfe of true Love never did tun £nooth, 
But either it was different b Blood=----

Her. 0 crofs! too high to be enthrall'd to Love.' 
Lyf. Or elfe lnil'graffed, in refpea: of Years
Her. 0 Sptght! too old to be engag'd too yo~ng. 
rLyf. Or e!fe it fiood upon the choice of Merat
Her. 0 Hell! to chufe Love by another's Eye. 
Lyf. Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 

vVar, Death, or Sicknefs, dfd Jay S1ege to it; 
Making it momentary as a Sbund, 
Swift as a Shadow, ihort as any Dream, 
:Brief as the Lightning in the c91Hed Night, 
That in a Spleen unfolds both .HeaVen and Earth; 
And e'er a Man bath Power ro fay, Behuld, 
'The Jaws of D~rknefs ao devour it up ; 
So quick bright Things come to Confufion. 

Her. If then true Lovers have Been ever croft., 
It fiands as an Et:lict in DeiHny: 
Then let us teach our "frial Patience, 
Becaufe it is a cufiomary Crofs, 
As due to Love, as Thoughts, and Dreams, and Sigh~~ 
Wilhcs ar.d Tears, poor Pancy's FoJlowers. 

LJf. A good Pcrfuafion; therefore hear me, Hermi11~ 
I have a Widow-Aunt, a Dow~ger, 
Of great Revenue, and l11e hath no Child ; 
From Athens is her I-Ioufe rcmov'd !even Lea!;Ue~, 
And the rcfpeds me as her only Son: 
There, g ntle /{ermia, may I marry thee, 
And to that Place, the t1urp Athenilln Law 
Canrnot purfue us. If thou Jov'fl: me, then 
Steal forth thy Father's Houfe to Morrow Ni~ h ; 
And in the "l~' ood, a League without the TowP, 
Where I d;d meet thee once with Helena, 
To do O')fcrvance f>r a Jvforn of M~ty, 
There will I flay for die e. 

Her. My good LJ;(ander, 
I fw~ar to thee, by Cttpid's firon~ell Bow, . 
By his Bell: Arrow with the Golden head, 
By the S!n.pliciry of Venus Doves, 
. y tha~ whi~~ knit~eth Souls, and profpers Love, 
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A Midfummer-Night's Dream~ 
And by that Fire which burn'd the Cartha:.e Queen; 
When the f~lfe Trojan, under Sail, was feen ; 
By all the Vows that ever Men have brok~:, 
In number more than ever Women !poke, 
In that fame Place thou haft appotnted me~ 
To l\:1orrow truly will I meet with thee. 
· Lyf. K~tp prornife Love. Look, here comes Helena~ 

· Enter Helena. 
Her. God fpecd fair Helena, whither away~ 
Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unfay, 

Demetrius loves you fair; 0 happy fair ! 
Your Eyes are Lo~d- fiars, and your Tong~1e's fweet Air~ 
More tunable than Lark to Shepherd's Ear, 
When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds appear. 
Sickne:fs is catching: 0 were Favour fo, 
Your Words l"d catch, fair Hermia, e"er I go, 
lv.ly Ear iliould catch your V(.;ice, my Eye your Eye; 
My Tongue ihould catch your Tongue's fweet Melody. 
Were the W tlrld ;nine, Demetrius being bated, 
The reft I'll give to be to you tranihted. 
0 teach me how you look, and with what Art 
.You fway the Motion of Demetrius Heart. 
· Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves rr.e fl:ill. 

1/el. 0 that your Frowns would teach my Smiles fuch 
Her. I give. him Curfes, yet he gives me Love. (Skill. 
I-lel. 0 tl~1t my Prayers could fuch Afea:ion move. 
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 
He/. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His Folly.l Helena, is none of mine. 
Het. None but your Beauty, would thtt Fault were mine. 
Her-: Take Comfort; he no more iliall fee my Face, 

Lyfand.er and my felf will fly this Place. 
Before the time I did Lyfander fee, 
Seem'd Athens like a Paradife to me. 
0 then, what Graces in my Love do dwelJ, 
That he h~th turn'd a Heav'o into Hell? 

Ly(. He/en, to you our Minds we will unfold, 
To Morro , Night, when Phwbe doth behold 
Her Silver Vif1ge in the wat'ry Ghfs, 
~ecking with Liquid Pea~l the b~aded <Srafs, 



:A Midfummer-Night's D 
A Time that Lovers Flights cloth fl:iil conceal, 
.Through .Athens Gate have we devis'd to fieal. 

Her. And in the Wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint Primrofe-beds were wont to lye, 
Emptying eur Bofoms of their Counfel fwell'd; 
There my Lyfonder and my feJf fluJI mcer, 
And thence from Athens turn away our Eye~, 
To feek new Friends and flrange Companions. 
FareweJ fweet Play-fellow, pray thou for us, 
And good Luck grant thee thy Demetrius. 
Keep Word, L,yflmder, we mufi fl:arve our Sight 
From Lovers Food, 'tiJl Morrow deep Midnight. 

[ E~4it Hermia; 
Lyf. I wi!J, my Hermia. HelenJt adieu,_ 

As you on him, v~metrius dnats on Y'JU. LE.\·it Lybnder. 
He/. How happy fome, o'er otberfome can be! 

.Through .Athens I am thought 2s fair as lhe. 
But what of that; Demetrius think~ not f<): 
He wiJJ not know, what all but he cloth know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's Eyes, 
So I, admiring of his Qual it es: 
Things bafe and vile, holding no q"antity, 
Love can tnnfpofe to Form and Dignhy ; 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind, 

· And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted olind : 
Nor bath Love's Mind of any Judgment tafie; 
Wings and no Eyes, Figure unheedy haft. . 
And therefore is Love faid to b~ a Child, 
Becaufe in Choice he often is beguil'd. 
As waggiih Boys tlumfelves in Game forfwfar, 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 

· For e'er Demetrius lookt on Hermia's Eyne, 
He hail'd down Oa:hs that he was only mine. 
And when this Hail fome Hear from Hermia fdt, 
So he diffo}v'd, and Showers of O:ths cid melt. 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: 
Then to the Wood will he to .1\llGrrow Night 
Purfuc her; and for rh is Intelligence · 
If I have Thank~>, it is a de~r Expcnce. 
But herein mean I to enrich my Pain, 
To have his Sight th~t1er, and back again. 



.}1 Midfommtr-Night'sl>ream. 
:Enter Q..uinct, Snug, BottQm, Flute, Snowt, and Straveling." 
~in. Is all our Company here ~ 
Bot. You were bdl to call them generally, Man by Man~ 

according to the Scrip. 
Ouin. Here is the Scrowl of every Man's Name, which is 

th;;ght fit through all Athens, to play in our E.nterlude be· 
fore the Duke and the Dutchefs, on his Wedding-day ~t 
Night. 

Bot. Firft, good Peter ~ince, fay what the Play treats 
on; then read the Names of tpe AB:ors; and fo grow on 
to a Point. 

~in. Marry, ow- PJay is the moll: lamentable Comedy; 
nd mofr cruel Death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bot. A very good piece of Work I affure you, and a 
merry. Now good Peter Q!!ince, call forth your Actors 
by the Scrowl. Mafiers fpread your felves. . 

Q!!jn. Anfwer as I call you. Nick.. Bottom the Wea~ 
ver. 

Bot. Ready: Name what part I am for, and proceed. 
Q!!in. You, Nick._ Bottom, are fet down for Pyramus. 
Bot. What is P7r;emus, a Lover, or a Tyrant! 
~in. A Lover that kills himfelf mofl: gallantly fvr 

Love. 
Bot. That will a~k fame Tears in the true performing of 

it; if I do ir, let the Audience look to their Eyes ; I will 
condole in fame meafure. To the reil: yet, my chief Hu· . 
mour is for a Tyrant; I could play Ercles rarely, or a part 
to tear a Cat in, ro make all fplit to raging Rocks, and lh ivfr• 
_ing Shocks fha11 break the Loch of Prifon-Gates, ~nd Phib ... 
huls Carr fl1·1l fhine from far, and make and mar the Fonl
~{h Fates.. This was lo~ty. Now name ~he refl of the PJay .. 
ers. Th s IS Ercles Veto, a Tyrant's V em; a Lover is rnor~ 
co!1doling. . 
1 

· Ouh,. Franci$ Flt1te the Bellows-mender. 
Flu. Here Peter Ouince. 
~in. You mull:'"take iiJisby on you. 
:flu. Wh~t is Thisbj, a wandring Knight? 
Qftin. It is the Lady that Pyramus mull love. 
F~N; Nay faith, le~ not me play a \JVoman, I have a Beard 

~ommg. 



A MidjiJm1ner-Night's Dr 
f2!!in. Th~t's all one, you fuall play it in a Mask, and 

you may fpeak as fmall as you wiJI. 
Bot. And I may hide my Face, let me play ThisbJ too; 

I'll fpeak in a monHrous little Voice, Thifne, Thifne, ah 
Pyramus my Lover dear, thy Thisby d~~r, and Lady 
d~~ . 
~in. No, n~, you mufl play P]ramHs, and Flute your 

This by. 
Bot. VI elJ, proceed. 
~in. Robin Starvcling the Taylor. 
St4r. Here Peter Ot-tince. 
~in. Robin St~Z;;;eling, you mull play Tbisb]'s Mo.: 

th r. 
Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 

Snow:. Here Peter f2!!.ince. 
~in. You Pyramtds Father ; my felf, Thisby's F~ther; 

Snulf., the Joiner, you the Lion's part; and I hope there is 
a Pla v fit ted. · 

Sn~g. H.we you the Lion's Parf written ? Pray you if it 
be give it me, for I ~m flow of Study. 

Quin. You may o it Extempore, for it is nothing but 
Ro:1rmg. 

Bot. Let me phy the Lion too, I will roar, that I will 
do any Man's Heart good to hear me. I wiJI roar, that I 
wil~ make the Duke fay, Let him roar again, let him roar 
~gatna 

~in. If you fl1ould do it too terribly, you would fright 
the Durchefs and tbe Ladies, that they would lhri~k, anq 
that were enough to hang us all • 

.All. That would hang us every Mother's Son • . 
Bot. I grant you Friend, if that you ihould fright the 

Ladres out of their Witli, they would have no more DiC. 
creticn but to hang us ; but I will aggravate my Voic~ fo~ 
that I will roar you as gently as any fucking Dr~ye ; . I wiJl 
roar and 'twere any N ightingal. 

fd!!in. You can play no Part but P;ram1u, for Pyramus is 
a fweet·fac'd M;H~, a proper Man as on iba 'l fee in a ~ummer'~ 
Dly; a mofi loveJy Gentleman-Jike·mar, therefo1 e you muft 
needs play Pyram111s. . 

Bot. \V ell, I will undertake it. What Beard were I belt:. 
to p!ay it in ? · 
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fl.!lin. Why, what you wilJ. 
Bot. I wiH diftharge it in either your Straw-colour 

·:Beard. your Onnge-tawny Beard, your Purple-in-grain 
Beard, or your Frcnch-colour'd Beard, your perfeB:: yel
low. 

Quin. Some of your French.Crowns have no Hair at all, 
and then you will play bare-fac'd. But Mafrers here are 
your Parts, and I am to entreat you, requeft you, and defi~e 
you, to con them by to Morrow Night; and meet me In 

the Pabce•Wood, a l\1i1e without the Town, by Moon
light, there we will Rehearfe; for if we meet in the City, 
we !hall be dog'd with Company, and our Devices known. 
In the mean time I will draw a Bill of Properties, fuch as 
our Play wants. I pray you fail not. 

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearfe more ob
fcenely and courageoufly. Take pain, be, perfeCt, ad!eu. 

Ouin. At the Duke's Oak we meet. 
Bot. Enough, hold or cut Bow·firings. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. S C EN E I. 

Enter a Fairy at one Door, and Puck or Robin .. goodfellow: 
lit another. 

·Puck.:HO W now Spirit, whither wander you~ 
Fai. Over Hill, over Dale, through Bufb, through 

Over P.nk, over Pale, through Flood, through Fire, (Briar, 
I do wander every where, fwifter than the Moon's Sphere; 
And I ferve the Fairy Quetn,. to dew her Orbs upon the 
The Co 11fiips tall her Pe!1fioners be, ' (Green. 
In their go1d Coats Spots you fee, 
Tho!e be Rubie~, :fairy 6vours, 
In thofe Freckles live their Savours : 
J mull go fcek feme Dew· Drops here, 
And I ang a Pearl in e\ ery Cow flip's Ear. 
F~rewd thou Lob of Spirit~, I'll be gone, 
Our Qteen and all her Rl vcs come here :anon. 

P11c~ The King dath keep his Rfvels here to Night, 
. ~lake 



A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 
Take heed the Queen come not within his Sight, 
For Oberon is palling fell ~nd wrath, 
Becaufe that fhe, as her Attendant, hath 
A lovely Boy fl:ol'n from :m Indian King, 
She never had fo f we et a Changeling, 
And jealous Obero~ would have the Child 
Kmght of his Train, to trace the Forefl:s wild; 
But. fhe per-force with-holds the loved Boy, 
Crowns hin1 with Flowers, anc makes him :tll her Joy: 
And now they never meet in Grove, or Green, 
By Fountain dear, or .fpangled Star-light theen, 
But they do fq uare, that all their Elves for fiar 
Creep into A'orn Cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Either I mifiake your Shape and Makmg quite; 
Or elfe you are that fhrtw'd and knavii11 Sprite 
Call'd Robin-goodfellow. Arc you not he, 
That fright the Maidens of the Vi!Iagcrce, 
Skim Milk, and fometimes labour in the Q!.tern, 
And bootlefs make the Dre:nhlefs Hufwife chern 
And fometime make the Drink to bear no Barme 
M ifs-lead Night-wanderers, laugh· ng at their Harm, 
Th0fe that 1-Iobgoblin call you, and fwcct Puck._. 
You do their \Vork, and they flull have good Luck. 
Are not you he? 

PtJck.:_ Thou fpeak'fi aright; 
I am that merry Wanderer of the Night: 
I jefr to Oberon, and make him fmile, 
When I a fat and b~ar.·fed Horfe beguile. 
Neighing in 1ikenefs hke a filly Foal: 
And fometimes Jmk I in a Goffip's Bowl, 
In very likenefs of a roafred Crab, 
And when ihe drink", again her Lips I bob, 
And on her whithered Dewlop pour he Ale. 
The wifelt Aunt telling the fadd -fl: Talc, 
Sometime for three-foot Stool mifia ·cth me, 
Then flip I from her Bum, down topples !he, 
And Tailor cries, and falls into a Co::Qh, 
And then th~ whole ~1ire hold their Hips, and loffe, 
And waxen in their Mirtl, and necze a,Jd fwcar, 
A merrier Hour was never wafted there. 
Bu,. room, Fairy, here c0mes Oberon. 
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Fai. And here my Milhefs: 

Y/ ould that we were gone. 
Enter Oberon King of Fairies at one Door with his Train, 

and the Ouoen at another with hers. 
Ob. I'll met by M~n-Hght, 

Proud Tit .tnia. 
Q!!een. What, jealous Oberon ~ Fairy, skip hence, 

I have forfworn his Bed and Company. 
Ob. Tarry rath \V .m ton, am not I thy Lord~ 
~een. Then I tnufi be thy Lady ; but I know 

When thou wafi fioll·n away from Fairy Land, 
And in the lhape of Corin fate all Day, 
Playing o n P1pes of Corn, and verfing Love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, _ 
Come from the farthefl: fiec:p of India~ 
But th t forfoot~ the bouncing Amaz:..on, 
Your buskin'd Mi!lrefs, and your W .4rrior Love, 
·:ro Theferu mnll: be wedded, and you come, 
)'o g ive their Bed J oy and Profpcrity. 

Ob. How can'fl: thou thus for flume, Titania, 
Glance 01t my Credit wi ttl Hippo/ita, 
Knowing I know thy Love to ThejeuJ ~ 
Didft thoti not lead him through the glimmering Night 
From Peregenia, whom he ravilhed, 
And make him with fair e/.Egle break his faith, 
.With Ariadne, and Antiopa~ 

~een. Thefe are the Forgeries of J e-loufie, 
And never fince the middle Sumrocr:os Spring, 
Met we 0n HiP, in DalE', Forefi, or Mead, 
By paved Fountain, or by rufhy Brook, 

· Or in the beached Margcnt of tbe Sea, 
To dance our Ringlets to the whiHling vVind, 
:But with thy Brawls thou h1ft diil:urb'd our Sport. 
Therefore the Winds piping to us in vain, 
As in Revenge have fuck'd up f, om the Sea, 
Contagious Fogs; which falling in the Land, 
Hath every petty R •ver made fo proud, 
Th•t chey have over-born the1r Continents. 
The Ox hath therefore firetch'd Lis Yoak in vain 
The Ploughman loft his Sweat, and the green Corn 
Htlth rotted, e'er his Youth attain'd a Be-ard 

The 
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The Fold ftands empty in the drowned l=ield, 
And Crows are fatted with the Murrion Flock; 
The Nine-mens-morris is fill'd up with Mud, 
And the qu~int Mazes in the wanton Green, 
For lack of tread are undi!linguilhahle. 
The human Mortals want their Winter here~ 
No Night is now with Hymn or Carol bleft; 
Therefore the Moon, the Governefs of Floods, 
Pale in her Anger, wallies all the Air; 
Th~ Rheumatick Difeafes do abound. 
And through this Difiemperature, we fee 
The Seafons alter; hoary· headed Frofts 
Fall in the frefh Lap of tl~e Crimfon Rofe, 
And on old Hyem's Chin and Icy Crown, 
And odorous Chaplet of fweet Summer Buds 
Is as in Mockery fet. The Spring, the Summer, 
The childing Autumn, angry WInter change 
Their wonred Liv{ries, and the amazed World, 
By their increafe, now knows n0t which is which 
And this fame Progeny of Evil comes 
From our Debate, from our Diffention, 
We are their Pa[ents and Original. 

Ob. Do you amen it then, it Jyes in you. 
Why fhould Titania crofs her Oberon ~ 
I do but l>eg a r tle cl an 'Cling Boy, 
To be my Henc an. 

Oueen. Set yonr Heart at reft,. 
Tl;:-Fairy-Iand b 1ys not the Child of me. 
His Mother was a Votrefs. of my Order, 
And in the fpiced Indian Air by Night 
Full often ihe hath goilipt by my fide, 
And fflt with me on Neptune's )iellow Sands, 
Marking th' mbarked Traders of the Flood, 
When we have hught to fee he Sails conceive; 
A11d grow big-bellied with the wanton Wind: 
Which ihe with pretty and \Vi h fwimming Gate~ 
:Following (her Womb then rich with my y:oung Squire) 
Would imitate, and [;it upon the Land, 
To f.'tch me Trifhs. an return agJin, 
As from a Voyage rich with l\1~rchanoize. 
But 1l1e being mortal of thlt Boy did dye, 

... . 

And 
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And for bcr fake I do rear up her Boy, 
And for her fake I will not put with him. 

Ob. How long within this W ooo intend you fray~ 
Q!!een. Perchance 'till after Thejeus's Wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And fee our Moon-light Revels, go with us; 
If not, iltun me and l will fpare your Haunts. 

Ob. G1ve me that Boy, and I will go with thee; 
~een. Not for tliy fairy Kingdom. Fairies away: 

We· tball chide downright, if I longer fray. [Exeunt~ 
Ob. Well, go thy way; thou fh.alt not from this ~rove,. 

'Till I torment thee for this Injury. 
My gentle Puc" come hither; thou remembreft 
Since that I fate upon a Promontory, ' 
And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphin's Back, 
Uttering fuch Dulcet and Harmonious Breath~ 
'fhtt the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 

- And certain Stars fhot madly from their Sphears, 
~o hear the Sea-maid's Mufick. 

Puck. I remember. 
Ob. That very time I faw, but thou could• not~ 

Flying between the cold Moon and the Eart 
Cupid all arm' d; a certain Aim he took . 
At a fair V efial, throned by the y.T efl, 
And loos'd his Love-fhaftfmartly from his Bow; 
As it would pierce a hundred thoufand Hearts; 
But I might fee young Cu1id's fiery Shaft 
Quench'd in the chafie Beams of the wat'ry Moon; 
And the Imperial Votrefs paffed on~ 
In l\1aiden·Meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet mark'd I where the Bolt of Cupid fell, 
It fell upon a little wefiern Flower; 
Beforr, inilk-white, now purple with LlNe's Wound; 
And Maidens call it, Love in Idlenefs. 
Fetch me that Flower; the Herb I iliew'~thee once; 
The Juice of it, on ileeping Eye-lids laid, 
Will make a Man or Woman madly doat 
Upon the next live Creature that it fees. 
Fetch me this Herb, and be thou here again 
E,er the Ltviath14n £an ~wim a League .. 
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P11&~. I'll put r Girdle about the Earth in forty M!!lutes: 

Ob. Having once this Juice, 
I'll watch Titania when the is afleep, 
And drop the Liquor of it in her Eyes: 
The ne:kt thin_p w ich 1he waking looks upon, 
(Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 
Or medling Monkey, or on bufie Ape) 
She lhalJ purfue it with the Soul of Love; 
And e'er I take this Charm off from her Sight, 
(As I can take it wirh another Herb) 
I'Jl make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes here? I am invifible~. 
And I will over-hear their Conference. 

Enter Demctriu5, Helena following him. 
Dem. I love thee not, therefore purfue me nor. 

Where is Ly[llntier, and f~ir Hermia ~ 
The one I'll fiay, the other fiayetb me. 
Thou told'fl: me they were fiol'n into thic; Wood; 
And here am I, and Wood within this Wood, 
Becaufe I c;nnot meet my Hermia. 
Hence get thee gont, and follow me no more. 

He!. You draw me, you hard-hearted }\clamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron; for my Heart 
Is true as Steel. Leave you your Power to draw, 
And I fhall have no Power to foJJow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you? Do I fpeak you fair~ 
Or rather do I not in plainefi Truth, 
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you~ 

Het. And even for that do I love thee the more; 
I am your Spaniel, and, Demstrius, 
The more you beat p1e I will fawn on you : 
Ufe me but as your Sp~niel, fpurn me, !hike me~ 
Neglect me, lofe me; only give me Leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 
What worfer Place can I beg in your Love, 
(And yet a Place of high Refpect with me) 
.Than to be ufed as you do your Dog~ 

Dem. Tempt not too much the Hatred of my Spirit; 
For I am fick when I do look on thee, 

H;el. And I am fi'k when I look not on you. 
VoL. II. -·. C -·· 

LExit. 

• I 



Dem. You do impeach your Modefiy too much, 
To leiVC the City, and commit your felf 
Into the hands of one that lovts-you n~t, 
To trufi the Opportunity of Night, 
And the ill Counfd of a defart Place, 
VJ'ith the rich Worth of your Virginity. 

Het. Your Virtue is my Privil ge; for that 
It is not Night when I do fee y :mr Face; 
Therefore I tbi:1k I am not in the Night. 
Nor doth this Wood lack Wmlds of Company, 
For you, in my refpH:c, are all the World. 
Then how can it be faid I am alone, 
When all the '~N orld is here to look on me? 

Dem. rH run from thee and hide me .in the Brakes; 
And leave thee to the Mercy of wild Beafis. 

He!. The wildefr hath not fuch a Heart as you; 
Run when you will, the Story iball be chang'd: 
Apollo B es, and Daphne holds the Chace; 
The Dove pmfues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
M1kes fpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootlefs fpeed! 
.When Cowardize purfucs, and Valour fties. 

Dem. I will not flay thy Quefiions, let me go; 
Or if you follow me, do not believe, 
But I ihall do thee Mifchief in the Wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the -remple, io the Town and Field 
You do me Mifchicf. Fye, Demetrius, · 
Your Wrongs o fet a Scandal on my Sex: 
We cannot fight for Love, as Men may do ; 
We fltould be woo'd, and wen: not made to woo. 
I follow thee, and ma e a Heaven of Hel!, . 
To dye upon the Hand I love fo well. [Exeunt. 

Ob. Fare thee well, Nymph, e'er he do leave this Grove 
Thou flu!t fly him, and he iliall fcek thy Love. 
Hall: thou the Flow~r there~ Wdcome Wandcter. 

Enter Puck. 
Puck._. Ay, there it is. 
Ob. I pray tl ee give it me; 

I know a Bank where the wild Time blows, 
Wbere the Oxf\ips and the nodding Violet grow~, 
Quite over cannopy'd with lufcious Woodbine, 
\Vith fweet Musk -Rofcs, and with Eglatine, 



There fleeps Titania, fome time of the Night, 
Lull'd in thefe Flowers, with Dances and Delight;: 
And there the Snake throws her enammel'd Skm, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in: 
And with the Juice of this I"ll fheak her Eyes; 
And make her full of hateful Fantaftt;s. . 
Take thou fome of it, and feek through this Grove; 
·A~ fweet .Athenian Lady is in love 
With a difdainful Youth; anoint his Eyes, 
But do it when the next thing he efpies 
May be the Lady. Thou 1haJt know the Man, 
By the Athenian Garments he bath on. 
Effect it with fome Cue, that he may prove 
More fond of her than fue upon her Love; 
And look you meet me e'er the firfr Cock crow: 

Pnck._. Fear not my Lord, your Servant .lhall do fo. [Exit! 

ENter ~ten of FttirieJ, with her Train. 
Oueen. Come, now a Roundel, and a Fairy Song: 

Th;fi for the third Part of a Minute hence, 
Some to kill Kankers in the Musk-Rofe Buds, 
Some war with Reremife for their leathern Wings; 
To make my fmall Elves Coats, and fome keep back 
The clamorous 0 wl that nightly hoots, and w~nders 
At our queint Spirits. Sing me r1ow afleep, 
~fhen to your Offices, and let me reil. 

. Fairies Sing. 

You /potted Snakes with double Tongu~, 
Thorny Hedgehogs he not feen, 
Newts and blind Worms do no wrong; 
Come not near our Fair1 !l!!._een._ 
Philomel with Melody, 
Sing in your j'we1t Lullaby; 
Lu/la, lulla, lullaby, lulla, /ulla, lulfttby: 
Never harm, nor fpell, nor charm, 
Come o."tr lovely Lady nigh, 
s~ good night with L~tllaby. 

c 1. ~~ Fairy. 
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1. Fairy. 

Wtaving Spiders come not here; 
Hence you long-leg'd Spmners, hence: 
Beetles blaclapproach not near, 
T¥orm nor SnaiL do no Offence. 
Philomei with Melocj,y, ~c. · 

· I. Fairy. · 
Hence. away; now all is well: 
One aloof, ftttnd Centinel. 

Enter Oberon. 
l 

[Exeunt Fairies~ 

Obe. What thou feed when thou doft wake,. 
Do it for thy true Love take, 
Love and languifh for his fake; 
Be it Ounce, or Car, or Bear, 
Pard, or Boar, with brifiled Hair, 
In thy Eye that fhall appear; 
When thou wak'fi, it is thy Dear; 
Wake when fome vile Thing is near: [Exit Oberon: 
· Enter Lyfander and Hermi~. 

Ly (. Fair Love, you faint with w~ndring in the '\JY oods; 
And to fpeak t roth, I have forgot o ur Way: 
We'll refi us, Hermia, if you think it good, 
And tarry for the Comfort of the Day. 

Her. Be it fo, Lyfander; find you out a Bed, 
for I upon this Bank will refi my Head. 

Ly(. One Turf iball ferve as Eillow for us both, 
One Heart, one Btd, two Bofi1ms, and one Troth. 

Her. Nay good Ly[and~r, for my Sake, my Dear, 
Lye further o'ff yet, do not lye fo near. 

Lyf. 0 take the Senfe fweet of my Innocence, 
Love takes the Meaning in Love's Conference ; 
I mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 
So chat but one Heart can you make. of it: · 
.. fwo Bofoms interchanged with an O~rh, 
So then two Bofoms, and a fingle Troth : 
Then by your Side no Be~-room me deny 
For Jyin~ fo, Hermia, I do not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles vuy prettily ; 
Now m'Jch befhrew my Manners, and my Pride; 
If He: ?.f~ meant to fay, Lyfonder ·ly'd, 

But 
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But gentle Friend, for Love· and Curtelie 
Lye ftuthfr off in human Modefiy; 
Such Separation as may well be fatd 
Becomes .a virtuous Batchdor, and a Maid ; 
So far be dillant, and good niglit fweet Friend, 
Thy Love ne·er alter 'till thy f weet Life end. 

Lyf. Amen, Amen, to that fair Prayer fay I, 
And then end L~fe when I end Loyalty: 
Here is thy Bed, Sleep give th~e aH his Refl. 

Her. With half that WJih, the Wifhers Eyes be prett. 
[They Jleep.' 

Enter Puck. 
Puc~ Through the Fordt have I gone, 

But .AtheNian find I none, 
On w hofe Eyes I might approve 
This Flower's F.orce in fl:irring Love: 
Night a no Silence ; who is here ~ 
Wt. eds of .Athens he cloth wear ; · 
This is he, my Maller faid, 
Defpifed the Athenian Maid ? 
And here the Maiden fleeping found 
On the dank and dirty Ground. 
Pretty Soul, !he durfi: not lye 
Near this Lack-love, this ktll Curtdie~ 
Churl, upon tby Ey 'I throw 
AH the Power this Charm dorh owe: 
Whtn thou wak'fr, let Love forbid 
Sleep his Seat on thy Eye·lid: 
So awake when I am gone, 
For I muLl: now to Oberon. [Exit. 

Enter Dimetrius and Helena rJmning: 
Hel. Stay, thd thou kill me, fweet Demetritts. 
Dem. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
He!. 0 wilt thou Darling leave me ? Do not {(,. 
Dem. Stay on, thy Peril, I alone will go. [Exit Demetrius. 
Het. 0 I am out of Breath in this fond Chace, ~ 

The more my Prayer, the Ielfer is my Grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wherefoe'er !he lyes; 
For !he hath bletTed and attractive Eyes. 
How came her Eyes {o bright~ Not with fait Tean; 
If fo, my Ey's are oftner wafh'd than hers: 

- ~ 3 
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No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear; 
For Beafis that meet me run away for fear;_ 
Therefore no marvel, tho' Demetrius 
Do as a Monfier, flf my Prefence thus. 
What wicked and ditfembling Gla{s of mine~ 
Made me compare with Hermia!s fphery E yn ~ 
But who is here~ Lyfander on the Gro~nd: 
Dead or afieep~ I fee no Blood, no Wound: I 
Lyfander, if you live, good Sir ~wake. 

Lyf. And run thro' Fire I will for thy ·f\Yeet fake~ 
[~a~ing~ 

Trafpner.t Ht.lena, Nature here fuews Art_, 
That t1 rough thy Bofom makes me fee thy Heart~ · 
Where i!, Demetrius~ Oh how fit a Word 
Is that vile Name, to perifh on my Sword~ 

Het. Do not fay fo, Lyjander, fay not fo; 
What tho' he love your Hermia~ Lord, what tho'~ 
.Yet Hermia fii1lloves you_; then be content. 

Lyf. Content with Htrmia~ No: I do repent 
The tedious Minutes I with het have fpent; 
Not Her mitt, but Helena now I love : 
Who will not change ~ Raven for a Dove? 
.The Will of Man is by his Reafi)n fw~y'd, 
And Reafon f:tys you are the worthier Ma ·d. 
Things growing are not riPe until their Seafon; 
So I being young, 'till now ripe not to R • :G n; 
And touching now the Point of human Skill, 
R {af::n1 becomes the Marfhal to my Will, 
And Ie1ds me to your Eyes, where r o'trl0ok 
Loves Stories, written in Love's richell: Book. 

Hel. W 1erefore was I to this keen Mcck:.:ry born ~ 
When at yo r Hands did I deferve this Scorn ·? 
1 s't not enough, is't not enough, young Man, 
That I did never, no nor never ~an 
Dderve a f w et Look from Demetriuls Eye, 
But you mufr fl ut my Infu~ciency ?' 
Good troth you do me wrong, good footh you do, 
In fuch difdainfu) manner me to Wol(): 

But fare you well. Perforce I mt:fi confcf~, 
I thought you Lord of more true Gcntlenefs : . -. . . QL. 

H» .. ~ 
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Oh, that & Lady of one Ivlan refus'd, 
Should of another therefore be abus,d. [ Exjt• 

Ly[. She fees not Hermia, Hermia fieep thou the~e, · 
And never may'ft thou come Lyfot~der near; 
For ;s a Surfejt of the fwe"etefi Thmgs, 
The deepefl: loathing to a Stomach brings; 
Or ;s the Herefits that Men do leave, 
Are hated mofl: of thofe they did deceive; 
So thou, my Surfeit and my Herefie, 
Of all be hate,J, but the mofl: of me ; 
And all my Powers addref~, your Love and might, 
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight. [Exit~ 

Her. Help me, Lyfonder, hdp me, do thy befl: 
To pluck this crawling Serpent from my Bre-afi: 
Ay me, for Pity, what a Dream was here? 
Ly[ander look, how I do quake wuh Fear; 
Me·thought a Se. pent cat my Heart away, 
And yet face fmiling at his cruel Prey: 
Ly[ander, what rcmov'd ~ Lyfd.nder, Lord, 
What out of hearing, gone? No found, no word ~ 
Alack where are you~ Speak, and if you hear, . 
Spelk of all Loves ; I f wound almofl: with Fear. 
No, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 
Either Death or you rH find immediately. [Exit.· 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt andSran·ciing. 

The Q!!een·of Fairies lying ajleep. 

Bot. A R E we all met? . 
~in. P .. t, pat, and here's a marvellous conven · ... 

ent Place for our Rehearfal. This gnen Plat thall be o t 

Stage, this Hauthorn brake our tyring Houfc, and we will 
do it in Acl:ton, as we will do it before the Duke. 

Bot. Peter Ouince. 
fl.!!in. Wh;t'" fJy'll: thou Bully Bottom? 
Bot. There arc Things in this Ccrn.-.dy of Ptrltmu; dnd 

This by, that wip nev"r pleafe. Ftrfl, Pir~ n;us mufl: dr.tw a 
~ t S ~ord 
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Sword to kill himfelf, which the Ladies cannot abide. How 
an(-w~r you that~ 

Snout. Berlaken, a parlous Fear. 
Star. I believe we mull: leave the KilJing out, when all is 

done_ 
Bot. Not a whir, I have a Device to make all ·well; write 

me a Prologue, and let the Prologue feem to fay, We wi1J do 
no h~rm with our Swords, and that Piramus is not kill'd in· 
deed; and for the more better Affurance, reil them, that I 
P_yramsts am not Pyramus,but Bottom the Weaver 1 this will 
pur them out of fear. 

Q.!!in. Well, we will have fuch a Prologue, and it thall be 
written in Eight and Six. 

B1t. ·No, make it two more; let it be written in Eight 
and Eight. · 

Snout. Will not the Ladies be afeard of the Lion~ 
Star. I fear it, I promife you. 
Bot. M~fl:ers, )Zou ought to confider with your felves; tll 

bring in, God lhidd us, a Lion among Ladies, ils a mofr 
dreadful Thing; for there is not a more fearLJ wild Fowl 
than your Lion living; and we ought to lnok to it. 

Snowt. Therefvre another Prologue mufl: teU he is not a 
.Lion. > 

Bot. Nay, you mufl: name his Name, and halfhis Face 
mufi be fecn through the Lion's Neck, and fie himfelf mufi 
fpeak through, faymg thus, or to the fame defeCt; Ladirs, or 
fair Ladies_, I would wifh you, br I would requefi you, or 
I would intr eat yoP, not to fear, not to tremble; my Life for 
yours; if you tl11nk I come hither as a Lior, it were pity of 
my Life; no, I am no fuc;h thin?, I am a Man as other Men 
are; and thert indeed let him name his Name, and tell them 
plainly he 1~ Snug t: :e J 0iner. 
~i». W ~:I, 1t fh;~ll be fi)_; bu~ there is two hard Things, 

that is, to b·mg the M )on-hght tnto a Chamber; for you 
~now Pyramuj and Thisby met't by Moon.Jighr. 1 

Snug. Doth the Moon lhine thOit Night we play our Play~ 
Bot. A Caknder, a Cale~der, look in the Almanack; find 

out M on-fhine, find out Moon. fhine. 
I 

Q.Hin Y t.S, it dorh iliine thlt Nighr. 
B~l. W ny then may you leave a Cafcment of the great 

Ghamber 
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Chamber Window, where we play, open, and the Moon may 
1hine in at the Caftment. 

Ouin. Ay, or elfe one mufl: come in with a Buili of Thorns 
anda Lanthorn, .and fay he comes to disfigure, or to prefent 
the Perfon of Mooniliine; then there is another thirJg, we 
rnufr have a Wall in the great Chamber, for Pyramus and 
Thjsby, fays the Story, did talk through the Chink of a Wall. 

Snug. You can never bring in a \Vall. What fay you · 
'A1ttom? · 

Bot. Some Man or other mull: prefent W aH, and let 
him have forne PJafl:er, or fome Lome. or fome Rough-caft 
about him, to fignify Wall, or let him hold his Fmgers 
thus; and through the Cranny fhall P;rt~mus and ThisbJ 
whifper. . 
~n. If that may be, then all is weU. Come, fit down 

every Mother's Son, and rehearfe your Parts. P;ramus you 
begin; when you have fpoken your Speech enter into that 
Brake, and fo every one according to his Cue. 

Enter Puck. 
Puck,; Wh~t hempen Home~fpuns have we fwaggering here 

So near the Cradle of the Fairy Q:1een f 
What, a Play toward? rll be an Auditor; 
An Actor too perhaps, if I fee Caufe. 

Q:!.in. Speak Pyramus; Thisby fiar.d forth. 
Pyr. Thisby, the Flowers of odious Savour's fweet. 
Q!!in. Odours, Odours. 
Pyr. Odours favors fweet, ' . 

So that thy Breath, my dear ell: Thisby dear, 
But hark, a Voice; fiay thou but here a while, 
And by and by I will to thee appc:Jr. [Exit Pyr~ 

Puck: A flranger PyrAmuJ th•n e'er plaid here. 
7 hif. M ult I fpeak now? . 
Q!!in. Ay marry mull you; for you mtdl unde1 fiand he 

goes but t~ fee a N oife that he htard, <md is to come aga!no 
Thij'. Mofr radiant Pyrttmus, moll: hlJy white of Hue, , 

Of Colour like rhe red Rofe on triumphant Bryer, 
Moft brisky Juvenal, and eke moll: lovely Jeu;, 
As true as truell Horfe, thar: yet would never tire, 
I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Nin:ty's Tomb. 

Quin. NintiJ Tomo, }vian; why you muft not fpeak that 
yet ; that you anfwer to Pyr11m1n; you fpeak all your Part at, 
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once, Cues and all. Pyramus enter, your Cue is pall: ; it i~ 
never tire. 

Enter Pyramus. 
Thif. 0, as true as truefl: Horfe, that yet would never tire; 
Pyr. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine. 
~in. 0 monfl:rous ! 0 ftrange l We are haunted ; pray 

Matters, fly Mafters, help. [The Clowns Exeunt. 
Puck.: I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a Round, -

Through Bog, through Bulb, through Brake, through Bryer; 
Scmetimes a Horfe I'll oe, fometimes a Hound, 
A Hog, a he~dlefs Bear, fometime a Fire, 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore and burn; 
Like Horfe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Fire, at every turn. [Exit~ 

Enter Bottom with an .Afs Head. 
Bot. Why do they run away? This is a Knavery of them 

to make me afeard. 
Enter Snowt. . 

Snowt. 0 Bottom, thou art--chang'd ; what do I fee on 

.thee~ 
Bot What do you fee~ You fee an Afs-head of your own; 

do you~ 
Enter Quince. 

Ouin. Blefs thee Bottom, blefs thee, thou art tranfiated . 
.._. ~ [ E;.,·it. 

Bot. I fee their Knavery, this is tD make an Afs of me, to 
fright me if they could; but I will not fl:ir from this Place, 
do what they can ; I will walk up and down here, and will 
fing that thz:y fhall hear I am not afraid!' 
The W oofet Cock, fo black of hue, 
~Vith Orenge-tawny Bill, 
The ThrGftle will his N' oce· fo true~ 
Tl~e Vl~en and little Quill. 
' ~een. What Angel wakes me from my flow1·y Bed·? 

· [1Va~ng. 
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, · 

;The plain-fong Cuckow gray, 
iWhofe Note full many a Man cloth ma1 k:t 
And dares not anfwer nay. 
For, indeed, who would fet his Wit to fo fooli!h a Bird~ 
Who would ~iye ~ Bird the Lye, tho~ he cry Cuckow ne-

yer fo? 
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fl!!_een. I pray thee, gentle MortaJ, ling again, 

Mine Ear is much enamoue d of thy Note; 
On the firll: view to fay, to fwear I love thee .. 
So is mine Eye enthralled to thy Shape, 
And thy fair Virtues force (perforce) doth move m£'; 

Bot. Methinks, Mifirefs, you 1houJd have little Reafon· 
for that : And yet, to fay the truth, Reafon and Love keep 
little Company together, now a·day5. The more the pity, 
that fome honefi Neighbours will not make them Friends~ 
Nay, I can gleek upon occafion. 

Queen. Thou art as Wife as thou art Beautiful. 
B';t. Not fo neither: But if I had Wit enough to get out 
this Wood, I have enough to fcrve mine own turn. 
Oueen. Out of this Wood do not defire to go~ 
-;u 1ha1t remain here, wr:ether thou wilt or no 
am a Spirit of no common Rate; 
he Summer frill cloth tend upon my Stau, 
nd I do love thee; therefore go with mr, 

· ve thee Fairies to attend on thee; 
they lhall fetch thee Jewels from the Deep; 

And fing, while thou on preffed Flowers cloth fieep i 
And ! will purge thy mortal Grofnefs fo~ 
That thou ilialt like an airy Spirit go. 

Enter Pcafebloffom, Cobweb, Motb, Mufiardfee d, and 

I Fair. Ready. 
2 Fair. And I. 
·3 Fair. And I, 

four Fairies. · • 

4 Fair. And I, Where lhaH we go? 
Oueen. Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman.· ~ . 
op in his Walks, and Gambole in his Eye~ 

d him with Apricocks and Dewberrie5, 
ith purple Grapes, green Figs, and IVluJberrie~, 

he Honey Bags fieal from the Humble Bees, · 
nd DJr Night Tapers crop their w~xen Thighs .. 

light them at the fiery Glow-worm's Eyes, ' 
o b~ve my Love to Bed, and to arife: 
nd puck the VJings from painted Butterflies, 

fa 1 the Moon-beams from his flecping Eyes-, 
od to him Elves, and do him Courtefi s. · 
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1 Fair. Hail Mortal, Hail. 
l. F~tir. Hail. 
i Fair. Hail. 
Bot. I cry your Worlhip's Mercy heartily, I befeech your 

Worlhip's Name. 
Cob. Cobweb. • 
Bot. I lhall defire of you more Acquaintance, good M~

ll:er Cobweb; if I cut my Finger, I fiuHmake bold with you. 
Your Name, honeft Gentleman ~ 
· Pea[. Put[eblojJom. . 

Bot. I pray yoa commend me to Mifire:fs Squajb your 
~other, and to Mafier Pe~zfecod your Father. Good l\:'laHer 
Pe.-efeblofom, I lhall defirc of you more Acquaintance too. 
,Your Name, I befeech you, Sir ? 

Muj. Muftard[eed. 
Bot. Good 1\tlafier ll1uftardfeed, I know your Patience 

well: That fame cowardly Giant-like Ox-beef hath devour"d 
many a Gentleman of your Houfe. I promife you, your 
Kindred bath made my Eyes water e'er now. I defire more 
of your Acquaintance, good Mafier Muflardfeed. 

Qf!een. ~ome wait upon him, lead htm to my Bower. 
The Moon, metninks, looks with a watry Eye, 
Ar.d when ili.e weep5, weeD every little Flower, 
J...amcnting fome enforced Chafiiry. 
Tye up my Lover's T~mgue, bring him filently. [Exeunt. 

Enter King of Fairies folus. 
Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak'd : 

Then what it was that llCXt came in herE ye, 
Which lhe mufl: dote on in Extremity. 

Enter Puck. 
H'ere comes my ~1dfengcr: How now mad Spirit, 
~Vbat Nighr-rule now about this haunted Grove ~ 

f!4ck. My Millnfs with a Monfler is in love. 
Near to her clofe and confecrated Bower, 
While tbe was in her dull and fleeping Hour, 
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanical(, 
Thar work for Bread upon .Athenian Stalls, 
Were met together to Rehearfe a Play, 
I .ter.ded for great The[eHs Nuptial Day. 
The lhal:owefi thick Skin of that barren forr, 
Who PJr.lmt~s p'tefcnted, in their Sport 
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Forfook bis Scene, and entred in a ~rake, 
When I did him at this Advantage take, 
An Afs's Nole I fixed on his Head; 
Anon his Thisby mufr be anfwered, 
And forth my Mimick comes; When they him fpy, 
As wild Gt:efe, that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or rulfet-pated Choughs, many in fort, 
Riling and Kawing at the Gun~s reporti 
Sever themfelves, and madly fweep the Sky; 
So at his fight, away his Fellows fly, 
And at our fiamp here o'er and o'er one falls; 
He Murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 
Their Senfe thus weak, lofi with their Fears thus flrong~ 
Mad~ fenfelefs things begin to do them wrong. 
For Briars and Thorns at their Apparel fnatch, 
Some Sleeves, fome Hats, from Yielders all things catch. 
I led them on in this diflratted fear, , 
And left fweet Pyramus tranfiated there: 
When in t.hat moment (fo it came to paf.) 
TitAnia wak'd, and firaightway Jov'd an A~. 

Ob. This falls out better than I could devife~ 
But hall thou yet latch'd the .Athenian Eyes 
With the Love J uke, a5 I did bid thee do? 

Puc~. I took him fleeping; th:1t' is finifl1'd too; 
And the Athenian Woman by his fide, 
That when he wak'd, of force lhe mull: be ey-d. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 
Ob. Stand clofe, this is the fame Athenian. 
Puck.: This is the Woman, but not this the Man~ 
D6m. 0 why rebuke you him that loves you fo~ 

Lay Bt eath fo bitter on your bitter Foe. 
H~r. Now I but chide, but I fhould ufa thee worfe; 

For thou, I fear, hall: given me caufe to Curfe, 
If thou hall: fiain Lyfander in his fieep. . 
Being o'er Shoes in Bloot!l, plunge in the deep, and kill me too. 
The Sun was not fo true unto the Day 
As he to me, Would he have fiollen a way 
From fleeping HermiA. ~ I'll believe as foon 
This whole Earth may be bor·d .. and that the Moon 
May through the Center creep, and fo difpleafe 
Her Brother's N oor.-tide, with th' .Antipodo. 



lt cannot be but'thoQ. hall murder'd him, 
SC> fhould a Murtherer look, fo dead, fo grim: 

Dem. So lhould the Murtherer look, and fo fuould 1; 
Pier;c'd through the Heart with your fiern Cruelty: 
,Yet you the Murderer look as bright and clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering Sphere. 

Her. What's this to my Lyfonder? Where is he! 
Ah good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me~ 

Dem. I'd rather give his Carkafs to my Hounds. 
Her. Out Dog, out Cur, thou driv'fi: me pafi the bounds 

Of Maiden's Patience. Haft thou flain him then~ 
:Wenceforth be never numbred among Men. 
Oh! once tell true, and even for my fake, 
Durfi thou a look'd upon him, being awake~ 
And haft thou kill'd hi{D fieeping~ 0 brave touch: 
Could not a Worm, an :Adder do fo much~ 
An Adder did it, for wit~ doubler Tongue 
,Than thine, thou Serpent~ never Adder fiung~ ' 

Dem. You fpend your Pafiion on a mifpriz'd mood; 
I am not guilty of Ly[ander's Blood, 
Nor is he dead for ought that I c~n tel1. 

Her. I pray thee tell me then that he is wdr. 
Dem. And if I could, what fhould I get therefore? 
Her. A Privilege never to fee me more; 

'And from thy hated Prefence part I. See me no more; 
:Whether he be dead or no. [Exit 

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce Vein, 
Here therefore for a while I will remain. 
So Sorrows heavinefs doth heavier grow : 
For Debt that- Bankrupt fieep doth Sorrow owe, 
Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay, 
If for his tender here I make fome fiay. [Lies down. 

Ob. What haft thou done ? Thou haft mifhken quite~ 
And laid thy Love-Juice on fome true Love's fight: · 
of thy Mifprifion mull: perforce enfue 
Some true Love turn'd, and not a falfe turn'd true. 

Puck. Then Fate o'c;r-rules, that one l.Vhn holding Troth 
' A Million fail, confounding 0Jth on Oath. 

Ob. About the Wood g'O f wifrer than the Wind, 
And Helena of Athens fee thou find. 
All Fancy·fi~k file i!', and p,:.lc cf Chee_r, 



. \V ith fighs of Love, that cofis the freth Blood dear; 
By fome Illufion fee thou bring her here; 
I'H charm his E. yes againfl: fue doth appear. 

Pt~c~ I go, I go, look how I go, 
Swifter than Arrow from the Tartar's Bow~ [Exit. 

Ob. Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cupid's Archery, 
fiink in Apple of his Eye, 
When his Love he cloth efpy~ 
Let her fuine as glorioufly 
As the Venus of the Sky. 
When thou wak'fi, if ilie be by, 
Beg of her for Remedy. 

Enter Puck.' 
Puc~ Captain of our Fairy Band. 

Helena is here at hand, 
And the Youth mifl:ook by me; 
Pleading for a Lover's Fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant fee? 
Lord, what Fools thefe Moruls be! 

Ob. Stand ~fide: The noife they make 
Will caufe Demetrius to awake. 

Puck· Then will two at once woo one; 
That mull: needs be Sport alone. 
And thofe things do be£1: pleafe me, 
.That befal prepofieroufi y. 

Enter L yfanaer and H eltna: 
Lyf. Why fl1ould you think that I fhould woo in fcorn ~ 

Scorn and D~rifion ntver come in Tears. 
Look when I vow, I weep, and Vows fo born, 
In their Nativity a11 Truth appears: 
How can thefe things in me feem Scorn to you~ 
Be~ ring the badge of Faith to prove them true. 

He!. You do advance your Cunning more and more; 
When Trut4 kills Truth, 0 devilifl1 holy Fray! 
There Vows are Hermia's. Will you give her o'er 1 
W'fjgh Oath with Oath, ~nd you will nothing weigh. 
Your Vows to her and me, put in two Scales, 
\Vill even weigh, 2nd both ~s light ~s T.ales. 

Lyf. I had no Judgment when to her I fwore. 
Het. Nor no11e;J in my mind, now you give her o'er. 

. ~(. 



Lyj. Demetrius love~ her, and he loves not you~ 
Dem. [Awa~ng.] 0 Helen, Goddefs, Nymph, perf~fr~ 

divine, 
To what, my Love, fl1all I tompare thine Eyne~ 
Cryftal is muddy; 0 how ripe in iliow, 
Thy Lips, thofe kiffing Cherries, tempting grow! 
That pure congealed white, high T~urus Snow, 
Fann'd with the Eafiern Wind, turns to a Crow, 
When thou hold'ft up thy hand. 0 let me kifs 
This Princefs of pure white, th1s feal of Blifs. 

Hel. 0 Spight, 0 Hell, I fee you are all bent 
To ftt againfi me, for your Merriment: 
If you w re civil, and knew Courtefie, 
You would not do me thus much Injury. 
Can you not hate me, :as I know you do, 
But you mufi join in Souls to mock me too~ 
If you are Men, as M;;n you are in fuow, 
You would not ufe a gentle Lady fo: 
To vow, and fwear, and fuperpraife my Farts~ 
When I am fure you hate me with your Hearts. 
You both are R~vals, and,love Hermia, 
And now both Rivals to mo(k Helena. 
A trim Exploit, a manly Enterprize, 
To conjure Tears up in a poor Maid's Eyes, 
With your Derifion: None of Nobler fort 
\Vould fo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poor Soul's Patience, all to make you fport. 

Lyf. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not fo, 
For you love Hermia; this you know l1know. 
And here with all go0d wilJ, with all my heart, 
In Hermia's Love I yield you up my part; 
And your's of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do to my Death~ 

Hel. Never d1d Mockers wafie more idle Bre~th. 
Dem. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia, I will none; 

If eer I lov'd her, all that Love ts gone. 
My Heart to her, but as Guefi-wife fojourn'd, 
And now to Helcn it is home return'd, 
There to remain. 

Lyf. It is not :{7~. 

Dun. Difparage ~ot the Faith ~hou doll: not know, 
Le!l 
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Le!l: to thy peril tftou abide it de~r. 
Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy Dear. 

Enter Hermia. 
Her. Dark N ig:1t, that from theE ye his Function takes~ 

The Ear more qu:ck of Apprehenfion makes. 
Wherein it doth impair the feeing Senfe, 
le pays the Hearing double recompence. 
Thou art not by rr.ine Eye, L;fander, found, 
Mine Ear, I thank it, brought me to that Sound. 
But why unkindly didfi thou leave me fo ~ 

Lyf. Why !hould he fl:ay, whom Love cloth prefs to go~ 
Her. What Love could prefs Lyfander f1om my fide t 
Ly[. Lyfonder's ::..ove, that WO' Jd not let him bide; 

Fa· He/ena, who mort: engilds th'? Night, 
ThaJ all yon fiery O's and Eyes of Light. 
Why feek'{l: thou rre? Could not this make thee know 
The Hate I beu th~e, made me leave thee fo? 

Her. You fpeak 1ot as you think: It cannot be. 
Het. Lo, lh e is one of this Confederacy ; 

Now I perceive th~y have conjoin'd 1111 three, 
'To falhion this fc1re Sport in fpight of me. 
Injurious Hermia, .nofi ungrateful Maid, 
Have you confpir'd: have you with thefe contriv'd 
To bait me, with 1his foul Derifion? 
Is all rhe Co1,1nlel t~at we two have 1har'd, 
The Sifiers Vows, the Hours that we have fpe!lt, 
When we have chid the hall:y footed Time, 
For parting us: 0 ! and is all forgot? 
AH Scrool~days Frimdlhip, Childhoods Innocence~ 
We, Hermia, like two Aruficial gods, 
Have with our Neecles, created both one Flower, 
Both on one Sample-, fitting on one Cufhion ; 
Both warbling of o,~e Song, both in oAe Key; 
As if our !-lands, o~r Sides, Voices, and Minds 
Had been inco porat~. So we grew together, 
~ike to a doubl€ Cherry, feeming parted, 
.lut yet an Union ir partition ; 

Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem, 
So with two eeming Bodies, but one Heart, 
Two of the firfi Lit~, Coats of Heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crowned with one Crefi. 

YoL. If. D 



And will you rend our ancient Love afunder, 
To join witli Men in fcorning your poor Friend~ 
It is not friendly, 'tis not nt~idenly ; 
Our Sex as wen as I may chide you for it, 
"fhough I alone do feel the Injury. 

Her. I am amazed at your paffionate words: 
I fcor.. you not; it feems that you fcorn me. 

Hel. Have you not fet Lyfonder, as i_n fcorn, 
To follow me, and praife my Il yes and Face~ 
And made your other Love, Demetrius, 
Who even but now did fpurn me with his Foot, 
To tall me. Goddtfs, Nymph, Divine, and Rare, 
Precious, Celefi · al ~ \V herefore fpeaks he this 
To her he hates~ And wherefore doth LJfattder 
Deny your Love; fo rich within his Soul, 
And tender me, forfootb, A lfec.!ion, 
But by your feiting on, by your Confent ? 
\Vhat though I be not fo in grace as you, 
So hung upon with Ldve, fo fortunate? 
But miferable mofi, to love unlov'd, 
This you {hould pity rather than defpife. 

Her. l underHand not what you mean by thi~~ 
Hcl. Ay; do, perfevere, counterfeit fad Looks, 

Make Mouths upon me when I turn my Back, 
V/ ink each at other, hold the f we et J eft up : 
This fport well carried, iliall be chronicled. 
If you have any Pity, Grace, or Manners. 
You would not make me fuch :m Argument: 
But fare ye well, 'tis partly mine «?Wn fault. 
Which Death or Abfence foon fuall remedy. 

Lyf. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my Excufe ; 
f\tly Love, my Soul, fair Helena. 

Hel. 0 Excellent ! 
Her. Sweet, dd not fcorn her fo. 
Dem. Jf the cannot entreat's I can compel. 
LJf. Thou canfi compel no more than fhe entreat. 

Thy Threats have no more firength than her weak Praife. 
Helen, I love thee, by my Life I do; 
I fwear ~y that which I willlofe for thee, 
To pr~ve him falfe that fays I love thee not. 

D1m. I fay, I· lov~ t~e'e more than ~e '~~do. 
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LJJ. If thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come. 
Her. Ly/ander, whereto tends all this~ , 
Ly[. Away, you Ethiope. 
Dem. No, no~ Sir. feem to break loofe; 

Take on as you would follow, 
But yet come Rot; you are a tame Man, go.· 

Ly[. Hang off thou Car~ thou Burre; vile thing let loofe, 
Or I will lhake thee from me like a Serpent. 

Her. Why are you grown fo rude 
What change i$ thi~, f we et Love? 

Ly[. Thy Love? Out rawny Tartar, out; 
Out loathed Medicine; 0 hated Poifon, hence. 

Her. Do you not jefi:? 
Het. Yes footh, and fo do you. . 
Lyj. Demetrius, I will keep my Word with ti:ee. 
Dem. I would I had your Bond; for I perceive 

A weak Bond holds you; rH not truft your W ?rd. 
Lyf. What, lhould I hurt her, fl:rike her, kill her dead I 

Although I hate her, I'Jl not harm her fo. 
1-Ier. What, can you do me greater harm than hate~ 

Hate me! wherefore~ 0 me! what News, my Loye~ 
Am not I Hermi~e? Are not you Lyfander ~ 
I am as fair now, as I was ere-while. 
Since Night you lov'd me; yet fince Night you left me: 
Why then vou left me, 0 the gods forbid! 
In earnefi, lhall I fay~ 

Lyf. Ay, by my Life~ 
And never did defire to fee thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queLlion, of doubt, 
Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jell, 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. 0 me, you J ugler,. you Canker-blolfom, 
I ou Thief of Love; what have you come by Night .. 
\nd fl:ollen my Love's Heart from hid! l 

Het. Fine~ i'faith! 
'iave you no Modefiy, no maiden Shame, 
."lo touch of Balhfulnefs? What will you tear 
lmpatient Anfwers from my gentle Tongue? 
lie, fie, you Counterfeit, you Puppet; you. 

Dt. Her: 



5 ob A Midfummer-Night's Drea1n. 

Her. Pupptt! ~hy fo ~ Ay, tQat ways go the Game. 
Now I perceive that fi1c hath made compare 
Between our Statu res; the hath urg'd her height, 
And wirh her p~rfonage, her tall perfonage, . 
Her he1ghr, forfootl , fi1e hath prevail'd with h1m. 
And are you gw:-own fo hzgh in his Efieem, 
Becaufe 1 am fo dwar6i11, and fo low~ 
How low am I, thou painted Maypoie ~ Spe k, 
How low am I? I am not yet fo low, 
But rhat my Nails can reach unto thine Eyes. 

He/. 1 pray you, though you mock me, Gentlemen; 
Let her not hurt me, I was never curft: 
I have no gift at all in ShrewHhnefs; ' 
I am a right Maid for my Cowardize : 
Let her not {hike me. You perhaps may think; 
Bccaufe fi1 e's fomething lower than mx felf, 
That I can match her. 
. Her. Lower ! Hark again. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do n~t be fo bit !'er with me,· 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, . 
Did ever ketp. your Counfels, never wrong'd you, 
Sa e thJt in love unro Dcmttrius, 
I told him of your fiealth into this Wood: 
He follow•d you, for Love I fo low'd him, 
But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
1'o H:nke me, fpurn me, nay to kill me too; 
And now, f<> you will let me quiet go, 
To Athens .. vill I bear my Folly back, 
And follow you no further. Let me go, 
You ft e how fim--le, and how fc,nd I arn. 

Her. Why get you gone; who i5 't that hinders you~ 
He!. A foolith Heart, that I leave here b(.hind. 
Her. What with Lyjandcr? 
Het. With Demetrius. 
Lyf. Be not afraid, the will not h~rm thee, Helena. 
Dem. No, Sir, fl1_e fiull not, though you take her part. 
Het. She was a V1xen when lhe went to School; · 

And thouph ihe be but little ilie is fierce. 
Her. Little again~ Nothing but low and little! 

Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus~ 
Let me corr.e to her. L:rf. 
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Lyf. Get you gone, you Dwarf, 

You Minimus, of hindring KnoF-grafs made, 
You Bead, you Acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious 
In her behalf that fcorns your Services. 
Let her alone, fpeak not of I-felena, 
Take not her part: For if thou doH: intEnd 
Never fo little ihew of Love to her, 
Thou lhalt abide it. 

Lyf. Now ihe holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar·fi, to try whofe Right 
Of thine or mine is mofi in Helena. 

Dem. Follow ? Nay, 1'11 go with thee Cheek by J ow I. 
[ E~:it Lyfander and Demctrius. 

Her. You l\1ifircfs, all this Coyl. is long of you: 
Nay, go not back. 

He!. I will not trufi you, 
Nor longer flay in your cudr Company. 
Your Hands than mine are quicker for a Fray, 
l'v1 y Legs are longer though, to run a way. [ Excu;:zt. 

Enter Obcron and Puck. 
· Ob. This is thy N egl ge1 ce, ftill thou mifl.a','fl, 
Or eJfe commitr'H: thy Knavn'cs willingly. 

Puc~. Believe me, Km) of Shadows, I mifiook: 
Did not you tell me I i11ould know the }\'tan, 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on ? 
And fo far blameltf) proves my Enterprize, 
That I have 'noitted a1 Athenian's Eyes; 
And fo far am I gJad, it did [J fort, .. 
As this their Jangling I etleem a Sport. 

Ob. Thou fedl tb(fe Lovers feek a Place to fight; 
Hie therefore, Robin, ovcrcafl: the Nighr, 
The Stoarry We) in cover r hcu :moo 
With drooping Fog, as black as Acheron, 
And lead thefe tefty RivaL fo afir y, 
As one come not within anothe1's way. 
Ltke to Ly{ttnder fi)rnetime frame thy Tongue, 
Then llir Demetritts up with bitter Wrong ; 
And fornetime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, 

D ) 'Till 
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~Till o'er their Brows, Death-counterfeiting Sleep 
With leaden Legs and oatry Wings doth creep; 
Then crufh this Herb into Lyfander's Eye, 
Whofe .Liquor hath this virtuous Property, 
To take from thence all Error, with its Might, 
And make his Eye.- baUs rowl w1th wonted fight. 
When they next wake, all this Derifion 
Shall feem a Dream, and fruitlefs Vifion; 
And back to Ather~s £hall the Lovers wend 
With League, whofe date 'till Death fi1all never end. 
Whiles I in this Affair do thee imploy, 
I'll to my Queen, and beg her Indian Boy; 
And then I will her charmed E y,e reJeafe 
From Monllers view, and aH things iliall be Peace. 

Puck: My Fairf Lord, this mull be done with h fie" 
For Night's fwift Dragons cut the Clouds lull faR, 
And yonder fhines .Aurora's Harbinger; 
At whofe approach, Ghofls wandring here and there, 
Troop home to Church-yards; Damned Spirits all, 
That in Crofs-ways and Floods have Burial, 
Already to their wormy Beds are gone, 
For fear left D,ay fhould look their Shames upon, 
~They wilfu1ly exile themfelves from Light, 
'And muR: for aye con fort with black-brow'd N ight-

Ob. But we are Spirits of another fort; 
I with the Morning .. Love have ofr made fporr, 
And like a Forefl:er the Groves may tread, 
Even 'till the Eafiern Gate all fiery red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair bleffed Beam~, 
Turns into yelhw Gold h~s falt·green Streams. 
But notwithfhnding hafie, make no delay, 
We may effect this Bufinefs yet e'er Day. [Exit Oberon. 

Puck,. Up and down, up and down, I will lead them up 
and down: I am fear,d in Field and Town) Goblin, lead them 
up and down. Here comes one. 

Enter Lyfander. 
Lyf. Where art thou, proud Demetrms? 

Speak thou now. 
Puck.,. Here, Villain, drawn and ready_ Where art thou~ 
Ly[. I will be with thee ftraight. 
Puek. Follow me then to plainer Ground. 

Enllr 
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Enter Demetrius 
Dem. Lyfonder:~ fpeak again; 

Thou Run .. away, thou Coward, art thou fled! 
Speak in fome Buih: Where dofi thou hide thy Head~ 

Puc~ Thou Coward, art thou begging to the Stars, 
Telling the Bullies that thou look'ft for Wars. 
And wilt not come? Come Recreant, come ~hou Child, 
I'll whip thee with a Rod, he is defil'd 
That draws a Sword on thee. 
· Dem. Yea, art thou there~ 

Puc!(. Follow my Voice, we'll try no Manhood here. [ E).,·e. 
Ly[. He goes before me, and fiill dares me on. 

W lien I come where he calls me, then he's gore. 
The Villain is much lighrer heel'd than I: 
I follow'd fall:, but fafl:er he djd fly; [ Shijti,zg p!A,!S~ 
That fall'n am I in dark uneven way :1 

And here will refi me. Come thou gentle D.-.y: [LJIS down. 
For if but once thou iliew me thy gray LigHt, 
I'll find Demetrius, and revenge this Spight. 

Enter Puck and Demetrius. 
Puc~. Ho, ho, ho, Coward why com'fl: thou not? 
De m. Abide me, if thou dar'fi: For weJl I wot, 

·rhou runn'fl: before me, fbifting every place, 
And dar'fi not fiand, nor look me in the Face. 
Where art thou~ 

Puck_: Come 'hither, I am here. 
Dem. Nay then thou mock'fl: me; t,hou £halt puy this deaJ<; 

If ever I thy Face by Day-light fee. 
Now go thy way: Faintnds confiraineth me, 
To meafure out my length on this cold Bed, 
By Day's approach look to be viGted. [LJ.es· down. 

Enter Helena. 
Bel. 0 weary Night, 0 long and tedious N ight, 

Abate thy Hours, ili ine Comforts from the Eaft, 
That I may back to Athens by Day-light, 
From thefe that my poor Company detelt, 
And Sleep, that fometimes fi1uts up Sorrow's Eye, 
Steal me a while from min~ own Company. [Sleeps.' 

Puck. Yet but three ~ Come one mor -, 
Two of both Kinds makes up four. 
Here fi1e comes, curfi and 1~d, 

D-t 
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C•pid is a knavith Lad. · 
Thus to make poor Females mad. 

Enter· Hermia. 
Her# Never fo weary, never fo in Woe. 

Bedabbled with the Dew, and torn with Briars, 
I can no further crawl, no further go; 
My Legs can keep no Pace with my DeGres: 
Here will I refl me 'till the break of Day ; 
Heav'ns iliield Lyfondcr, if they mean a Fray. [Lyes down. 

Puc~ On the Ground fieep found~ 
I'll apply to your Eye, gentle Lover, remedy. 

[Squee.t.ing the Juice on Lyfander's Eye. 
When thou wak'ft thou tak'll: 
True Delight in the Sight of former Lady's Eye, 
An~ the Country Proverb known, 
That every Man llu~uld take-his own, 
In your waking .fhall be known. 
Jack fball have Jilt, naught fhall go iJJ, 
The Man iliall have 1 is Marc agairy, and all be well. [Ex. Puck. 

· L They Jleep. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 
Euter f23een of Fairies, B >ttom, F.tiries attending, and the 

, King behind them. .. 

Oueen.COme, fit th~:e down upon this flowry Bed, 
- While I thy ami1ble Cheeks do coy, 
And flick Musk Rofes in thy fieek-fmooth Head, 
A.nd kifs thy hir luge Ears, my gentle Joy. 

Bot. Where's Peafeblojfom ? 
Peafl. Ready. 
Bot. Scratch my Head, Peafebloffom. Where's Mon!icur 

Cobweb? · 
Cob. Ready. . . 
Bot. Monfitur Cobweb, good l\1onfieur get -your \V ta

pons in your IIand. and kill me a red-hipt Humble- ~ee on 
the Top of a Thdlle, and good Moufieur brir.g. me the 
Honey-bag. Do not fret yo·1r felf too much in the AB:ion, 
l\1onfteur; and good ~'lonficur have a Care the Honey -ba:? 
break not; I would be loth to have you ovedl )WO with~ 
liooey-bag, Signior. Where's M:>ntieur A1uftardfeed ~ 

Jlbtjf. Re dy. Bet. 
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Bot. Give me your News, Monfieur Muflard; 

Pray you leave your Curtefie, good Monfieur. 
Muft. What•s your Will? 
Bot. Nothing, good Monfieur, but to help Ca71aleroCoh

?veb to fcratch, I mufi to the Barbers, Monfieur, for me
thinks I am marvellous hairy about the. Face. And .1 
am fuch a tender Afs~ if my Hair doth but uckle me, I mufl: 
fcratch. 

Q!tecn. What, wilt thou hear fome Mufick, my fweet 
Love? 

Bot. I have a reafonable good Ear in Mufick, let us 
have the Tongs and the Bones. 

Mufick.._Tongs, Rural Mufick._. 
Qf!een. Or fay, fweet Love, what thou defir'fi: to eat. 
Bot. Truly a Peck of Provender; I would munch your 

good dry Oats. 1v1ethinks I have a great Defire to a Bot~ 
tle of Hay: Good Hay, fweet H~y hath no Fello;v. 

f2!!eut. I~ have a venturous Fa1ry 
That fhallieek the Squirrels Hoard, 
And ferch thee new Nuts. 

Bet. I had rather have a handful of driFd Peafe. But I 
pray you let norje of your People fiir me, I have an Expo
fition of Sleep come upon me. 

Queen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my Arms; 
Faines be gone, 1nd be always away : 
So doth the Woodbine the fweft Hony-fuckle 
Gently entwifi; the female Ivy fo 
Enrings the barky Fmgers of the Elm. 
0 how I love thee l how I dote on thee! 

Enter Puck. 
Ob. Vlelcome, good Robin; 

Seefl: thou this fwe t Srght? 
Her Dotage now I do begin·to pitv; 
For meeting her of late hthind the \Vood, 
Seeking· fw et Favours for this hateful Fool, 
I did upbraid her, and f"ll out wich her; 
For ihe his hairy Ttmplcs then had round d 
With Coronet of fre!11 and fragrant Flowers; 
And that fdme Dew which fometime on the Buds 
Was wont to fwtlll1ke round and orient Pearb·, 
Stood now within the pretty Floudets Eyes, 
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Like Tears that did their own Pifgra~c bewail. 
When I had at my Pleafure taunted her, 
'And lbe in mild Terms begg'd my Patience, 
l then did ask of her, her changeJing Child, 
Which firaight fhe gave me, and her F~iry fent 
To bear him to tnY Bower in Fairy Land; 
And now I have the Boy~ I wjll undo 
This hateful Imperfect: ion of her Eyes: 
J\nd, gentle Puclz, take this transformed Scalp 
From off the Head of this Athenian Swain ; 
That he awaking when the others do, 
May all to .Athens back again repair, 
And think no more of this Night's Atcidcnts; 
:But as the fierce Vex~tion of a Dream. 
~ut firfr I will releafe the Fairy Queen. 

J!e thou as thtJu waft wont to he; 
See as thou 'Waft wont to fee: 
Dian's BHd, or Cupid's Flower, 
Hath foch Force and blej[ed Power. 

)Jow~ my Titania wake you my fweet Queen.' 
Qf!een. My O~eron! wh3t ViGons have I feen! 

Metllo11ght 1 was enamoured of an Afs. 
· Ob. There lies your Love. 

Queen. How came thefe Things to pafs~ 
ph ho'Y mine Eyes do loath this Vifage now ! 

Ob. Silence a while; Robin take off his Head, 
1Jtania, M ufick call, and £lrike more dead 
·rhaa common Sfeep. Of all thefe find the Senfe. 
' Queen. Mu!1ck, ho fytdick; fuch as charmeth Sleep. 

. Msljic" }ltLL. 
Puck__; W~en thou awak'fi~ with thine own Fools Eyes 

peep. 
' Ob. Sound M Jick; come my Queen, take Hand with me. 
-~nd rock the Ground w hereon theft Sleepers be. 
Now tl~ou and I are new in Amity, 
And will to l\1orrow Midnight {olcmn1y 
Dance in Duke Thcfeus Houfe triumphantly, 
And blefs it to all fair Pofiet ity: 
There iball th(fe Pairs of faithful Lovers be 
W tdded with Thefous all in Jollity. 
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PHck. Fair King attend and mark, 

I do hear the Morning Lark. · 
Ob. Then my Queen in Silence fad~ 

Trip we after the Night's Sh:~dc; 
We the Globe can compafs foon, 
Swifter than the wandring Moon. 

fJ.!!_een. Come my l.ord, and in our flig~t~ 
Tell me how it came this N 1ghr, 
That I Geeping here was found, 
~ith thefe Mortals on the Ground. 

· [Sleepers lye fliU. 
· [Exeunt .. 
[Wind Horns; 

Enter Thefeus, Egeus, Hippolita and all IJis Train. · · 
The[. Go one of you, find out the Forefier, 

For now our Obfervation is perform•d; 
And fince we have the vaward of the D:.1y, 
My Love 111811 hear the Mufick of my Hounds: 
Uncouple in the Wefiern VaUey, let them go~ 
Difpatch I fay, and find the Forefl:er. · 
We will, fair Queen, up to the Mou11tain's Top, 
And mark the Mufical Confufion ' 
Of Hound~, aRd Eccho in conjunCtion. 

Hip. I was wirh Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Creet they bay'd the Bear 
With Hounds of Sparta; never did I hear 
Such gallant Chiding. For befides the Groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains, evfry Region near, 
Seem'd all one mutual £ry. I never heard 
So mufic~l a Difcord, fuch fweet Thunder. 

The[. My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan kindl) 
So flew'd, fo fanded, and their Heads are hung 
With Ears that fweep away the ~orning Dew; 
Crook-kneed, and Dew-Japt, Jike Theffizlian Bulls, 
Slow in purfuir, but match'd in Mouth like Bells, 
Each under each. A Cry more tuneable 
\V as never h1llow'd to, nor cheer' cl wilih I Iorn, 
In Creet, in Sp11rta, nor in 7heflaly: 
Judge when you hear. But fofr, what N ymphs are thefe ~. 
· Ege. My Lord, this is my D .wghter here afieep. · 

And this LJflmder, ~hi s Demetrius is, 
This Helemt, old Nedar•:, Helen~-z; 
I wond.er of d~is being here together • .. 
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The[. No doubt they rofe up early, to obferve 

The right of May, ~nd hearing our Intent, 
Came here in grace of our Solemnity. 
Bnt fpeak Egeus, is not this the Day 
That Herrma tbould give Anfwer of her Choice~ 

Ege. Ir: is, my Lord. 
The[. Go bid the Humfmen wake them with their Horns. 
Horns, and they -;vake. S hoht 'JJJithin, they all jlart ttp. 
The[. G ood 1\'l orrow Friends; Saint Valentine is pafi: 

Begin thefe Wood-birds but to couple now~ 
Lyf. Pardon, my Lord. 
Thef. I pray you all fiand up: 

I know you two are Rival E nemies. 
How comes this gemle Concord in the World. 
That Hatr d is fo far from J ealoufy, 
J"o fieep by Hate, and fear no Enmity. 

Lvf. .1.\'1 y Lord, I £hall rep ~y amaztdly, 
Half 11ecp, hillf waking. But as yet I [wear, 
I cannot truly f~y how I came here : 
But as I think, (for truly would I fpeak,) 
And now I do bethink me, fo it ·h; 
I came with Hermia hither. Our Intent 
Was to be g1ne f , om Athens, where we might be 
Without the Peril of the Athenian Law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord, you have enough; 
I beg the Law, the Law upon his Head: 
They would hare fioll'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me, 
You of your Wife, and me of my Confcnt; 
Of my Confcnt that ilie fl1ould be your Wife. 

Dem. My Lord, fair Helen told me of their St~alth, 
Of this their Purpofe hither to the \Vood. 
And I in Fury hither fc. llow'd them 
Fai Helena in Fancy follow'd me: 
Bur, my good Lord, I wot not by what Power, 
But by feme Power it is, my Love 
To 1-fermia, melted as the Snow, . 
Seems to me now :as the Remrmbrance of an idle Guadr, 
\Vhich in my Childhood I d1d do~t u on: 
And all the Faith, the Virtue of my Heart, 
.. fhe e>bjcct ar:d the Pl~af.ure of mine Eve_, 

~ 



Is only llelena. To her, my Lord, 
Was I betrothed e'er I did fee Hermia; 

" But like a Sicknefs did I loath this Food; 
But as in Health come to my natural Tafie~ 
Now do I wilh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 

The[. Fair Lovers you are fortunately met; 
Of this Difcourfe we iliall hear more anon. 
Egeus, I will over· bear your \V il!, 
For in the Temple, by and by wnh us, 
Thefe Couples .fhall eternally be knit: 
And for the Morning now is fomething worn, 
Our purpm'd Hunting flu11 be f€t afide. 
A way with us to Athens, three and three, 
We'll hold a Feafi in great Solemnity. 
Come Hippo/ita. [Exit DHke and Lords~ 

Dem. Thefe Things fecm fmall and undtfiinguilluble, 
Like far-off Mountains turned into Clouds. 

Her. Methinks I fee thefe things with parted Eye, 
When every thing fcems double. 

Hcl. So methinks; 
And I have found Demetrius like a Jewel; 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dem. It fecms fo to me, 
That we fieEp, we dre~m. Do not you think 
The Duke was here, and bid us follow him~ 

Her. Yea, and my Father, 
Het. And Hippolita. 
Lrf. And he bid us follow to the Temple. 
Dcm. Why then we are awake; let's follow him, and by 

the \V 2y let us recount our D,eams. [Exeunt. 
[Bottom wa~s. 

Bot. WhenmyCuecomes,callme,andiwillanfwer. My 
next is, Mofl: fair Pyramus--·-Hey ho, Peter Quince! Flute the 
Bellows-mender l Snout the Tinker! Star11eling l God's my 
Life 1 Stol'n hence, and left me aileep. I have had ~ mofr 
rare· Vi lion. I hild a Dream pafi: the Wit of Man to fay 
what Dream it was: Man is but an Afs if ~e go about to 
expound this Drerlm. Methou ght I was, the e is no M an 
can te1l what. 1\!Iethaught I was, and mer ha 1 ht I had • . 
BPt Man i~ but a patch'd Fool, if he will offer to fay what 

methJught 



rne hought I had. The Eye of Man bath not heard, the 
E.ar of Man bath not feen; Man·s Hand is not able to tafl:e, 
his Tongue to conceive, nor his He~tt to report wb:tt my 
Dream was. I will get Peter ~ince to write a Ballad of this 
Dfeam; it fball be call,d Bottflm·s Dream, becaufe it bath no 
Bottom; and .I will fing it in the latter End of a Play be
for·~ the Duke: Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, 
I fhall fing it at her Death. [Exit. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snowt and Starveling. 
~in. H :lVe you fent to Bottom's Houfe! Is he come Home 

yet~ 
Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tranf-

port~d. 
Thif. If he come not, then the Play is marr'd. It goes for-

ward, doth it? 
Ouin. It is not poffible; you have not a Man in all .Athens 

ahl-;to difcharge PyramHs but he. 
Thif. No, he bath fimply the bell Wit of any Handycraft 

Man in .Athens. 
Ouin. Yea, and the bell: Perfon too; and he is a very Pa-

ra~ur for a fweet Voice. 
Thif. You mull: by, Paragon; a Paramour is (God blefs 

us) a Thing of naught. 
Enter Snug. 

Snug. ~afters, the Duke is coming fr~m the Tt•ple, 
:and there ts two or three Lords and Ladtes more marri• 
ed; If our Sport had gone forward, we had all been made 
Men. 

Thijv o. fwee_t B~lly Bottom; thus hath he loO: Six pence 
a Do1y durmg hts Ltfe; he could not have 'fcap,d Six pence 
1 Diy; and the ·ouke had not given him Six pence a D~y for 
Playing Pyrtt:r~us, I'll be hang' d: He would have deferv'd it. 
8:x pence a Day in Pyram~:~s, or nothing. 

Enter Bottom. 
Bot. Where are thefe Lads~ Where are thefc Hearts! 
~in. Bottom, 0 mofi couragious Day ! 0 mofi: happy 

Hour! 
Bot. Maflers, I atn to difcourfe Wonders; but ask me not 

what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. I will tell 
you every thin; a5 it feU our .. 

~in. 



Ouin. Let us hear, fweet Bottom. 
Ji;t. Not a Word of me; all I wiiJ teiJ you, is that the 

Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel together, good Strings 
to y()ur Beards, new Ribbons to your Pumps, meet pre
fently at the Palace, every Man look o'er his Part; for the 
1bort and the long is, our Play is preferred: In any cafe let 
ThisbJ have clean L1nnen; and let not him that plays the Lion 
pare his Nails, for they ihall hang out for the Lion's Claws; 
and mo!l: dear Actors, eat no Onions, nor Gar]ick, for we 
are to utter f weet Breath; and I do not doubt to hear them 
fay, it is a fweet Comedy. No more Words; away, go a
way. [ExtHnt. 

A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Entet Thefeus, Hippolita; Egeus and his Louis. 

Hip. 'T IS fl:range, my Theflus, that thefe Lovers fpeak of!. 
The[. More firange than true. I never may believe 

Thefe Antick Fables, nor thefe Fairy 1'oys; 
Lovers and Madmen have fuch feething Brains, 
Such fiuping Phantafies, that apprehend more 
Than cool Reafon ever c0mprehends. 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 
Are of Imagination all compacr: 
One ftes more Devils than vaft Hell can hold; 
That is the Madman. The Lover, all as frantick; 
Sees Helen•s Beauty in a Brow of Egypt. 
The Poet's Eye iQ a fine Fr~nzy row ling, 
Doth glance from Heav'n to Earth, from Earth to HeavFn! 
And as Imagination bodies forth the Forms of Things 
Unknown; the Poet's Pen turns them to Shapes, 
And gives to Airy Nothing a local Habitation, 
And a Name. Such Tricks bath fhong Imagination, 
That if it would but apprehend fome Joy. ' 
It comprehends fome Bringer of that Joy: 
Or in the Night, imagining forne Fear, 
tlo~ ea fie is a Bufu fuppo~'d a Bear~ 
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Hi~. But ~n the Story of the Night told over~ 

And aH their Minds transfigur'd fo together, 
More witnelfeth than Fancies Images, 
.And grows to fomething of great Con!hncy; 
But, howfoever, firange and admirable. 

Enter Lyfander, Dem·etrius, Hermia, and 
f-IeJena. 

The[. Here come the Lovers, full of Joy and Mirth; 
Joy, gentle Friends, Joy and frdh days of Love 
Accompany your Hearts. 

LJJ. More than to us, 
Wa1t on your Royal Walks, your Board, your Bed. 

The[. Come now, what M•sks, what Dances iliall we 
have, 

To wear away this long Age of three Hours~ 
Between our afrer-fupper and Bed-time~ 
. 1ere is our ufual manag~r of Mirth! 
What Revel are in hand~ Is there no Play 
To eafe the Anguiib of a torturing Hour~ 
Call Egeus. 

Ege. Here, mighty 7hefeus. 
The[. Say, what Abridgment have you (or this Eve · 

What Ma~k~ What Mufick? Wow fhaJl we beguile 
~he .lazy ·ime, if not with fome Delight? 

Ege. There is a Brief how many Sports are rife: 
Make choice of which your Highnefs wili fee firfi. 

L]f. The Battd with the Centaur, to be fung 
By an Athenian Eum1ch, to the Harp. 

The[. W c'll none of that. That hav{ It~ Id my Love-; 
In glory of my Kinfman H. re sties. 

Lyf. Tie R.iot of the tipfie Bachanats, 
Tea· ing the Thracian Singer ir. their Rage. 

The[ That is an o d Device, and it was plaid 
W i en I ft-om Thebes came lafi a Conqu ror. 

Lyf. The thrice three Muf s, mourning for the Death of 
Learning, iate deceas'd in Be~gary. 

The f. T h :t is fame Satyr keen and critic;l, 
Not forting with a 'tfuptia1 Ceremony .. 

Lrf. A ttdicms brief Scene of young Pyramus, 
A c( his Love Thisb;; vuy tr gical }Vlirth. 

The[. 
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Thef. Merry and Tngical? Tedious and Brief~ That is," 

hot Ice, and wondrous firange Snow. How ihall we find 
the C · ne or d f tL,Js Difcord ~ 

Ege. A Play there is, my Lord, fome ten \Vords long,· 
Whtch is as brief al I have .known a Play ; 
But by ten Words, my Lord, it is too lo 1g. 
Which makes it tr:dious: or in alJ the Play 
There is not one Word apt, one Player fitted. 
And Tra12icaJ, my Noble Lord, it is: 
F),. Pyr11mus therein doth kill himfelf. 
Wh1ch when l flw rehears'd, I muft confefs 
Made mine Eyes water; but more merry Tears 
Tht· paffion of loud Laughter never 1bed. 

7hej. What are they that do play it? 
Ege. Hard-handed Men, th!C work in AthenJ here; 

W nrch never labour'd in their Minds till now; 
And now have toiled their unbreathed Memories 
With this fame Play, agair.fi your Nuptials, 

The[. And we will hear it. 
Ege. No, my Noble Lord, it is not for you. I have heard 

It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the World, 
Unl fs you can find fport in their Intents, 
Extreme1y firetch'd, and coJJn'd with cruel Pain, 
To do you Service. 

The[. I will hear that Play: For never ~ny thing 
Can be amifs, wheo Simplenefs and Duty tfnder it. 
Go hring them in, and take your Places, Ladies. 

·.Hip. I love not to fee Wretchednefs o~ercharg'd, 
And Duty in his Service perilhing. 

The[. Whx, gentle Sweet, you 1ha11 fee no fuch thing~ 
Hip. He fays they can do nothing in this kind. 
Th,f. The kinder we, to give them Thanks for nothing~ 

Our ~port lhall be, to take what they mifiake; 
And what poor Duty cannot do, noble Refpea: 
Takes it in Might, not Merit. 
Where I have come, great Clerks have purpofed 
To greet me with premeditated \Vekomes; 
Where I have feen them 1biver, and look pale, 
M2ke Period~ in the midlt of Sentences, 
:Throttle their praB:is'd Accent in their Fears, 

V o L. II. E. And 



And in CQnclufion, dumbly have broke off, 
~0~ paying we I Welcome. Trufl: me, Sweet, 
Out of this Silence yet I pick'd a Welcome: 
And in the mode fly of fe,.rful Duty, 
I ead as much, as from the ratli•g Tongue 
Of fawcy and audacious Eloquence. 
Love therefore, and Tongue-tide Simplicity, 
In leaH, fpeak mofi, to my Capacity. 

Ege .. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue is •ddreft. 
The[. Let him approach. [Flor. TrHm~ 

Enter Quince for the Prologue. 
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good wilJ. 

That you !b ould think we come not to offend, 
But wtth good will. To £hew our fimple SkilJ, 
That is the true begi-nning of our e1\d• 
Confider then, we come. but in defpight. 
We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delight, · 
We are not here. That you ihould here repe t you, 
':fhe .Aetors are. at~ hand ; and by their Show, 
You fhall know all, that you are like to know. 

The[. This Fellow cloth net fiand upon his Points. 
Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt ; e 

knows not the flop. A good Mor~J. my I:.ord. It is not 
enough to fpeak, but to fpeak true. 

Hip. Indeed ne luth play'd on his Prologue, like a Child 
on the Recorder ; a found, but not in government. 

The~ H~s Speech was like a tangled Ch~in ; nothing i~· 
pai1'd, but all dlfGrder·d. Who is the next? ~ 

Ta wyer with a Trumpet before them. 
E•ter Pyramus, and Thtsby, W-aH, Moon-thine~ 

and Lioo. 
PrD. Gentlcs, perchance you wonder at this Show, 

But wonder on, 'till Trurh make all things plain. 
This M~n is Pyramus, if you would know ; 
This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certain. · 
This Man with Lime anp ~pugh·cafl, dot~P.refent 
Wall, the vile Wall, which dio thefe Lovers funder: 
And through Wall's Chlnk, poor Sot~ls, they are content 
To whifper. At the wbicb, ltt n~ Man wonder. 

T 



A Midfurnmer-Night's Dream. 5 I 5 
ThisMan with Lanthorn, Dog, and Bulb of Thorn, 
Prefenteth Moon-1hine: For, if you will know, 
By Moon -thine did thefe Lovers think no fcorn. 
To meet at M'nus Tomb, there, there to woo. 
This grizly Beafl, which Lion bight by Name, 
The trufiy This by, coming firfl: by Night. 
Did fcare away, or rather did affright : 
And as 1he fled, her Mantle fhe did fall ; 
Which Lion vile with bloody Mouth did fiai n. 
Anon comts Pyramtn, f weet Youth and taU, 
And finds his gentle Thisby's Mantle !lain ; 
Whereat, with Blade, with bloody blameful Blad~~ 
He bravely, broach'd his boiling bloody Breafl, 
And This by, ta.rrying in the Mulberry Shade, 
His Dagger drew, and died. For aJl the refi, 
Let LJon, Moon-fbine, Wall, and Lovers twain, 
At large difcourfe, while here they do re main. 

. [ Exe;mt all hut Wall. 
t The[. I wonder if the Lion be to fp ·ak. 

Dem. No wonder, my Lord; one Lion may, when many Affes do. 
Wall. In this f.1me Interlude it doth befa1, 

Th1r I, one Sno2vt by name, prefent a Wall: 
And fuch a Wall, as I would have you think, 
That had in it a crannied Hole or Chink ; 
Through which the Lovers., Pyramus and Thishy, 
Did whifper often very fecretly. 
This Loam, this Rough-call, and this Stone cloth thew~ 
That I am [hat fame WaJI ; the truth is fo. 
And this the Cranny is, right and finilhr, 
Through whicl4 the fearful Lovers are to whifper. 

Tbe.f. Would you defire Lime and Hair to fpeak better~ 
Dem. It is the witriefi Partition that ever I heard dif. 

courfc, my Lord. 
The[. Pyramus dra\Ys near the WalL· Silence. 

Enter Pyramus-. 
Pyr. 0 grim look'd Night ! 0 Night with hue fo black l 

0 Night, which ever art when Day is nor ! 
0 Night, 0 Night, aJack, alack, alack, 
I fear my T.hisbfs Promife is forgot. 

~ 1 · And 
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And thou, 0 Wall, thou fweet and lovely Wall, 
That frands between her Father's Cfiround and mine~ 
Thou Wall. 0 Wall, 0 f we et and lovely W alJ, 
Shew me thy Chink, to blink through with mine Eyn~ 
Th:.nks, courteous Wall ; Jove fhield thee well for this~ 
But what fee I~ No Thisby do I fee. 
0 wicked Wall, through whom I fee no Blifs, 
Cudl: be thy Stones for thus deceiving me. 

Thef~ Tbe Wall, methinks, being fenfible, fhould Curfe 

again. 
Pyr. No in truth, Sir, he fhould not. Deceiving me, 

Is Thisbfs cue; {he is to enter, and I am to fpy 
Her through the Wall. You iliaH fee it will fall. 

Ente1• Thisby. 
Pat. I told you; yonder fhe comes. 

Thif. 0 Wall, full often hafl thou heard my Moan!~ 
For parti:1g my fair Pyramus and me. 
My cherry Lips bath often k.ifs'd thy Stones; 
Thy Stones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. 

Pyr. I hear a Voice; now will I to the Chink, 
To fpy and I can fee my Thisby's Face. Thisby ? 

Thi[. My Love thou art, my Love, I think. 
Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy Lovers Grace. 

And l1kc Limander am I tt ufl:y fiill. 
Thif. And 1 ltke Helen, 'till the Fates me kiiJ. 
Pyr. Notf Shafalus to Procr.'US was fo true. 
Thif. As Shafalus to Procras, I to you. 
Pyr. 0 kifs me through the hole of this vile Wall. 
Thif. I kifs the Wall,5 hole, not yo .. Ir Lips at ~1!. 
Pyr. \Vtlt thou at J!inn]'s Tomb meet me firaightway ~ 
Thif. Tide Life, tide Death, I come without delay. 
Wall. Thus have I Wall, my part difcharged fo : 

And being done, thus Wall away doth go. [Exit~ 
The[. Now is the Moral down between the two N eigb-

bou·s. 
Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when Walls are fo wilfuJ, 

to hear without warning. 
Hip. This is the filhdl: Stuff that t~cr I heard. 
The[. The befl: in this kind are but Shadows, and the 

worft are no worfe, if Imagination amend them. 
Hip. 
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Hip. It mufl: be your Imagination then, and not thd )'s. 
Thef. If we imag•ne no worfe of them than they oftherr.

fel ves, they may pafs for Excellent l\1en. Here comes two 
noble Beafls, in a Man and a Lion. 

Enter LioQ and Mo::>n-thine. 
Lion. You Ladies, you, whofe gentle He~rts do fear 

The fmallefl: monfl:rous Moufe thJt creeps on floor, 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 
When Lion rough in wild fi r age cloth roar. 
Then know that I, one Snug the Joiner, am 
No Lion fell, nor elfe no Lton, Dam: 
For if I iliould as Lion come in Strife 
Into this place, 'twere pity of my Ltfe. 

Y.hef. A very gentle Bea!t, and of a good Confcience. 
De m. The very beft at a Beafi, my Lord, that e'er I law. 
Ly[. This Lion IS a very Fux for his V •lour. 
The[. True, and a Goofe for his D1fcretion. 
De m. Not fo, my Lord~ for his Valour cannot carry his 

D,fcrftion, and the Fox carries the CSoofe; 
The[. His Difcretion I am fure cannot carry his Valour; 

for the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well: Leave it to 
his Difcretion, ~nd let us hearken to the Moon, 

Moon. This Lanthorn cloth the horned Moon prefent. 
Dcm. He thould have worn the Horns on his Head. 
Thef He is no Crefcenr, and his Horns are invifible, with-

in the Circumference. 
Moon. This Lanthorn cloth the horned Moon prefent: 

My felf the M1n i'th' Moon cloth feem to be. 
The[. This is tha greatefl: error of 'all the rdl: The Man 

lhould be put into the Lanthorn : How is it elfe the Man 
i, th' Moon? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the Candle; 
For yoq. fee it is already in Snuff. 

Hip. I am weary of this Moon ; would he would 
Change. 
. .The[. lt ~ppears by his ~mall Light of Difcretion, that he 
JS m the Wane; but yet in courtefie, in all reafon> we mull: 
fiay the time. 

Ly[. Proc~ed, Ll1obn. 
Moon, All that I have to fay, is to tell you, that the 

E ) Lanthorn 



Lanthorn is the Moon; I, the Man in the Moon; this Thorn 
Bufu, my Thorn Bufh; and this Dog, my Dog. . 

Dem. Why, ali thefc fhould be in the Lanthorn; for they 
~re in the Moont But filence; here comes ThiJby. 

Enter Thisby. 
Thif. This is old Ninny'~- Tomb; where is thy Love f 
Lion. Oh. LThe Lion rgars, Thisby runJ ~f. 
Dem. Well roar'd Lion. 
The[. Well run Thislly. 
Hip. Well fhone l'Vloon; 

Truly the /Vloon fhines with good grace. 
' The[. Well mouth' d Lion. 

Dem. And then came P]ramus. 
Lyf. And fo the Lion vanifl1~d. 

Enter Pyramus. 
v Pyr. Sweet ~loon, I tha?k. thee for thy funnY Beams; 
I thank thee, Moon, for fiunmg now fo brig at: 
For by thy gracious) golden, glittering Stream~, 
I trull to tafte of truefl: Thisbfs fight. 
Eut flay: 0 fpight! but mark, popr Knight, 
What dreadful dole is here~ 
Eyes do vou fee! How can it be 1 
0 dainty Duck! 0 Deer ! 
Thy Mantle good; what fiain'd with Blood l 
Approach you Furies fell : 
0 Fates! Come, come: Cut l"hred and Thrum · 
Quail, cruth, conclude, and queJJ. ' 

'Ihef. This Paffion, and the Death of a dear Friend, 
W o" d go near to make a Man look fad. 

Hip. ·Beruew my Heart, but I pity the Man. 
Pyr. 0 wherefore, Nature, didfi: thou Lions frame? 

Sine~ Li~m wild hath here D~flour'd my Dear: 
Whteh ts-No, no--whtch was the fairefl: D~me 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look:)d with Cheer. 
Come Tears, confound: Out Sword, and wound 
The Pap of PyramMJ. 
Ay, that lefl: Pap, where Heart cloth hop: 
Thus die I, thus, thus, thu~", 
Now am I dead, now am I fled~ my Soul is in the Sky~ 

~I'ongue 



Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy fi ight, 
No~ die, die, die., die, die. 

Dem. No Die, but an Ace for him; for he is .but one. 
Ly[. Lefs than an Ace, M,n ; for he is dead; he is no .. 

thing. 
The[. With the help of a Surgeon he might yet rccovel'., 

and prove an Afs. 
H#p. How chance thl:' Moon-.fpine is gone) before 

Thisby comes back, and finds he Lover~ 
Enter T is by. 

Thef. She will find him lly Star-l1ghr. 
Here fhe comes; and her Paffion ends the Play. 

Hip. Methinks !he fh.ould not ufe a long one for fuch a 
Pyramtu: I hope ihe wiil be bnef. 

Dem. A Moth will turn the Ballance, which Pyramus, 
which This6y is the better. 

Ly[. She hath fpied him already with thofe fwect Eyes. 
Dem. And thus fl1e means, vitieltcet. 
Thif. Afleep, my Love~ What, dead, my Dove? 

0 Pyramus a rife: . 
Speak, fpeak. Quite dumb~ Dead, dead? A Tom) 
Mufl: cover rhy fweet Eyes. 
Thefe lilly Lips, this cherry Nofe, 
Thefe yellow Cowflip Cheeks 
Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan. 
His Eyes were green as Leeks. 
0 Silters tnrer, come, cnme to me~ 
With Hands as pale as Milk; 
Lay them in gore, fince you have ihore 
With Sheers, this Th'read of Silk. 
Tongue not a word; Come trully Sword; 
Come Blade, my Bre~ft imbruc: 
And farewell Friends, thus This6y ends; 
Adieu, a ieu, adi~u. 

The f. Moon·fhine and Lion are left to bury the D ad. 
Dem. Ay, and Wall too. 
Bot. No, I affure you, die Wall is down th4t parted 

their Fathers. Will it pleafe you to lte rh~ Epilogue, or 
o bear a Bergomask Dance, betwe~n twv of our Com

pcny! 
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The[. No :Epilogue, I pray you; for your Play n-eeds no 

excufe. Never excufe; for when the Players are all dead, 
there need none to be blam'd. Marry, if he that writ it 
had play'd Pyramus, and hung himfelf in Thisby's Garter, it 
would have been a fine Tragedy: And fo it is truly, and 
very notably difcharg'd. But come, your Burgomask ; let 
your Epilogue alone. [Here a Dance of Clnvns • 
. The Iron ~fongue of Midnight bath told twelve. 
Lovers, t0 Bed, 'tis almoft Fairy time. 
I fear we 1hall out-fieep the coming Morn, 
As much as we this Night h~ve over-watch'd. 
This palpable grofs Play hath well beguil·d· 
,The heavy Gate of Night. Sweet Friends to Bed. 
A Fortnight hold we this Solemnity, 
In nightly Revel, and new Jollity. [Exeunt; 

Enter Puck • 
• Puc~ Now the hungry Lion roars~ 
'And the Wolf beholds the Moon: 
,Whil£1: the heavy Ploughman (noars, 
All with weary Task fore-done. 
Now the wafted Brands do glow, 
Whilfi the Scritch-Ow1, fcritching loud~ 
Putsthe Wretch that lyes in Woe 
In remembrance of a Shroud. 
Now it is the time ofNighr, 
That the Graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his Spright, 
In the €hurch-way Paths to glide; 
And we Fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecates team, 
From the prefence of the Sun, 
Following Darknefs like a :Dream, 
Now are Fro lick; not a Moufe 
Shall difiurb this hallowed Houff'. 
~ am fent with Broom before, 
.To fwecp the Dufi behind the Door~ 

Enter King lmd Queen of Fairies, with their Train. 

- Ob. Through the Houfe give gli~mering Light, 
~y the dead and drowfie Fire, 

Every 



A Midfummet·-Night's Dream. 
Every E fan Fa ry Sp ight, 
H, p a, tghr as Bir~ from Brier, . .. . 
Aud this Dit~y after me, Sing and Dance tt tnpptngiy. 

Oucen. Fidl: rehearfe this Song by 10at, 
T o~ch Word a warbling Note. 
Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 
Will we fing and blefs this Place. 

The S 0 N G. 

Now until the break, of D.ty, 
Throt~gh this Houfe each Fatry ftray. 
To the bejf Bride-bed will we, 
Which ty us Jhalt Bleffid be; 
And the Ijfoe there (Ycate, 
Ever jhalt be Fortunate; 
So jhall all the Couples three, 
Ever true in loving be: 
And the BLots in Nature's Hand 
Shall not in their Ijfut fland; 

, Never Mole, Hare . lip, nor Se m·, 
Nor mllr/z.Prodigious, foch llS are 
DeJPifed m Nattvity, 
Shalt upon their Children be. 
With thJS Field Dew confecrtJ.te, 
Every Fairy ta~e his Gate, 
And each feveral Chamber blefs, 
ThroHj,h this Palace with fweet Pe.--lce, 
Ever j!Ja/l in fafety reft, 
And the Owner of it blejf. 
Tripawa], mak! no/fay; 
Meet me all by Break_ of Day. 

Puck. If we, Shadows, have offended, 
Think but this, and ~11 is mended, 
That you h~ve but Slumbred here~ 
While thefe Vifions did appear. 
And this weak and idle Theam, 
No more yielding but a Dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend; 
If you Pardon, w~ will mend. 

And 



.And as I am honefl: Puc~ 
If we have unearned Luck, 
NOw to 'fcape the Serpent's Tongu~, 
We will make Amends e'er long: 
Elfe the Puck a Liar call. 
So good Night unto you all. 
Give me your Hands, if we be Friends, · 
And Jl..obi» !hall reP. ore Amends. [Exeunt omnn. 
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The Merchant of Venice. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Anthonio Solarino and Salanio. 

ANTHONIO. 
!!!!!!!!!!I! ..... ~N footh I know net why I am fofad; 

It wearies me; yoh fay it wearies you; 
But how I caught it, fou nd it, or came by it; 
What Stuff'tis made of, whe:reof it is born, 
I am to learn; and fuch a want· wit Sadnefs 

makes of me, , · 
That I have much ado to know my felf. 

G11l. Your Mind is toffing 0n the Ocean, 
There where your Argofies with portly SaiJ, 
Like Signiors and rirh Burgers on the Flood, 
Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, ' 
Do over-peer the petty Traffickers 
That Curtfii to them, do them Reverence~ 
.As they fly by them with their woven Wiggs. 

Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch Venture forth, 
The better Part of my AffeCtions would 
Be with my Hopes abroad. I fhould be fiiJl 
Plucking the Grafs, to know where fits tlie Winc.f., 
Peering in Maps for Ports, and Peers, and Ro._d~ ; 
And every ObjeB: that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my Ventuus, out of doubt, 
W ~uld make me fad~ 

Sa!. 
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~1. My Wind cooling my Brotl~, 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thou~ht 
What harm a Wind too guat might do at Sea. 
1 .fuould not fee the fand y Hour-glafs run. 
But I fuould think of Shallows and of Flats, 
And fee my wealthy Andrtw dock·d in Sand, 
VaHiAg her .high Top lower than her Ribs, 
To 'kifi her Surial : Should I go to Church 
And fee the holy Edtfice of Stone, 
.And not bethink me firaight of dangerous Rock5 ~ J 

Which touching but my gentle V dfel's Side, 
Would fcatrer all her Spices on the Stream, 
Enroqe the· roaring Waters with my ilks ; 
And in a word, but even how worth this., 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the Thought 
To think on this, and thalli lack the Thought, 
That fuch a thing bechanc'd would maKe me fad~ 
But tell not me, I know .Anthonio 
Is fad tothink upon h1s Merchandiz~ • . 

Ant h. Believe me, no, 1 th,~nk my ~ortune for it, 
My Venture~ are not in one B~ttom trulled, 
Nor te> one Place ; nor is my whole E !late 
Upon the Fortune of this prefent Year: 
Thuefore my Merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why then you are in Love • 
.Anth. Fie, fie. 
Soltt. Not in Love'" neither! then let us fay you are fid, 

Becaufe you are not merry; and "twere as eafie 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you are merry, 
Eecaufe you are not fad. Now by two· headed JaNus, 
Nature hath fram•d firange Fellows in her Time: -
So that will evermore peep through th(ir Eyes, 
And laugh like Parrots at a Bag-piper; 
And otl1er of fuch vinegar Afpect, 
That thry>ll not fhew their Teeth in way ofSmilr, 
Though Neftor fwear the J eft be laughable. 

Enter Baff;tnio, Lorenzo And Gratiano. 
Sal. PI ere bomes Ba{(anio, 

YQur moll: noble Kir fman; 
Gratillno and Lofen~o: fare ye weJI; 

:W--e leave you now with better Com(lny. 



Sol"• I would have !hid 'till I had made you mert)', 
worthier Friends had not prevented me. 
Anth. Your Worth is very dear in my Regard: 

take it your own BuGnds calls on you, 
nd you cmbnce th• Occafion to depart. 
Sal. Ciood Morrow, my good Lords. 
!ajf. Good Signiors both, when fl1all we laugh~ fay wheq ~ 

You grow exceeding firange; mufi it be fo? . 
Sal. We'll make our Leifures to attend on yours. ' 
Sola. My Lord Ba./Janio, fince you have found .AnthQnjq_, 
e two will leave you; but at Dinner Time, 
pr;y you have in mir.d where we mufi meet. 
Baf[. I will not fail you. [ E.t'eunt Solar .. ifnd Sal a~ 
Gra. You look not we: I, Signior Anthonio; 

You have too much Refped upon the World: 
They Jofe it that do buy it with much Care. 
Beheve me, you are marvelloufly chang'd. 

Anth. I hold the World but as theW orld, Grt~tian1; 
Sta.gc where every Man mpfr play hi~ Part; 

And mine a fad one. 
Gra. Let me play the Fool 

With Mirth and Laughter; let old Wrinkles come, 
And Jet my Liver rather heat with \Vine, 
Than my Heart cool with mortifying Grcar. s: 

hy lhould a Man, whofe Blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter? 
Sleep when he walkes, and creep into the Jaundies 
By being peevifh ~ I tell thee what, Anthonio, 
I love thee. and it is my Love that fpeaks: 
There are a fort of Men, whofe Vifages 
Do cream and mantle like a ~fianding Pond, 
Aad do a wilful Stilnefs entertain, 

ith purpofe to be dreft in an Oponion 
Of Wifdom, Gravity, profound Conceit, 
As who lhould fay, I am, Sir, an Ora de; 
And when I ope my Lips, let no· Dog bark. 
0 my Anthonio, I do know of thrfe, 
That therefore only are reputed Wife, 
For faying nothing; who I am very fure; 
If they fhould fpeak, would almofi d~n thofe Ears; 

- Which 



Which hearing them, would call their Brothers Fools~ 
I'll teH thee more of this another time : 
But fiili not with this melancholly Bait, 
For this Fool Gudgeon, t Is Opinion. 
Come good Loren:r:.-o, fare ye well a while, 
I'll end my Exhortation after Dinne·r. 

Lor. W e11, we will leave you then 'till Dinner-time. 
I mufr be one of thefe fame dumb wife Men ; 
For Gratiano never lets me fpeak. 

Gra. Well, keep me Company but two Years more~ 
Thou fhalt not know the Sound of thine own Tongue • 

.Anth. Fare you well; I'll grow a Talker for this Gear. 
Gra. Thanks i'faith; for Silence is only commendable 

In a N eats Tongue dry'd, and a Maid not vendible. [Exit~ 
.Anth. Is that any thing now ? 
Bttjj: Gratiano fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, morethaa 

any Man in all Yenice : his Relfons are two Grains of Wheat 
hid in two Buthds of Chaff; you may feek all D.ly e'er you 
find them, and when you have them, they are not worth 
the Search. 
. Ant h. Well ; tell me now what Lady is the fame 
To whom you fwore a fecret Pilgrimage, 
That you to Day promis'd to tell me of~ 

Bajf. 'Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio, 
I-Iow much I have difabled mire Efl:ate, 
By fomerhing fhewing a more [welling Port 
Than my faint Means would grant continuance to; 
Nor do I now m1ke Mnan to be abridg'd 
From fuch a noble Rate; but my chief Care 
Is to come fairly off from the great Debts 
'¥herein my rime, fomething ton prodigal, 
Hath left me g:~g'd: To you, Anthonio, 
I owe the mofl: in Mony, and in Love, 
And from yr ur Love I have a Warranty 
To unburrhen all my Plots and Purpofes, 
How to gee clt·ar of all the Debts I owe. 

. ./'. 
• I 
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Anth. I pray you, good Baj{anio, let me know it~ 
.A.nd if it fLwds a.; you your fdf fl ill do, 
'iVithin the E.,ye of H )I our, be affur'd 
]vly Purfe, my Perfon, my extreamell: Means 
Lye all'unlock\i to your Occ~fions. 

Bajf. 



The Merchant of V en ice. 
Bajf. In my School-Days, when I had lofl: one Shaft, 

I that his Fellow of the felf-fame Flight 
T 1e felf-fame way, with more advifed Watch, 
To find the other f.:>rth; and by adventuring both,' 
I oft tound both. I urge this Child-hood Pro0£ 
Becaufe what follows is pure Innocence. 
I owe you much, and li~e a wilful Youth, 
l"'hat which I owe is loll; but if you pleafe 
To ihoot another Arrow that fdfway 
Which you did fhoot the firfi, I do oot doubt, 
As I w1 1 watch the Aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter H~zard back again, 
And thar:kfully refi Debtor for the fit fi. _ 

Ant h. You know me well, and herein fpend bet Time 
To wind about my Love with Circumflance; 
And out of doubt yon do to me more Wrong, 
In making Quefiion of my uttermoll, 
Than if you had made wafl:e of all I have : 
Then do but f11y to me, what fuould I do, 
That in your Knowledge may by me be done; 
And I am prefi unto it: Therefore fpeak. 

Baj[. In Belmont is a Lady richly left, 
And the is fair, and fairer than that Word, 
0 f wondrous Virtues; s~metimes from her Eyes 
I did receive fair fpeechlefs Me!fages; 
Her Name is Portia, nothing undervalu·d 
To Cato's Daughter, BrrHus Portia: 
Nor is the wide World ignorant of her Worth; 
For the four Winds blow in from every Coall: 
Renowned Su~ors; and her funny Locks 
Hang on her Temples like a golden Fleece~ 
Which makes her Seat of Bclmont Cholchos Strond~ 
And many .rafons come in quefr of her. 
0 my Anthonio, had I but the Means 
To hold a rival Place with one of them, 
I have a Mind prefages me fuch Thrift, 
That I lhould quefl:ionlefs be fortunate. 

~nth. Thou know'fi that all my Fortunes are at Sea; 
Neither have I Mony, nor Commodity 
To rai[e a prefent Sum? therefore go forth, 
Try what my Credit can in Veni'e do; 

VoL. IT. F . . That. 
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That Thall be rack'd e~en to the uttermofr, 
To f urniih thee to Belmont to fair Portia : 
Go prefently enquire, a d fo wiU i, 
Where l\1.ony is, and I no quefl:io'n make 
To have it of my Trufi, or for my fake. [ExeHnt. 

S C E N E 11. Belmont. 
Three C{zs~cts are Jet out, one of Gold, another of Silver, 

and another of Le~td. 
Enter ·Portia and N \?rtlfJ. 

Por By .y Troth, Neriffa, my little Body is weary of 

this ·'reat W odd. 
Ne1. You Joutd be, fweet Madam, if your Miferies were 

in \he .ame Abundance as your good Fortunes are; and yet, 
:for ought I fee ,thay are as fick that furfeit with too much, 
a'" they that fiarve with nothing; therefore it is no fmall 
Happinefs to be feated in the Mean; Superfluity comes toonfr 
by whtte Hairs! but Competency lives longer. 

Por. Good Sentences, and well pronounc'd. 
Ner. They would be better, if 1ell fo1low'd. 
Por. If to do were as eaGe as to know what were good to 

do, Chappe1s had been Churches, and p0or Mens Cott~{S 
p, inces Pah1ces: It 'sa good Divine that follows his own 
Infi:ruCl:ions; I can eclfier teach twenty w lat were good to 
be done, thm to be one of tr~ twenty to follow mine own 
teachtng. The Bratn m:ly devil~ Laws for the Blood, but a 
hot Tt:mper leaps o'er a cold De:rec; filch a Hare is Mad
oefs the Youth, to skip o'er tbe Meilies of good Counfel 
the Cripple. But this Re~£ n is not in F.ilhion to chufe me 
a Hmband: 0 me, the \Veird chufe ! I m~y neither chufe 
whom I wot;Jld, nor refufe whom I dHI ke, fo is the Will 
of a living Daughter curb'd by the Vlill of a dead Father: 
Is it not hard, Ncrijf:-z, that I clinnot cll'1fe one, nor rc.:fufe 

' nor.e~ 
Ner. Your Fcther was ever Virtuous, and holy Men at 

their De-- th hJ.ve good Inhirations; therefore the Lottery 
tlpt he bath d~vifed in thefe hrce Chefis of Gold, Silv -r, 
ant1 tead, wher.eof~ who chufes his 't\1:eaning, chufes you, 
will 1l' do•. bt never be chofen oy any rightly, but one who 
yo·u !1ull rightly love. But what \Varmth is there in your 
JUfcdion towards any efe Prince1Y. Suter s that are ~1-
read'i come~ fori ~ ~ 



Por. I pray thee over .. name them, and as thou nam'LC 
them, I will defcribe th m, aQd according to my Defcripti
on, level at my Afftdion. ~ 

Ner. Fidl: there is the Neapoliutn Prince. _ 
Por. Ay, that's a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 

talk of his Horfr, and he makes it a great _Appr pnation 
to his own good Parts that e c~n ilioo him himfelf: i am 
much afraid my Lady his Mother plaid aHe with a 
Smith. 

Ner. Then is there the County Palentilt(. 
Por. I1e cloth nothing but fro n, as wh.o lhould fay, and 

you will not h1ve me, chufe : He hears merry Tales and 
1miles not, I fc r he will prove the weeping Philofopher 
when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly Sadnefs in 
his -:'{ outh. I had rather to be married to a Death's Head 
with a Bone in his Mouth, than to either of thefe. God 
defend me from thefe two. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monfieur L1 
BoHn ~ 

lor. <God made him, and therefore let hill) pafs for a Man; 
in truth I know it is Sin to be a Mocker; but he ! why 
he bath a Horfe better than the Ne1politan,s, a qetter bad Ha
bit of Frowning than the Count J>alentine, he is every Man 
in no Man, if a Taffel fing, he faJJs ftraight a Capt.iog; he 
will fence with his own Shadow ; if I 1hould marry him, I 
fuould marry twenty Husbands; if he would defpife me, l 
would forgive him, for if he love me to Madnef~, I ihould 
never requite him. 

Ner. What fay you then to Fauconbridge, the roung Bi-: 
ron Of England? 

Por. You know I fay nothing to him, for he underfiands 
not me, nor I him ; he hath neither Latin, French, nor lta
lilln, and you will come into .the Court and f wear that I have 
a poor Penny-worth in Englijh; he is a proper Man's Picture, 
but alas who can converfe with a dumb Show~ How odty 
he is fuited! I think he bought his Doublet in Italy, his 
round Hofe in France, his Bonnet in Germany, and his Be
luviour every where • . 

Ncr. What think you of the other Lord his Neigh· 
bou~/ 
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Por. That he hath a neighbourly Charity in him, for 
he borrow'd a Box of the Ear of the Englijh-man, and 
fwor he would pay him again when he was able. I think 
the french-man became his Surety, and fealcd under for a-
nother. 

Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of 
Saxonfs· Nephew~ 

Por. Very vild y in the M •>rning when he is fober, and 
mofi vildly in the Afternoon when he is drunk; when he is 
hefi, he is a litrle worfe than a M3n, and hen he is worfr, 
he is little better than a BeaR:; and the worft Fall that ever 
fell, I ho e I Hull make lhift to go without him. 

Nor. If he fhould offer to chufe, and chufe the right 
Casket, you iliould refufe to perform your Father's \¥ill, if 
you fi1ould refufe to accept him. 

Por. Therefore for fear of the worfi, I pray thee fet a 
deep Glafs of Rhenifb Wine on the contrary Casket, for if 
the Devil be withtn, and the Temptation without, I know 
he will chufe it. I will do any thing, Nerij{a, e'er I will be 
marry'd to a Spunge. 

Ner. You need not fear Lady the having 3ny of thefe 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their Determinati· 
on, which is indeed to return to their Home, and to trouble 
you with no more Suits, unlefs you may be won ey fome 
other fort than your Father·s Impo!ition, depending on the 
c~skets. 

Per. If I live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as challe 
as Diana, unlefs I be obrain'd by the manner of my fa· 
ther's W 1ll: I am glad this Parcel of Wooers are fo rea· 
fonablc, [Jr there is not one amorg then:t but I doat on his 
vcr-x Abfence, and wilh them a fair D::parture. 

Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father's 
time, a Venetian, a Scholar and a Soldier that came hither 
in Comp~ny of the Marquif..: of Mountferrat~ 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Baf[anio, as .I think, fo was he 
calrd. · 

Ner. True M1dam, he of all the Men that ever my 
foolifu Eyes look"d upon, was the beft deferving a fair 
Lady. 

· !'or. I remember ~im we 1, ~nd I remember hitn worthy 
of thy Praife. -· 

· Entrt 



Enter a Servant. 
Ser. The four Strangers feek you, Madam, to t.ike their 

L ave ; and there ~ a Fore-runner come from a fifth~ . 
7 he 'rince of Morocco, who brings Word the Prrnce h1s 
Ma er will be here to N ighr. 

Por. If I could bid the Fifth welcome with fo good Heart 
as can bid th · other four f rewel, I fhould be glad of 
his Anproach; if he have the Condition of a S~int, ~nd 
the Complexion of a Devil, I had ~ather he fhould lhr~ve 
me than wive me. Come Neri/[a, Strrah go before; whales 
we ihut the Gate upon one Wooer, another knoc~ at the 
Door. L Exeunt. 

S C E N E Ill. Venice. 

Enter Baifanio and Shylock. 
Shy. Three thoufind Ducats, well. 
Baf{. Ay Sir, for three Months. 
Shy. For three Months, weJI. 
Baj[. For the which, as I told you, 

.Anthonio lhall be b:Jund. 
Shy. Anthonio lhall become boun rl, well. 
Baj[. M.1y you fl:ead me! Will you pleafure me! 

ShaH I know your Anf<Ner? 
Shy. Three thoufand Ducats for three Months, 

And Anthonio bound. 
Ba./J. Your Anf wer to that. 
Shy. Anthonio is a good Man; 
Bajf. Have you heard any Imputation to the contra-

ry! . 
Shy. No, no, no, no ; my Meaning in faying he is a 

good Man, is to have you underftand me) that he is fuffi
cienr ? yet his Means ~re in fuppolirion: He hath an Argo• 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies; I underfl:and 
moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third at Mexico, a 
fourth for England, and other Ventures he hath fquan
dred Abroad. But Ships are but Boards, Sailers but Men ; 
there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water Thieves and 
Land Thieves, I mean Pyrates; and then there is the Peril 
of Waters, vVinds, and Rocks; the Man is notwithfiar~ding 
fu.fficient ; three thoufand Ducats, I think I may take his 
Bon~. F ~ Baf{,. 
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Baj[. Be dfur'd you may. 

. Jew. I will be affur'd 1 m~y; and that I may be affur'd, 
I will bethink O'!e; may I fpeak with .Anthonio? 

Baj[. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 
Jell!. Yes, to fmell Pork, to eat of tbe Habitation· which 

your Prophet the Ntl~arite conjur'd the Devil into ; I will 
buy with you, iH1 with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
and fo following; but I ,will not eat with you, drink with 
you, nor pray with you. 
What News on the Ryalto; who comes here ? 

· Enter Anthonio. 
Baff. This is Signior Anthonib. 
Jew. [Ajide.J How ltke a f~wning Publican he looks! 

I hate Jum, for lle is a Chrilhap : 
:But more, tor thn in low S1mplicity 
He lends out Mony Gratis, and brings aown 
The Rate of Ufmce here with us in Venice; 
If I can catch him o;1ce upon the Hip, 
I will feed fat the antient Grudge I bear him. 
He hates our f~cred Nation, and he r~ils 
Even there where Merchants mofi do congregate~ 
On me, my Bargains, and fny well-worn Tnrift, 
Wh•ch he calls Interefi. Curfed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. 

Baj[. S!Jyl(jc~, do you liear ? 
Shy. I am dtbating of my prcft:nt Store, 

rAnd by the near Guds of my Memory, 
I cannor infhntly raife up the Grofs 
oE full thn e thonfand Ducats : What of that ~ 
Tab:.tll, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe, 

·11 
I 

WJll furrlifu tn ; but fofr, how many l'hunths 
Do yoti ddire ~ R.efi y m fair, good Signior~ [To Anttl; 
Jour Wodhip was the Iafi !Vhn n our Mouths. 
· .Anth. Sh]loc.'<_, albeit I nehher lend hor borrow 
Ey f .. ing, nor by givi,g of Excefs, . 
Y tt to fuppiy die ripe Wants of my Frien ·, 
I ~n brtak a Cufiom. s he yet pot[! fl: 

w much he would l 
Shy. Ay, ay, three rhouf~nd Dutats. 
Anrh. And for tlh e MoLths. . 



Shy. I had forgot, three Months you told me fo; 
Well then, your Bond : But let me 1 , btu hy~r you., 
Methoughts you faid, you n ithcr lend nor bo r w 
Upon Advantage • 

.Anth. I did never ufc it. 
Shy. When Jacob graz 'd his Uncle Laban's Sheep, 

Th~ Jacob from our holy Abraha1p was, 
As his wife Mother wrought in his beha f~ 
Th~ third Poffdfer, ay, he was the thiid • 

.Am h. And what of htm, did he take Interefl ~ 
Shy. No, not take Interefi, not as you wo1.dd fay 

Directly Imerefl; w rk what Jacob did. 
When Labn,n nd himfdf wae compromiz'd 
That all the E welings w. ich were fircak'd and pied 
Should fall ~s ]~tcob's Hire; th Ewes being rank, 
In end of Autumn turned to the Rams; 
And when the Work of Generation was 
Between thcfe woolly Breeders, in the Act 
The sl<ilful Shepherd pird me cert in Wand~, 
AQd in the doing of the Deed of Kind, 
He fiuck th m up be ore the fulfome Ewes, 
Who then conceiving, did in Y caning tin 
Fall party-colour'd L~mbs and thofe were :racob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blell:; 
And Thrift is Bleffing, if Men ll:eal it not. 

Anth. This was a Venture, Sir, that Jacob ferv'd f0r · 
A thing not in his Power to bring to pafs, 
But fway'd and fa.lhion'd hy the Hand of !Jeav'n: 
Was this inferced to m ke loterefi good ? · 
Or is your Gold and Silver Ewes and ms? 

Shy. I cannot tell; I m ke it breed as fafl:; 
But note me~ Signior. 

Anth. Mark you thi :~ Baf!imio, 
The Deva can c · e Scrip ure for his purpofe. 
An evil Soul producing holy Witnc s, 
Is like a Vi!Jain w·th a finiling Cheek, 
A goodly Apple rotten ~f the Heart, 
0 what ~ godly 0Jldide Fallhood hath! 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, 'cis a good ro nd 
Three l\tlonths from twei.ve, t 1en ~ aec me f e the t • 

.Ant h. W el', Shylock, .x 2H me be c. lcling to you? 
F + - Shy. 
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-Shy. Signior Anthonio, many a Time 

In the Ryalto you have rated me, 
About my Monies a.nd my U fances : . 
Still have I born it \Vith a patient Shrug, 
For Sufhrance in the Badge of a' l our Tribe; 
You call me I\1isbeliever, Cut throat Dog, 
And fpit upon my Je'Jvijb Gaberdine, 
And all for ufe of that which is mine own. 
Well then, it now appears you need my Help: 
Go to then: you come to me, and you fay, 
Shylock, we would have Monies; you fay fo, 
You that did void your Rheume upon my Beard, 
And foot me as you fpurn a £hanger Cur 
Over your Threlhold: Monies is your Suit, 
What 1hould I fay to you~ Should I not fay, 
'Hath a Dog Many? is it poffible 
A Cur ihould lend three thoufand Ducats~ or 
Shall I bend low, and in a Bondman's Key 
With bated Breath, and whifpering Hmnblen~fs, 
Say this : Fair Sir, you fpet on me on Wednefday lafi; 
You fpurn'd me fuch a Day ; another time 
You call'd me Dog; and for thefe Curtefies 
I'll lend you thus much Monies . 

.Anth. I am as like to call th~e fo again,. 
To fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this Mony, lend it not 
A~ ' to tl y Friend, for when did Friend01ip take 
A Breed of barren Metal of his Friend~ 
Bt t lend it rather to thine Enemy, ... 
Who if he brc2k, thou may'fl: with better Face 
ExaCt the Penalties. 

Shy. Why look you how you fl: rm. 
I would be Friends •ith )10U, and have your Love, 
Forget the Shames that you have fiain'd me wirh, 
Supply your prfft:nt Wants, and take no Doit 
Of Ufage for my Monies, and you'll not hear me: 
This js kind I offer. 

Baj[. t Thi were Kindnefs. 
Shy., This Kindnefs will I fuow; 

Go wt1h me to a Notary, fcal me there 
Your fingle Bond, and in a m~rry Sport 

.. 

If 



!be Merchant of Venice. 
f you repay me not on fuch a Day, 

In fuch a Place, fuch Sum or Sums as are 
E.xprefs' d in the Condttion, let the Forfeit 
Bt. nominat~d for an equal Pound 
0£ y ur fair Fleib, to be cut off and taken 
In wnat put of your Body it pleafeth me. 

mh. Content, in Faith, I'll feal to fuch a Bond, 
An y ther ·s much Kindnefs in t~e Jew. 

Ba.J. Y Ja h J l not fe1l to fuch a Bond for me, 
I'll rather w"l in my N cdftty. 

Anth. Why fear not Man, I will not forfeit it; 
W1thi thef~ two Montl s, that s a Month before, 
This B n tx pit es, I do exp Cl: return 
Of hrice t ·11 f ..!e times the \'&lue of this Bor:d, 

Shy. 0 Filther .Abraham, what tht: fe Chrifiians are! 
Whofe owt• hard Deahng re~ches them f ufped 
The Thoul:"'hr~ of otht• s: P~ay you tell me this, 
If he fhould break his Day, -yvhat ilioUid I gain 
By the exaB:ion of the Forfeiture~ 
A Pound of Man,s Flelh taken from a Man, 
Is not fo efl:imab'e, profitable neither, 
As Fltfh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. I fay; 
To buy his Favour, I extend this Friend1hip: 
If h will take it, fo; if not, adieu; 
And for my Love I pray you wrong me not. 

Aflth. Yes, Shylock.._, I will feal unto this Bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's, 

Give ~im direction for this merry Bond, 
And I wi11 go and purfe the Ducats firaight : 
See to my Moufe, left in the fearful Guard 
Of an unthrifty Knave, and pre(l ntJy 
ru be with you. [Exit. 

Anth. Hie thee, gentle Je1v. This Htbrnv wiJJ turn 
Chrifrian, he g1ows kind. . · 

B4JT. I like not fair Terms, and a Villain's Mind. 
Anth. Come on, in th ts there can be no difmay, 

My Ships corpe home a Month before the Day. [Extllnt. 

ACT· 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

S C E N E Belmont. 

Enter Morochius 11 Tawny-A:foor all in lVhite, tlnd thru or 
four FollowerJ according!], with Portia, N cri iTa, and her 
Train. Flo. Cornets. 

Mor.Mf!like me not for my Complecrion, 
The !hadowed Livery of the burnith'd Sun, 

To whom I am a Neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fairefl: CJcaturc Northward born, 
Where Pho:buJ Fire fcarce thaws the llicles, 
And let us make InciGon for your Love, 
To prove whofe Blood is rcddefi, his or mine. 
I rell thee, Lady, this Afpcct of mine 
Hath fe~r'd rhe Valiant, by my Love I fwear, 
The bell: regarued Vi gins of our Clime 
Have lov'd it too: I would not change this Hue, 
Except to fl.eal your Thoughts-, my gentle Queen, 

Por. In t~rms of Choice I am not folely led 
lly nice DireB:ion of a Maiden's Eyes: 
Befides, the Lottery of my Defiiny 
Bars me the right of volunt~uy chuGng: 
But if my Father had not fcanted me, 
And hedg'd me by his \J\1 it to yield my fdf 
His W1fe, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Your fdf, Renowned Prince, then fiood as fair 
As any Corner I have look'd o:-~ yet 
l~'or my Aff~8:ion. 

Mor. Even for that I thank you, 
,Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets 
Tq try my Fartunc: By this Scimitar, 
:-.rlut fi. w t 1e S:)phy, and a Perjian Pnnce, 

h~t won three Fields of Sultan ~olyman, 
l wouJd o'er-fiare the fierncfl Eyes that look, 
()!.lt·bravc the Heart mofr daring on the Earth, 
riuck rhe y mng fucking Cubs from rhe She-Bear:~ 
¥ea, mock the Lion wh~n h~ roars fvr Prey, 

To 



The Mercha11t of Venice. 
Td win the Lady. But alas, the while, 
If Hercules and Lycbas play at Dice, 
Which i. the better Man~ the greater Throw 
May turn y Fortune fro~ the weaker Hand: 
So is Alcides b aten by h1s Rage, 
And fo may I, b ind Fortune _leading me,_ 
M tfs that which one unworthte may attam, 
And dye wrth grieving. 

Por. You mull: take your Ch~r.ce, 
And eitt er not attempt to chufe at aH, 
Or {wear before you chuf.?, if you chufe wrcng, 
Never to fpeak to Lady afterward 
In way of Marriage; therefore be advis·d. .. 

Mor. Nor will not; come bring me unto my Chance. 
PDr. Full forward to the Temple, after Dinner 

Your hazard ilia1l be made. 
Mor. Good Fortune then, 

~o make me blell: or curfed'fi among Men, 

S C E N E II. Vtnice. 

I 
Enter Launcelot alone. 

fCornns 
['-_pXt'H11I: 

Laun. Certainly, my Confcience wiiJ ferve me to run 
from this Je-;P my Mafl:er: The Fiend is at my Elbow, and 
attemP,ts me, faymg to me, Job, Launcelot Job, good La~n
celot, or good Job, or good Launcelot .'lob, ufe your Legs, 
tlke the fiart, run away : My Confcience fays no; take 
heed, honefl: L~tuncelot, take heed, honefi Job, or as afore
f.1id, hon fi Launcelot Job, do not run, fcorn running w Jth 
thy Heels: Well, the moft couragious Fiend bids me pack') 

J?ia fays the Fiend, away fays the Fiend, for the Heav'ns roufJ 
up a brave Mind, fays the Fiend, and run. Well, my Con: 
fcience hanging about the Neck of my Heart, fays very 
wifely ro me, My honefr J:riend Launcelot, being an ho':" 
nefl: Man~s Son, or rather an honefl: W om:m's S n-for in
deed my Father did fomething fmack, fomerhins grow tooi 
he had a kind of tafl:e_W e1l, my Confcience fa ys, ~am;-
felot budge not; budge, fays the Fiend ; budge not, fays 
my Confcieoce ; Confcience, fay I, you counfel well ; 
fiend, fay I, you counfel well; to be rui•J by my Confci .. 

cnce 



ence I lhould fray with the Jew my Mafrer, who, God 
blefs the Mark, is a kind of De-vil; and to run away from 
the Jew I fhould be ruled by the Fiend, who, favwg your 

· Reverence, is the Devil himfelf. Cer tainly the Jew is the 
very Devil Incarnation, and in rriy Confcience, my Confci
ence is a kind of hard Confcience, to offer to counfel me to 
fray with the Jew; the Fiend gives the more friendly coun
feJ; I will run, Fiend, my H eels are at your Command .. 
ment, I will run. 

Enter Old Gobbo 2vith a Bask.et. , 
Gob. Mall:er Younp--man, you, I pray yoy, which is the 

way to Mafier Jew's! 
Laun. 0 H eav'ns, this is my true begotten Father, who 

being more than fand-b ind, high gravel-blind, knows me 
not; I will try ConfuGons wirh him. 

Gob. Mafier young Gentleman, I pray you which is the 
way to Mall: er Jew's? 

Laun. Turn upon your Right-hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your Left; marry at the 
very next turning turn of no hand, but turn down indirect· 
ly to the ]e1v's Houfe. 

Gob. By God's fontics, 'twill be a hard way to hit; can 
you tell me whither one Launcelot that dwells ~ith him, 
dwell with him or no~ 

Laun. Talk you of young Mafier Launcelod Mark me 
now, now wiil I raife the Waters; talk you of young Mall er 
Lau;tcelot? 

Gob. No Maflcr, Sir, but a poor Man's Son, his Father, 
tho' I fay't, is an honefi: exceeding poor :r.1an, and God be 
thanked well to live. 

Lattn. Well, let his Father be wh~t a will, we talk of 
young l'vlafier Launcelot. 

Gob. Yo.tr Worfi1ip's Friend and Launcelot. 
Laun. But I pray you Ergo, old Man, Ergo I befeech you; 

ta.k you of young l\1aficr Lartncelot? 
Gob. Of Launcelot, an't p eafc your Mafterfl1ip. 
Lau;z. Ergo l\1a!l:er L ,umcelot, talk not of Mafrer Laun· 

celot Father, for the young Gentl man according to Fates and 
D.dtinies, and fi eh odd Sayings, the Sitlers three, and fuch 
Branches of Learning, is indeed deceafed, or as you woulq 
fay in plain terms, gone to Heaven. · 

Gob. 
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GoG. Mury God forbid, the Boy wa~ the very Statf of 

my Age, my very Prop. 
Laun. Do I look like a Cudgel or a Hovel-poll; a Staff or 

a Prop? Do you know me, Father? 
Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young Gentleman; 

but I pray you tell me, is my Boy, God reft his Sou), alive 
or dead~ 

LAun. Do you not know me, Father ? 
Gob. Alack Sir, I am fand-blind, I know you not. 
Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your Eyes you might 

fail of the knowing me: It is a wife F~ther that knows his 
own Child. Well, old Man, I will tell youNewsofyour 
Son, give me your Bleffing, Truth will come to hght, 
Murder cannot be hid long, a Man's Son may, but in the end 
Truth will not. 

Gob. Pray you Sir fiand up, I am fure you are not La1tn~ 
celot my Boy. 

Laun. Pray you let's have no more fooling about it, but 
give me your Bleffing; 1 am Launcelot, your Boy that was, 
your Son that is, your Child th•t lhall be. 

GfJb. I cannot think you are my Son. 
L'llun. I know not what I fl1a!l think of that: But I am 

L'lluncelot the Jew's Man, a~d I am fure JU argcry your Wife 
is my Mother. 

Gob. Her Name is Margery indeed, I'll be f worn if thou 
be Launcelot, thou art mine own Flelb and Blood: Lord 
worih ip'd might he be! what a Beard l aft thou got; thou 
haft got more hair on thy Chin, than D..)b bin my Phil-horfe 
has on his TotiJ. 

Laun. It lhould feem thc;n that Dobbin·sTail grows back
ward. I am fure he had more Ha:r on his Tail than I have 
on my Face when I lafi faw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd ! h w doll: thou and 
thy Mall:er agree~ I have brought him a Prcfent; how gree 
you now? 

Laun. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have let 
up my rell: to run away, fo I will not rcfi ,till I have run 
fame ground: My Mall: er's a very Jew: Give him a Prefent! 
give him a H:tlter: I am famiili'd in his Service. You may 
teJI every Finger I have with my Ribs. Father I am gl~d 
you a· come) giy.e me your Prefent to one rvi~fier Baffimio, 

Wuv,.......-....-. 



who indeed gives rare new Liveries; If I ferve him not, I 
will run as far as God has any Ground. 0 rare Fortune, 
here comes the Man ; to him Father, for I am a 'Jew if l 
ferve the Jew any longer. 

Enter Baffanio with a Follo)JJer or two. 
Baff. You rnily do fo, but let it be fo hafted, that Supper 

be ready at the fartheft by five of the Clock: See thtfe Let
ters deliver'd, put the Liveries to making, a·nd ddire Gra
tillno to come anon to my Lodging. 

Laun. To him, Father. 
Gob. God blds y~ur W orfhip. 
B11j[. Gramercy, would'fi: thou ought with me ~ 
G()b. Here's my Son, Sir, a poor Boy. 
Laun. Not a poor Boy, Sir, but the RichJeu/s Man that 

would, Sir, as my Father iball fpecifie. 
Gob. He hath a great Infection, Sir, as one would fay, to 

ferve. 
Laun. Indeed the Cbort and the long is, I ferve the Jew~ 

and have a defire as my Father {hall fpecifie. 
Gob. Mis Mafier and he, faving your Worf11ip's Reverence, 

are fcarce Catercoufin~. 
Laun . • To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew ha-

.ving done me wrong, doth caufe me, :lS my Father, being I 
hope an old Man, fhall frutifie ur.to you. 

Gob. I have here a Difu of Doves that I would beflow 
upon JOUr Worfbip, and my Suit is--

Laun. In very brief, the Suit is impertinent to my felf, 
as your W orih ip flull know by this honefi: old Man; and, 
though I fay it, though old Man, yet poor Man my Fa-
ther. 

Ba.JT. One fpeak for both, what would you? 
Laun. Serve you, Sir. 
Gob. 'this is the very defctl of the matter, Sir. 
Baj[. I kttow thee well, thou haft obtain"d thy Suit; 

Shylock, thy Mafier, fpoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr,d thee, if it be Preferment, 
To le.ave a dch 7/e)JJ,S s~rvice, to become 
The Follower of io poor a Gentleman. 

LtJ.tln· The old Proverb is very well parted between my 
~fafhr shyloc~and you, Sir, you have the Grace of God, 
S1r, a.nd he bath enough. 



The Merchtt1zt of Venice. 
. Baj[. Thou fpeak'ft it well; ;go Father with thy Son, 
Take leave of thy old Mafier, and er-quire 
My Lodgin out; g·ve him a Livery, 
J.Ylore guard~d than his Fellows: See it done. 

Laun. Fa htt in, I cannot get a Service, no; I have ne'er a 
Tongue in my Head; well, if any tan in Italy have a fairer 
Table which doth offer to fwear upon a Book, I fhall have 
good Fortune; go too, bcrt's a fimp!e Line of Life, here's a 
fmall trifle of \Vive , a~s .. 6[1 en Wi es is nothing, eleven 
Widows and nine M-aids is a dimple coming in for one ~1an, 
~nd then to 'fcape D owning thrice, nd to be in peril of 
my Life with the edge of a Feather Bead, here ~re fimple 

'fcapes: WelJ, if Fortnne be a Woman, lhe's a good Wen eh 
for this gere. Father come, I'll take my leave of the Jew 
in the twin ling. [Exit Laun. a.nd Ciob. 

BajJ. I pray .bee. good Lton:trdo, think on this, 
Thefe things being bought and orderly befiowed, 
Return in hafl:e, rfor I ao feafi to night 
My Oelt dl:eem'd Acquaintance, hie thee, gone. 

Leon. My be!t Endeavours fhall be..done herein. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Grtt. \Vhere's vour 1\'lafl:er~ 
Leon. Yonder," Sir, · he walks. 

- Gra. Signior Baffimio. 
BajJ. Gratiano. 
Gra. I have a Suit to you. 
Bajf. You hav.e obt•in)d it. 
Gra. You mull not deny me, I mull go with you to 

'fBelmont~ ' • Bajf. Why then you mull: But hear thee, Gratiano1 

Tr ou art too wild, too rude, and bold of Voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
1\nd in fuch Eyes as ours a pp ear not Faults; 
But where they are not known, \\ hy there they fl1ew 
Something too liberal, pray thee take pain 
To allay with fome cold drops of Mod fly 
Thy skipping Spirit, Jeft through thy wild Behaviour 
I be mifconfiru'd in the Place I go to, - -
And lofe my Hopes. 
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GrA. ~ignior Baffanio, hear me, 

If I do not put on a fober Habit, 
Talk with R.efpea, and fwe t; but now and then~ 
Wear Prayer .. books in my Pockets, look demurely, 
Nay, more, while Grace is faying, hood mine Ey~ 
Thus with my Hat, and figh and fay, Amen ; 
Ufc.: all the obfervance of Civiltty, 
Like one well fl:udi(d in a [:;~d cfient 
To pleafe his Grandam, never trufi me more. 

Bajf. Well, we fhall fee yo 1r bearing. 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to Night, you 1hall nor gage me 

By what we do to Nihhr. 
Bajf. No, that \Vere pity. 

I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldefi Suit of Mirth, for we have Friends 
That purpofe Merriment: But fare you well, 
I have fom BuGnefs. 

Gra. An.d i mufr. to Loren:zJo and the reft: 
But we will vifit you at Supp(r-time. 

Enter J ffica and LaunceJot. 
Jef.. I am forry thou wilt have my F.nher fo, 

Our Houre i~ I-1.11, and thou a mtrry D e.. vil 
Did'£1: rob it of {ome tafle of Tedioufnefs; 
But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee, 
And Latmcelot, foon at Supper fl.1alt thou fee 
Loren;:.o, who is thy t1(W Mdler 's Gucfl., 
Give him rhis Letter, do it ftcretly, 
And fo farewcl: I would not have my Father 
See me talk with thee. 

[Exeunt~ 

Laun. Adi ~ u; Tear~ exhibit my Tougue, mofl: beautiful 
Pagan, moft fweet Jew; if a Chrifiian did not play the 
Knave and get th: e, I am much deceived; But ad:eu, rhefe 
foo~iili Drops do fomewhat drown thy manly Spirit: 
Adtcu. [Exit. 

Jef. FHewel, good Launcelot. · 
Alack, what hainous Sin is it in me, 
l'o be alba m 'd to be my Father•s Child~ 
But though I am a Daughter to his BlQod, 
I am not to his l\1anntrs: 0 Loren:z:.o, 
lf thou keep Promif~, I fball tnd t is StriD·, 
Bcc~)ffiC a Ch:ifllan, a:~d thy lo vine W1fe. . ~ 

[Exit. 
Enter 



The Merchant of Venice. 
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will fiink away in Su Pper-timF, . 
DiG~uifc 1s at my Lodging, and return all_ in an Hour. 

Gra. We h· ve not made good Prepva .. •on. 
SH.[. Ve 1ave not fpoke as yet of Torch-oearers~ 
SoL~t. 'Txs vile) unlc~ it y be quaLjtly ordered, 

·And better in my mind not under u ' k. • 
Lor. 'Tis now but ~)Ur a Clod,, we have two Hours 

To furnith us. Fr.en Lituncelot, what's the News? 
Enter Launcelot with a Letur. 

Laune And it i1ul1 pleafe you to break up this, it fiull 
feem to fignifie. ' 

Lor. I know the Hand, in f~irh 'tis a fair Hand, 
And whiter ~han the PJper it writ on, 
Is, the fair Hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-new ~, in ft~ith. 
Laun. By your leave, Sir• 
Lor. Whither goell thou ~ , 
Laun. Marry to bid my old Maller the Jew to Sup to 

Night with my new 1\1afrer the Chrifiian. 
Lor. Hold here, take this, te IJ gentle Jej]ic.

I will not fail her~ fpeak it privately. 
@o, Gentlemen, wiJI you prepare you for this Mask to 

Night? 
I am provided of a Torch-bearer. [Exit Laun~ 

Sal. Ay marry, I'll be gone about it firait. 
So/11. And fo will I. 
Lor. Meet me and Gratiano at Gratiano,s Lodging 

Some hour hence. 
Sal. 'Tis good we do {o. [ENit. 
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair JejJica ~ 
Lor. I mult needs tell thee a11, the hath direded 

How I lhall take her from her Father,s Houfe. 
What Gold and J eweJs fl1e is furnilh'd with,, 
What Page's Suit the hath in readinefs; 
If e'er the Jew her Father come to Heav'n, 
It will be for his gentle Daughter's fake; 
And never dare Misfortune crofs her Foet, 
U nlefs the do it under this excufe, 
Tl1at ihe is Iffue to a faithlefs ]1w. 
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Come go .;ith me, perufe this ~s .thou goeft, 
Fair Jeffic;~ !lull be my T ordt-bearer. [ ExeNnt; 

Enttr Shylock and tauncelot, 
· Shy. Well, thou {halt fef', tby Eyes 1hall be thy J uage; 
The difference of old Sbyloc~and Ba.f{anio; 
What JeJJica t Thou fbalt not Gormandize 
As thou hafi done with me- What Jejfica~ 
And Oeq~, and fnore. and rend Apparel out. 
Why J,j}ictt, 1 fay. 

Laun. Why Jej]ica! · 
Shy. Who bids thee call~ I did not bid thee eaU. 
Laun. Your Worfuip was wont to tell me 

I could do nothing without bidding. 
Enrtr J dlica • 

. [ef. Call you~ What 1s your wi11? 
Shy. I am bid forth to Supper, JejflqA~ 

There are my Keys: ·But wherefore fltould I go~ 
I am not bid for Love; they flatter me ; 
'But yet I all go in bate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chti!Han. 'Je./fic~t, my Girl, 
Look to my Hf)ufe, I am r1ght loth to go, 
rfhere is fome ill a brewing towards my Reil, 
For l did 'dt~am of Mony·Bags laft Ntghr. 

Laun. I befeech you Sir go, my young Mafier 
Doth expeCt your reproach. 

Shy. So do J his. . 
LAun. And they bave confpued together, I will not·fay 

you {hall fee a Mask, but if you do, then it was not for no• 
thing that my Nofe fell a bleeding on Black Munday btt, 
at fix a Clock i,th' Morning, falling out that Year on Afu· 
Wednefday was four Year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What are their Mas--ks~ Hear you me, Je]Jica, 
Lock up my Doors, and wlien you hear the Drum 
And the vile fquealing of the wry-neck'd Fi(e, 
Clamber not you up to the Cafements then, 
Nor thrufi your Head into the publick Street 
To J?aze on Chrifiian Fools with varnifh'd Face ; 
But fl:op my Houfe s ihrs, I mean my, Cafements, 
Let not the found of thal'low Fopprny enter 
My fober !"fol1fe. By j-arob·~ Staff I fw_ear, 

l bave 



I have no mind of FeaU:ing forth to Night: 
But I will go; go you before me, Sirrah: 
Say 1 will come. 

LautJ. I will go before, Sir. 
Miftrefs, look out at a Window for all this; 
There will come a Chriflian by, . 
Will be wonh a Jew's Eve. [Exit Laun. 
· ShJ. What fays that Fooi of H~tgar's Off.fpring f ha. 

Jef. His Words were Farewel Mifirefs, nothing elfe. 
Shy. The Patch is kind enough, but a huge Feeder : 

Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day 
More than the wild Cat; Drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to wafie 
His borrowed Purfe. Well, .. ref!ict~, go in, 
Perhaps I will return immediately; 
Do as I bid you, 1hut Doors after you, faft bind, la~ find,' 
A Proverb never fiale in thrifty Mind., [Exit. 

Jef. Farewel; and if my Fortune be not crofr, 
I have a Father, you a Daughter lofl. [Exit. 

Enter Gratiano and SeJanio in Ma.fqtur~tde. 
Gr11. This is t he Pent-1 oufe under which Loren~o defired 

us to make a ftand. 
Sal. His Hour is almofl pafi. 
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dweJls his hour, 

For Lovers ever run before the Block. 
Sal. 0 ten times fafier Yenus Pigeons fly 

To fteal Love! Bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged Faith unforfeited. 

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifcth fr:om a Feall: 
With that keen Appetite that he h" down~ 
Where is the H)rfe that doth untread a!!ain 
Hi~ tedious Meafures with rhe unbated Fire 
That he did pace them fiatl? All things that are; 
Are with more Spirit chafed than enjoy'd. 
How like a Y ounker or a Prodigal 
The skarfed Bark puts from her native Bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the !trumpet Wind; 
Ho.w like a Prodigal1he doth return 
\VJth over-wither'd Ribs and ragged Sails, 
Lean, rent and beggu'd by the frrumpet Wind~' 
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Enter Lorcnzo. 
s.-d. Here comes Lorenz:..o, more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet Friends, your P"tience fo r my bng abode, 

Not 1, but my Affa·rs have made you wa t; 
When you fiull pleafe to p1ay the Thteves tor w· ves, 
I'll wat..:h as long for you then; apprcach; 
Here dwells my Father Jew· Hoa, who,s within~ 

· J effica above in Boy's Cloaths. 
Jef. Who ue you? tell me for more certainty, ~ 

Altx:it rn fwear that I do know your Tongue. 
Lor. LorenZJo, and thy Love. 
Jef. Lorent:..o certain, and my Love indeed, 

For who love I fo much? And now who knows 
But you, Loren:z:.o, whether I am youn? 

Lor-. Heav'n and thy Thoughts are Witnefs that thou art. 
Jef. Here, catch this Casket, it is worth thy pains. 

I am glad 'tis Night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much ailiam'd of my exchange ; 
But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot fee 
\The pretty Follies that themfcJves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would bluih 
l~o fr:e me thus trarJsformed to a Boy. 

Lor. Dlf,end, for you mull: bt:: my Torch .. bearer~ 
:Je[. W bar, mufi: I hold a Candle to my Shame~ 

Thty in themfel ·cs goodfooth are too too light. 
Why, 'tis 'n Office of difcovery, Love, 
And I fuould )C obfc r'c, 

Lot. So you are, Sweet, 
Even in the lovely Garnilh of a Boy; but come at once; 
For the dofe Night doth pby the R.un-away, 
And we are Raid for at B~tjfanio's Feafi. 

Jef. I WtJl make fafi the Doors, and gild my felf1 

With fom~ more Ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gr~. Now by my itlood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
L~r. Bdhrew me but I love her heartily. 

For fhe is wife, if I can judge of her; 
And fair the is, if th~t mine Eyes be true, 
And true lhe is, as fhe hath prov'd her felf; 
And therefore like her felf, wife, f~ir, and true; 
Shall fl1 e be placed in my confiant Squl. 

Enur 



The Merchant ofVcnice. 
Ehter J diica. 

What, art thou come~ on G :ndemcn, away, 
Our masking M .act~ by th1s time for us fiay. 

e, Enter At1thonio. 
Ant h. Vv ho's there ? 
Gra, 'ig lior Anthonio. 

· Anth. Fi~, fi F·, Gra,iano, where are ail the refi! 
'Tis m. e .1 C \.k, our FIJends all flay for you, 
No Mask to N •L:ht, th. Wind is come about, 
Bal{anio ?·-fen•ly. wtll go aboard, 
I hav fent tw"'nty ut to feek for you. 

[Exit. 

Gra. I a an glad ('n 't, I defire no more Delight 
Th•n to be under Sail, and gone to Night. [Exeunt 

S C E N E Ill. Belmont. 

Enter Portia with Morrochius And hoth their Trains. 
Por. Go, draw alide the Curtain, and difco vcr 

The feveral Caskers to this N obJe Prirce. 
Now make your Choice. [Three CaJk!ts are difcovered~ 

. Mor. The firfl: of Go1d, ~ho th s Infcnption bears, 
Who chufeth me, jbAll gain what many Men dejire. 
The fecond Sihcr, which this Promtfe carrtes, 
lVho chufeth me, jhall get as much a.r he deflrves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning aB as blunt, 
Who clmfeth me, muft give and hai(;ard all h~ hath. 
How fhall I know if 1 do chufe the right? 

Por. The one of them contains rriy Pi8:ure~ Prince, 
If you chufe that, then I am yours wit~al. 

M or. Some God direct my Judgment, ltt me fee, 
I will furvey the Infcript ions back again; 
What fays this Leaden Casket? 
Who chuferh me, mull: give and hazard all he hlth~ 
Mu£1: give for what~ for Lead~ 
·rht, Casktt threater:s. Men that hazard alJ, 
Da it in hope of fair Advantages: 
A golden M4nd ll:oops not to lhows of Drofs, 
I'll then nor give nor hazard ought. for Le~d. 
What f.1ys the Silver with her Virgin hue ? 
Who chsftth me, jhall gtl as much as he dtftrvll. 
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As much as he defcrves; paufe there, M orrochi-HJ, 
i\nd weigh thy value w1th an even hand, 
If thou beell: rated by the efi:imation, 
Thou dofl deferve enough, 2nd yet enough 
May not extend fo far as to the Lady; 
And yet to be afraid of my deferving, 
Were but a weak difabling of my felf. 
As much as I deferve-~why that's the Lady. 
I do in Birth deferve her, and in Fortunes, t 
In Graces, and in Qualiti{S of Breeding: 
:But more than thefe, in love I do d~ferve. 
What if I firay'd no farther, but chufe here? 
Let's fee once more this Saying grav'd in Gold. 
l'Vho chu[eth me, jhall gain what many Men dejire. 
Wt1y that's the L ay, all the World efires her: 
From the four Corners of the Earth they come 
To K1f, this Sl rine, this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hircani~n Defarts and the vaft Wilds 
Of wide .Ar.:tbia are as Thoro~gh-Fares now 
For Pri:-~ ces to come view fair Portia. 
The W ~tery Kingdom, whofe ambitious Head 
Spits in the Face of Heav'n, is no Bar . 
To flop the foreign Spirit 17, but they come, 
'As o'er a Brook, to fee fair Portia. 
One of thefe three contain her heav'r.ly Pitlure: 
Is't like th;1t Lead contains her~ 'Twere Damnation 
To rbi11k {o haft! a thou~ht; it were too grofs 
To rib her Searcloth in the obfcure Grave; 
Or iliall I thiiik in Silver fhe,s irnmur'd, 
Being ten times undervalueo 'to try'd Gold; 
0 finf ul thong ht, never fo rich a J em 
Was fct in worft: than Gold! They have in Englawd 
A Coin th 1t bears the Figure of an Angel · 
Starnpt in Gold, but that's infculpt upon: 
But here an APgle in a G. lden Bed 
Lyes a'l wit tin. Dtltver me the Key; 
Here do I chuf(', and thrive I as I may. 
· Por. There cakf. ir, Princf, and if my Form lye there; 
Tht n I n~ y£-ur:c;. • [Vnlock_ing the Gold Caskf~~ 

M or. 0 Hell! What h3ve we hne, a carrion Death · 
V/'thin whofe empty Eye there i$ a written :crowl: , 
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All tluu glifttrs i111P.1 Gold, 
Dften hd'lll JD14 htard that 11/d; 
M411] t1 Man his Life bath fold. 
B•t m1 ONtjide to lithoid: 
Gilded 1imber d• Worms infold: 
H~d ]'* heen as Wifi as BDld, 
To11ng in LiTMbs, in J•agment old. 
ToNr .Anfwer had not heen inftrotd, 
Fffre )Oil well, JONr S•it is uJ4. 

Mor. Cold indeed, and Labour loft,· 
Then farewel Heat, and welcome froft t' 
PortiA adie•1, I have too griev'd a Heart . , 
To take a tedious leave: Thus Lofers parr. • _ . [£g,t. 

PtJr. A gentle riddance: Draw. the Curtams, go; 
Let all of his Complexion chufe me fo. [E~eiJ.nt. 

SCENE IV. linice. 

· Et~ter Solarino Alia Salanio,. 

Sal. Why Man, I f~w Bajfonio under fail, 
With him is GrAti1111o gone along ; 
And in their Ship I am fure Loren%-o is nof~ . 

Sow. The Villain Jew with Outcries rais'd the Dukt, 
Who went with him to feu eh Bapnio's Ship._ . . 

SAl. He comes too late, the Ship wa$ under Satl; 
But there the Duke wa1 given to underfi:ap~ 
That in a GtJnJAl, were 'leen together 
LorenZJo and his Amorous _?effi&•: 
Befides. Anthonio certify•cf the Duke 
They were not with Bf'./J411io in his Ship; 
· Sola. I Q.ever h~ard a Paffion (o c;onfus'd, 
So firange. ou.tra~ou$, an4 fo v,riabJe, 
As the Dog Jlw did utter jq the-Streets ; 
My Daughter/ 0 my Ducats, 0 my Daughter,., 
Fled with a Chriflian, 0 my Chriftian Ducats 
J uGice, th~ Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter i 
_. fealed ~a.,, two fealed Bags of Ducats, 
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Of double Ducats, fioln from me by my Daughter. 
And J c:wtls, two rich and precious Stones, 
Stolo by my Daughter, Jufiice, find the G irJ, 
She bath the Stones upon her, and the D ucats. 

Sal. Why all the Boys in Yenice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 

Sola. Let good A~Zthonio look he keep his Day, 
Or he fhall pay for this. 

SAl. Marry well remembred, " 
I reafon~d with a Frenchman ye!lerday, 
Who told me, in t·he narrow Seas that put 
The French and Engl~p;, there mifcarried 
A Veffel of our Country richly fraught: 
I thought upon AnthoniD when he told me~ 
And wi!h'd in filence that it were not his. 

Sola. You were l:iell: to tell Anthonio what you hear, 
Y tt do not fuddenly, for it may grieve him~ 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the Earth, 
I faw BajfaHio and .Anthonio part, 
Ba./Janio told him he would make fome fpeed 
Of his return : He anfwered, do not fo, 
Slubber not Bufinefs for n·y f•ke, Bajfanio, 
But flay the very rip .ng of the time, 
And for the Jew's Bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enrer in your mind of Love, 
Be merry, and employ your chiefefl: thoughts 
To Courdhip, and fuch fair ofl:ents of Love 
As flull conveniently become you there; 
And even there, his nye bein~ big with Tears; 
Turning his Face, he put his };land behind him 
And with AffeCtion wo:1drous fc:nfible 
He wru:Jg Baffanio's Hand, and fo they parted. 

Sola. I thmk he only loves the \Vorld for him. 
I pray thee let u~ go and find him our, 
And quicken his embraced Heavincfs 
Wirh fome Delight or other. 

·- : ' 

Sal. Do we fc. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 



The Merchant of Venice. 

S C E N E V. Belmo1zt. 

Enter Nenffc1 ~nd a Servant. 
Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, .. w t . 1 · C ur ain frraight, 

The Prince of ArrAgon bath t 'en his 04th, 
And comes to his Election prefentJy. 

Enter Arragon, his Train, P0rcia, Flor. Corners. 
The Caskets are drfcover,d. 

Por. Behold there fiand the Caskets, noble Prioce, 
If you chufe that wher~in I ~m contai?'d, . , 
Straight !ball our Nupual R1ghts be iohmmz d: 
But if you fail, without more Speech, my Lord, 
You mull: be gone from hence immediately • 

.Ar. I am enjoin'd by Oath to obferve three things ; 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 
Which Casket 'twas I chofe; next, if I fail 
Of the right Casket, never in my Life 
To woo a 1\tlaid in w:~y cf Marriage: , ~ 
Lafl:ly, if I do fail in fortune of my Choice~ 
Immediately to Jeave you, and be gonr. 

Por. To rhefe Injuncbons every one doth fwear 
~hat comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf. 

.A.r. And fo have I addreH me, Fortune now 
To my Heares Hope; Gold, S1lvcr, and bafe Lead. 
U'ho chufeth me, muft give ;end hazard all he hatb. 
You ih all look fairer e'er I give or hazard. 
Wh~t fays the Goldrn CheH, ha, lee me [d?; 
J'Vho chufeth me, {halL gain what many Man defi:re. 
\Vh~t many Men delire-that A1any, may be meant 
ny the fooll\'Iu1titude that chufe by Sh w, 
Not learning more than the fond Eye doth teach, 
Which pryes not to th'lnterior; but Jike the Martlet 
Builds in the Weather on the outward Wall, 
Even in the Force and Road of Cafualty~ 
I wiJI not chufe what many Men defirc, 
Becaufe l will not jump with common Spirits, 
And rank me with the barb~rous ~iultitudes. 
\Vhy then ro thee thou filver Tre~iure-houfe, 
Tell me once more, what Title thou dofl: bear; 
Who chufeth me jha/l get as much as he dt[cr'lles ; 



And well faid too, for who fiull go about 
To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable 
Without the Stamp of Merit! let none prefume 
To wear an undeferved Dignity: 
0 that E{htts, Degrees, and Offices, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that clear Honour 
Were purchaft by the Ment of the Wearer J 
How many then 1hould cover that ftand bare~ 
Jlow many be commanded that Command! 
How much low Peafantry would then be gleaned 
:From the true Seed of Honour? And how much Honour 
Pickt from the Chaff and Ruin of the Times, 
TQ be new varnifu'd ~ W eJI, but to my C hoice: 
Who chufoth me, Jhall get AS m!'ch as he deferves : 
I will affume Dtfert; give me a Key for this, · • 
And infiantly unlock my Fortunes here. 

P1r. Too long a Paufe for that whiclt you find there~ 
[Vnloc~ng the jilver C~tsk._lf, 

Ar. What's here! the Portrait of a blinking Idiot, 
Prefenting me a Schedule ? I will read it: 
How much unhk~ art thou to Portia! 
How much unlike my Hopes and my deferving~ 
Who chufeth me fuall have as much as he deferves: 
Did I deferve no more than a Fool's I-Iead! 
Is that my PriZi:! ~ Are my Deferu no better? 

Por. =ro off.:nd and judge are diflinct Offices, 
And of. oppofed N aturu. 

4r. What is here~ 

The Fire [even titniS tried this~ 
feven times tried tha1 Judgment it 
That did never chufo amifs. 
~om: there be thAt Shadows kifs, 
·such ha-pe but 4 Shadow' d Blifs: 
There be Fools alive, I 1vis, 
Silver'd o•er, ·and fo WAS this: 
Tak..,e what Wife you will to bed, 
i wiLl ever be yo~tr Head: . 
~tJ h~ g1ne Sir, J'" are JPed. 

b . Still more Fool I lhall appea·r 
By the time I linger here f ,: 



With one Fool's Head I came to woo, 
But I go away witb two. 
Sweet adieu, I'll keep my Oath, 
Patiently to bear my W rot ID. · [ E»it, 

Por. Thus bath t~e Caruile fing'd the Moth: 
0 thefe deliberate Fools ! when they do chufe, 
They have the Wifdom by their Wit to lofe. 

Ner. The ancient Saying is no Herefy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by Defiiny. 

Por. Come, draw the Curtain, Ntrijfo. 
Enter a Ser'l/ant. 

Ser'll. Where is my Lady~ 
Por. Here, what would my Lord~ 
SeYTJ. Madam, there is alighted at your Gate 

A young Yenetian, one that comes before 
To fignify th' Approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth fenlible Regreets; 
To wit, befides Commends and courteou£ Breath~ 
Gifts of rich Value; yet I have not feen 
So likely an Ambaffador of Love. 
A Day in .April never came fo fweer, 
To .fhow how coftly Summer was at Hand, 
As this Fore .. fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No more 1 pray thee; I am half afeard 
Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee, 
Thou fpend'ft fuch high-day Wit in praifing him: 
Come, come, Neri.fa, for I long to lee 
Quick Glpid's Poll, that co~es fo mannerly. 

Ner. Bafonio, Lord Love, if thy will it be. [ ExeMnt. 

A C T Ill. -S C E N E Penice-r 

Enter S~Ianio And Solarino. 

~~IA.NO W, what News on the RJAlto~ 
SAl. Why yet it lives there uncheckt, that ~~ 

rh~»io hath a Ship of rich Lading wrackt on the narro~ 
Seas ; the Goodwins, I think, they call the Plac-e 1 a very 
4a•erou~ flat, ~nd fat~l, w~ere t~e ~arcalfes of many a t

1
a.ll 
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ShiP 1ye burtd- u they fay, if my Goffip's Report be an 
hondl: Woman of her Word. 

S1la. I would £he were a lying a Goffip in that, as ever 
lrnapt <?iinger, or made her N eighbours believe £he wept for 
the Death of a third Husband; but it is true, without any 
Slips of Prolixity, or croffing the plain High-wav of ·ra1k, 
that the good Anthonio, the hone!l .Anthonio--0 that I had 
a Title good enough to keep his Name Company ! 

Sal. Come, the full flop. 
Sola. Ha, what fay'ft thou~ Why the end is, he hath Io£1: 

a Ship. 
Sal. I would it might prove the end of his Lo!fes. 
Sola. Let me fay .Amen betimes, lefi the Devil crofs my 

Prayer; for here he comes in the likenefs of a Jew. How 
now Shylock.., what News among the Merchants? 

Enter Shylock. 
Shy. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you, of my 

Daughter's Flight. 
Sal. That's certain; I for my Part knew the Tailqr that 

made the Wings the flew withal. 
Sola. And Shylock for his own part knew the Bird was 

fl dg'd, and then it is the Complexion of them all to leave 
the Dam. 

Shy. She is damn' d for it. 
Sal. ·1 hat's c ~ ·tain, if the D .;vil may be her Judge. 
Shy. 1\'1 y O?Jn Fkfh and Blood to rebel, 
SolA. Out tJ?On it, old Carrion,. Rebels it at thefe Years~ 
Shy. I fay, my D1ughter is my Fltfh and Blood. 

• Sttl. There is more Dlfflre;ice between thy Fleth and hers, 
than betwern Jet and Ivory; more between your Bloods, 
than theie i, between red W me ar,d Reniili : But tell us, 
do you hear whether .Anthonio have had any Lofs at Sea or 
no? 

Sh)'. There I have another bad M at eh, a Bankrupt, a 
Prod•gal, who dare fcarce fhew his H< ad on the Ryalto, a 
Begfar! th1t was us'd to come fo fmug upon the Mart; let 
him look to his Bond ; he was wont to call me Ufurer; let 
l1im look to his Bond; he w:~s wont to lend Mony for a 
Chrifl:ian Courtefic; let him look to his Bond. 

Sal. li\1 hy I am fure if he forfeit, thou wilt net take his 
Fldh: What's that good {o;· ~ 



The Merchant of Venice. 
- Shy. To bait Filh withal. If it will feed nothing eJfe~ 
it will feed my Revenge ; he bath difgrac'd me, and hindred 
me half a M1llion, }aught at my Loffe~, mokt ,at my Gains, 
fco1 n'd my Nation, thwarted my Bargains, cool 'd my Friends, 
heat(d mine Enemies; and whaes the Reafon? I am a ;Jew: 
Hath not a Jew Eyes ~ hath not a Jew Hands, Organs, 
Dimenfions, s~nfes~ Affections, P~ffions ~ Fed with the fame 
Food, hurt with the fame We~pons, fubjeet to the fame Di
feafes, heal'd by the fame Means, warm'd and cooJ'd by the 
fame Wi ~ ter and a Summer as a Chrifiian is? If you prick 
us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh~ 
if you poifon us, do we not die~ and if you wrong us, 
thall we not revenge~ if we are like you in the rdt, we will 
refemble you in that. If a Je?v wrong a Chrifiian, what 
is his Humility l Revenge. If a Chrifiian wrong a Jew, 
what 1hould his Sufferance be by a Chrillian Example~ 
Why Revenge. The Villany you teach me I will exe
cute, and it fuall go hard but I will bfttet the lnfiructi-
on. 

Enter A Servant from Anthonio. 
Ser. Gentlemen, my Matler .Anthonio is at hisHoufe, and 

defires to fpeak with you both. 
SAl. We have been up and down to feek him. 

Enter Tuball. 
Sol~t. Here comes another of the Tribe; a third canaot be 

rnatch'd, unlefs the Devil himfelf turn Jew. 
[ ExeHnt Sala. and Solar. 

Shy. How now TH~all, what News from Genoua? Haft 
thou found my Daughter f 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot 
find her. 

ShJ· Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone coil 
me two thoufand Ducats in Fr~tnkj'ord; the Curfe never fell 
upon our Nation 'tjll now, I never felt it till now; two 
thoufaild Ducats in/ that, and other precious, precious Jewels. 

· I would my Daughter were dead at my Foor, and the Jewels 
in her Ear; would fue were hear£1: at my Foot, and the 
Ducats in her Coffin; No News of them; why fo~ and I 
know not how much is fpent in the Search: w,hy then Lofs 
upon Lofs, the Thief gone with fo mucr, and fo much to 

· 6nd 
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find the Thief, and no SatisfaB:jon, no Revenge; nor no 
ill Luck fiirring, but what lights a my Shoulders, no Sighs 
but a my breatning, no Tears but a my iliedding. 

Tu6. Yea. other Men have ill Luck too; .Anthgn;,, as I 
heard in Genoua-

Shy. What, what, ill Luck, ill Luck~ 
Tu6. Hath an Argofie cafl away, coming from Tripo

lis. 
Shy. I thank God, I thank God; is it true~ is it 

true? 
7 u6. I fpoke with fome of the Sailors that efcap' d the 

Wr .. ck. 
ShJ. I thank thee good Tubllll; good News, good News; 

La, ha, where I in Genoua ~ 
Tub. Your Daughter fpcnt in GenQ~ta, as I heard, one 

Night fourfcore Ducats. 
Shy. Thoa fiick'fi: a Dagger in me; I fhall never fee my 

Gold again; fourfcore Ducats at a Sitting, fourfcore Du· 
cats! 

Tub. There came divers of .Anthonio's Credito1s in my 
Company to Yenice, that f wear he cannot chufe but 
~ed. · 

Shr. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture ~im; I 
am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them thew'd me a Ring that h~ had of your 
Daughter for a Monky. 

Shy. Out upon her, thou torturell: me, Tu~all; it was my 
Turquoife, I had it of Luth when 1 was a Batchelor; I would 
not have given it for a Wildernefs of Monkier. 

Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. _ 
Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true; go, Tubal!, fee me an 

Officer, befpe4k him a Fortnight before, I wilJ have the 
Heart of him, if he forfdt; for were he out of Yenice, I 
can make whit Merchandize I will: Go, Tubal!, and meet 
me at our Synagogue; go, good Tub11ll, at our Synagogue, 
TNba/1. CExennt. 

SCENE 



T~e Mercha11t of Venice. 

S C E N E II. Belmont. 
Enttr Baffanio, Portia, Gratiano, And Attendantt. 

Th1 Cask,:ts are flt o11t. 
Por. I pray you tarry, paufe a Day or two 

Before you hazard; for in chufing wrong 
I lofe your Company; therefore forbear a while, 
There's fomething tells me, but it is not Love, 
I would iot lofe you, and you know your fel(. 
Hate comfels not in fuch a Quality. 
But IeO: JOU iliou]d not underftand me well, 
And yet l Maiden bath no Tongue but Thought~ 
I would detain you here fome Month or two, 
Before y)u venture {or me. I could teach yoll 
How to chufe right, but then I am forfworn; 
So will I never be, fo may you mifs me; 
But if yoll do, you'll make me wifu a Sin, 
That I 1ad been f.Jrfworn. Betbrew your Eyes; 
They hav~ o'er-look'd me, and divided 'me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, I woutd fay: But firfr mine, then yours; 
And fo all yours. '0 thefe naughty Times 
Puts Bars between the Owners and their Rights: 
And fo tao• yours, not yours, prove it fo, 
Let Fornne go to Hell for it, not I. 
I fpeak too long, but 'tis to poize the Time, 
To eche {t, and draw it out in Lengt~ 
To lhy Jou from Election. 

BijJ. l.et rne chufe: 
For as I am { live upon tlte Rack. 

Por. Cpon the Rack, B11jfonio, then confefs 
~hat Tr;afon is there mingled with your Love. 

Bajf. ~·one bitt that, ugly Treafon of Msfirufi, 
Which nukes me fear the enjoying of my Love: 
There may as well be Amity and Life, 
•Tween SlOw and fire, as Treafon and my Love. 

Por. Ay, but I fear you fpe~k t:Ipon the R:ack~ 
\fhere 1\len enforced do fpeak any thing. 

Ba.JT. Fromile me Life, and I'll conft-fs the T:ruth. 
Por. 'VI ell then, confds and live. 



BJtj[. Confcfs and Lov J, 
I-lad been the very Sum of my Confeffion~ 
0 h ppy Torment, when my Torturer 
Doth teach me Aaf wers fur Deliverance : 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. 

Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them; 
If you do ove me, you will find me out. 
Neri.lfa, and the refl, fhnd all aloof, 
Let Mufick found while he doth make his Choice; 
Then if he lofe, he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fadmg in Mufick. That the Comparifog 
May !hnd more proper, my Eya lhall be the Stream 
... -\nd watry Death-bed for him: He may win, 
And what is Mufick then! Then Mufick is 
Even as the Flourifl1, when tru·e Subjed:s bow 
To a new crowned 1\tlon~rch: Such it is, 

' .As are thofe dulcet Sounds in break of Day, 
That creep into the dreaming Bridegroom's Ear, 
And fummon him to Marriage. Now he goes 
With no lefs Prefence, but with much more Love 
Than young Alcidts, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, p4id by howling Troy 
To the Sea·monfier: I fiand for Sacrifice; 
The refi aloof are the Dardanian Wives, 
With b~eared Vifages come forth to view 
The I lfue ,of th' Exploit. Go Hercules, 
J_i~e thou, I livE, with much, much more Difm~y 
I view the Fight, than thou that mak,ll the Fray. 

[M ujick, wit bin: 

.A Song whilft Bafi'anio comments on the C4sk,:ts to himfelf. 

Tell me where is Fancy bred, , 
Or in the Heizrt, or m the Head: 

' How begot, ho2JJ nourijhed! 
It is engendred in the Eyes, 
lVuh Gaz-ing fed, and Fancy dier 
In the Cradle 2vhere it lyes: 
Let tts ai~ rjng B:mcy' s l(nell, 
I'll begin it. 
Ding, dong, Bell. 

All. Ding, dong, Bell. 



· B '.!f. So m1y the outward Shows be Ieafi themfdver. 
The World is fiill dfceiv'd with Ornament. 
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being feafon'd with a gracious Voice, 
Obfcures the Show of Evil? In Rel igion 
What damned Error, but fome fober Brow 
Will b1efs it, and approve it with a Text, 
Hiding the Groffnef s with fair Orn:ament? 
There is no Vice fo fimple, but ~ffumes 
Some Mark of Virtue on his outward Parts; . 
Hew many Cowards, whofe Hearts are all as falfe 
As Stairs of Sand, wear yet upon their Chins 
The Beards of Hercules and frowning Mars? 
Who inward C~archt, have Livers white as 1\'lilk 
And thefe alfume but Valour's Excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on Be~uty, 
And you lhaiJ fee •tis purchas'd by the Weight, 
Which therein works a Miracle in Nature, 
Making them Jightefl: that wear mofi: of it: 
So are thofe crifr>ed fnaky golden Locks 
Which makesfuch wanton Gambols with the Wind 
Upon fuppofed Fairnefs, often known 
To be the dowry of a,fecond Head; 
The Scull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus Ornament is but the gilded Shore 
To a moll: dangerous Sea; the beauteous Scarf 
Veiling an Indi11n Beauty; in a Word, 
The feeming Truth which cunning Times put on 

. To entrap the W,felt. Therefore, thou gaudy Gold, 
Hard Food for MidAs, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common Drudge 
'Tween Man and Man ; but thou, thou meager Lead, 
Which rather threatnefi than doll promife ought; 
Thy Palenefs moves me more than Eloquenc;e, 
And here chufe I, Joy be ·the Confequence. 

Por. How all the other Paffions fleet to Air, 
As doubtful Thoughts, aod raili embrac'd Defpair ~ 
And 1hnddring Fear, :md green-ey'd J ealou'ie. 
0 Love be mcderate, allay thy Extafie; 
In meafure rain thy Joy, fcrot this Excefs, 
I feel too much thy Bleffing, make it 1efs, 

VoL. II. H For 



For fear I furfeit. 
Ba{[. What find I here ~ 

Fair Portia's Counterfeit. What Demy .. God 
Hath come fo near Creation~ Move the~fi Eyes~ 
Or whether riding on the Balls of mine 
Seem they in I\ 'lotion~ Here are fever·d Lips 
Parted with Sugar Breath; fo fwcet a Bar ~ 
Sho ld funder fuch f:veet Friends: Here in her Hairs 
The Painter pbys the Spider, and bath woven 
A goldcd Me1h t' intrap the Hearts of 1\rlen 
Fafier than Gnats in Cobwebs: But her Eyes, 
How could he fee to do them~ Having made one, 
l\1ethinks it fhould have Power to fl:eat both lis, 
And leave it felf unfinifl1'd: Yet look ho far 
The Sub{hnce of my Praife doth wrong this Shaadow 
In underprifing it; fo far this Shadow 
Doth limp behind the Sub!hnce. Here's the Scrowl, 
.The Continent and SummQry of my Fortune. 

You that chufe not by the Vtew, 
Chance as fair, and chHfe 4S tt ue: 
$ince this Fortune falls to )Otl, 

Be content, and feck no neJJJ. 
If yore be well pie fed 'Jllith this, 
And hold )'OUr Fortune for your Blifl, 
TtUn yoH where JOUr LAdy is, 
And clai~n het wi1h a loving Kifs. 

A gentle Scro · J; F~ir Lady, by your Le~ve, 
I come by Note to give, and to r£cei e. 
Like one of tW{) contending in a Prize, 
Th~t thir. s he ha h done well in Peoples Eves; 
Hearing Appl ufe and univerfal Sho t, J 

Giddy in Spirit, fiill gazing in a Doubi, 
Whether thofe Pea Is of Praife be his or no; 
So thrice fair L;dy fiand I ev~n fo, 
As doubtful whether what I fee be true, 
Until confirm'd, fign'd, rauftd by you. 

Po·r. You fee, my Lord Baj{anio, where fiand, 
Such as I am; tho~ for my fdf alor.r, 
I would not be amb.tious in my \Vith, 



~1 ' To with my felf much better; yet for you, 
I would be trebled twenty Times my fclf, . 
A thoafand times more fair, ten thoufand Ttmes 
More rich. that to ftand high in your Ac~ount, . 
I might in Virtues, Beauties, Livings, Fnend~ .. 
Exceed Account; but the full Sum of me 
Is Sum of nothing; whi eh to term in grofs, 
Is an unlelfon'd Girl, unfchool'd, unpraCl:is'd: 
Happy in this, lhe is not yet fo old 
But lhe may learn , happier then in·this, 
She is not bred fo dull but 1he can learn; 
Happiell: of all is, that her gentle Spirit 
Commits it felf to yours to be dired:cd, 
As from her Lord, her Governor, her King, 
My fe1f, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. But now I w~s the Lady 
Of this fair Manfion, Milhefs of my Servants, 
Queen o'er my felf, and even now; but now 
This Houfe, thefe Servants, and this fame my feJf 
Are yours my Lord, I give them with this Ring, 
Which when you part from, lofe, or g ive away, 
Let it pr efage the Ruin of your Love, 
Ar:d he my Vantt~ge to exclaim on you. 

Baj[. Madam, you have berefc me of all Vv ords, 
Only my Blood fpeaks to you in my Veins., 
And there is fuch Confufion in my Powers, 
As afrer fome Oration fairly fpoke 
By a beloved Prince, there doth ;ppear 
Among the buzzing pleafed Multitude, 
Where every fnmething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of Joy 
Exprell, and not exprefl:; but when this Ring 
Parts from this Finger, then parts Life from hence; 
0 then be bold to fay, Bafr:nlio's dead. 

Ncr. tvly Lord and Lady; it is now our timr, 
That havt fiood by, and fe .n our Wifhes profper, 
To cry e?od Joy, good Joy, my Lord and Lady. 

(J_ra. My L ord Bajfanio, and my gentle Lady, 
I waili you all the Joy that you can wiil1; 
:F_or I am fure you can with none from me: 

, And when your Honours mean to folcmnize 
-· -- H ~ The 



The Bargain of your F.a1th, I do befc~ch 
Even at that time I may be married to ' . 

Bajf. With all my Heart, fo thou c n:fl: get a Wi e~ 
Gra. I thank your Lord11t p .. j011 have got m one. 

M.y Ey"~• my Lord, can io k as fw~ft a yours: 
You faw he Mifirefs, I beheld tl1e faid ; 
You 1 'd: I lov'd for lntermiffion. 
No more pertains to me, my Lords than you: 
Y ~r Fe rtuue flood upm~ the Caskets there, 
And fo d1d mine too, as the Matter falls: 
For wooing Herd, until I fweat again, 
And [wearing •rill my very Roof was dry., 
With Oaths of Love, at lafr, if Promife lafl', 
I got a Promife of this fair one here, 
To have her Love, provided that your Fortune 
Atchiev'd her Mifl:refs. 

Por. Is this true, Nerij{a ~ 
Ner. Madam, it is ft,, fo you fiand pleas'd withal. 
Ba.f{. And do you, GratiaHo, mean good Faith? 
Gra. Yes Faith my T ... ord • 

. Baf. Our Feaft thall be much honoured in your Mar· 
nagr. 

Gr..t. We'll play with them, the fidl: Boy for a thoufand 
Ducats. 

Ner. What, and flake down ~ 
Gra. No, we lhall ne'er win at that Spott, and fiake down. 

Uut who comes here~ Loren~tJ and his Infidel! 
\V hat, and my old Venetian Friend, Salanio! 

En:er Lorenzo, Jeffic~, and Salanio. 
Bajf. Lorenz.-o and Salanio, welcome hither. 

If that the Youth of my new Interefi here 
Have Power to bid you welcome. By your Leave 
I bid my very Friends and Country-men, 
Swec:t Portia, welcome. 

Por. So do I, my Lord; they ~re intire]y welcome. 
Lor. I thank your Honour: For my part, my Lord, 

1\1 y Purpcfe was not to have fcen you here, ~ 
But meeting with Sal1mio by the way, 
He did intreat me pall all faying nay, 
~o come with him ~long. 

&l • 



The Merchant of Venice. 
Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have reafon for it; Signior Anthoni9 
Commends him to you. 

Baj[. E'er I ope this Letter, 
I pray yo 1 tell me how my good Friend doth~ 

Sal. Not fick, my Lord, unlefs it be in Mind: 
Nor well, unlefs in Mind: His Letter there 
Willlhew you his Efhte. 

Baffanio opens the Letter. 
Gra. Nerij{a, cheer yond Stanger, bid her welcome. 

Your Hand, Salanio; what's the News from Venice~ 
How doth that Royal Merchant, good .Anthonio ~ 
I know he will be glad of our Succefs: 
We are the Jafom, we have won the Fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the Fleece that he hath loft. 
Por. There are fome lhrewd Contents in yond fame Paper, 

·rh at fl:eals the Colour from Ba./Ja-.zio's Cheek: 
Some dear Friend dead, elfe notl1mg in the World 
Could turn fo much the Confiitution 
Of any confiant Man. What, worfe and worfe! 

l With Leave, Baffanio, am half your felf, 
And mufi freely have the half of any thiQg 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Baj[. 0 f weet Portia! 
Here are a few of the unp}eafant'.!J: 'Words 

a: That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 
When I did firft iJUpart my Love to you, I 

I freely told you, all the W ea!th I had 
Ran in my Veins. I was a <3entleman, 
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady; 
Rating my felf at nothing, you fhall fee 
How mucli I was a Bra~gart, when I told you 
My St:ate was nothing, I i11ould then have told you~ 
That I was ~orfe than nothing. For fndeed 
I have engag d my [elf to a dear Friend; 
E.ngag'd. my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To feed my !vf~ans. Here is a Letter, Lady~ 
Th:! Paper as the Body of my Friend, 
At')~ every Word in it a gaping Wound, 
Ilfutng Ltfe-blood. But is it true, SafanitJ ~ 
Have all his V fnture~ f•il'd! What, not one ~itl 

H 3 From 
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From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
And not one Ve[el ,fcape th~ dreadful Touch 
Of Merchant-marring Rocks~ 

Sal. Not one, my. Lord: 
Befides, it fl1ould appear, that if he had 
The prefent Mo"y to difcharge the Jew, 
He would not take it. Never did I know 
A Creature that did bear the Shape of Man; 
So keen and greedy to confound a Man. 
He plies the Duke at Morning and at Night, 
And doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 
If they deny him J ufiice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Du ·e himfelf, and the Magm6coes 
Of greatefl: Por _ have all peduaded with him, 
13ut none can drive him from the envious Pka 
Of Forfei ure, of Jufiice, and his Bond. 

']-cf. W hen I w as with him, I have heard him fwear, 
To T~t.b4ll and to Chus, his Country-men, 
That he would rather have .Anthonio's Flefu, 
Than twenty times the Value of the Sum 
That he did owe him; and I know, my Lord, 
lf Law, Authority, and Power deny not, 
le will go hard with poor .AnthonitJ. 

Por. Is it y'our dear Friend that is thus in Trouble~ 
BajJ. The dearcfi: Friend to me, the kindeft Man, 

The befi condition'd, and unweary'd Spirit 
In doing Courtefies; and one in whom 
The at.cient Roman Honour more appears 
~han any that draws Breath in Italy. 

Por. What Sum owes he the Je1JJ? 
Bajf. For me three tho1:1fand Ducats. 
Por. What, no more? 

Pay hirp fix thoufand, ~nd deface the Bond; 
Double fix thoufand, and then treble that, 
Befor-e a Friend of tliis Defcription 
Shalllcfe a Hair through my Baffanio's Fault. 
Fi1fi go· with me to Church, and call me Wife, 
And then away to Venice to your Friend: 
For never fhall you Jye by Portia's Side 
V 'ith an unquiet Sou]. You fuall have Gold 

To 
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To pay the petty Debt twenty time~ over. 
When it is paid, bring your true Fnend along ; 
My Maid Nerif!A,, and my felf mean time, 
Will live as Maids and Widows: Come away, 
For you 1hall hence upon my Wedding-day. 
Bid your Friends welcome, lh~w a merry Cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dc.r. 
But let me hear the L~tter of your Friend. 

Baf[. reads. s}Veet Ba!fanio, n:y Ships havef all mi.(Carry'd, m] 
Creditors grow cruel, my Ejlate u very lanJJ 

my Bond to the Jew is forfeit; and jince, in payinl it, it is imp_of
jible I jhould live, all Debts are cleared between you and I, 
if I might fee you at my Death; nolJJJith/ftinding uje ycur 
Pleafore : If your Love dfJ not perfitade you to come, la not 
m1 Letter. 

P1r. 0 Love 1 difpatch all Bufine(s, and be gone. 
~~~Jf. Since I have your good L~.:a\ e to go a way, 

I w1ll make hafle; but 'till I con.c again, 
No 'Bed ihall e'~r be guilty of y S·ay, 
N,or Refi be Interpofer 'cwixt us two. [ E.\·cuNt. 

S C E N E II I. Venice. 

Enter Shylock, Sobrino, Anthonio, and the GoJlcr. 
Shy. Goal er, look to him: Tdl me not of Mercy. 

This is the fool that lends out ~lony Gr~uis. 
Goal er, look to him, 

Ant. Heu me yet, good Shyloc~ 
Shy. I'll have my Bond; fpeak not againfi my B·'n 

I have fworn ~n Oath that I will have my Bor.d. 
Thou call'fi me Dog before thou hadfi a Caufi ; 
But fince I am a Dog, beware my Fangs: 
The Duke fuall grant me J ufiice. I do wonder, 
Thou naughty Goaler. th~t thou a t fo fond 
To come Abroad with him at his Requefi. 
· 4nt. I pray thee hear me fpeak. 

Shy. I'll have Il!Y Bond: I ~ill not hear thee fpee.k 
I'll have my Bond; and therefore fpeak no more. 
I'll not be made a foft and dulJ-ey'd Fo6J, 
To fluke the Head, relent, and figh and yield 
To Chriftian Intercelfors. Follow not; 

- Hf 



I'll have no fpeaking; I will have my Bond. [Exit Shylock. 
Sola. It is the mofr impenetrable Cur · 

That ever kept with Men • 
.Ant. Let him alone, 

I'll follow him no more with bootlefs Prayers: 
He feeks my Life; his Reafon weU I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his Forfeitures 
Many that have at times made 1\tloan to me i 
;Therefore he hates me. . . 

Sola. I am fure the Duke will never grant thts Forfeit•re 
to hold. 

Ant. The Duke cannot deny the Courfe of Law; 
For the Commodity that Strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be dcny'd, 
Will much impeach the Juflice of the State, 
Since that the Trade and Profit of the City 
Confifierh of all Nations. Therefore go, 
Thde Griefs and Loffes have fo bated me. 
That I thall hardly fpare a Pound of Flcfl1 
To Tvlorrow to my bloody Creditor. 
Well, Goal er, on; pray God Bajfanio come 
,To fee me pay his Debt, and then I care not. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. Belmont. 

Enter Portia, N eriffa, Lorenzo, J effic.a, and a Servant of 
Porria's. 

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your Prefence, 
You have a noble and a crue Conceit 
Of God-like Amity, which appears moO: firong1y 
In bearing thus the A.bfence of your Lord : 
But if you knew to whom you fhew this Honour, 
How true a Gentleman you fend Relief to, 
How dear a Lover of my Lord, your Husband, 
I know you would be prouder ot the Work, 
Than cufiomary Bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor lhall not now; for in Companions 
That do converfe and wafie the Time together, 
Whofe s~uls do bear an equal Yoke of Love, 
There mull be needs a like Proportion 
Of Lincam1 ~-r, of Manr.ers, and of Spirit; Which 
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le~ Which makes me think that this Anthonio, 

Being the B0fom-lover of my Lord, 
Mull k'jeeds be like my Lord. If it be fo~ 
How little is the Coft I have bcftowed 
In purchafing the Semblance of my Soul 
From out the fiate of hdldh Cruelty. 
This comes too near the praifing of my felf; 
Therefore no more it: Here are other things. 
Loren:z:.o, I commit into your Hands, 
The Husbandry and Man2ge of my Houfe, 
Until my Lord's return. For mine own parr, 
I have to ~ard Heav'n breath'd a fecret Vow, 
To live in Pj a yer and Contemphtion, 
Only attended hy Neri./Ja here, 
Until her Husband and my Lord's rr..turn. 
There is a Monafh:ry two Miles off, 
And there we will abide. I do dcfire you 
Not to deny tlus Impofition. 
The which my Love and foRle N eceffity 
Now bys upon you. 

Lor. lVladam, with all my H(art. 
I 1hall obey you i:1 all fair Commands. 

Por. My People do already know my mind, 
And will acknow] edge you and J'J!ica 
In place of Lord Baj[unio and my {elf. 
So fire you well nll we Ihall meet ag~in. 

Lor. Fair Thoughts and happy Hours attend on you. 
."Jej. I wilh your Ladyihip alJ H art'~ Content. 
Por. I thank you for }OUr Wdh, and am well pleas'd 

To wilh it back on you: Fare you wel1, JejjicA. [Ex. J tf. & L~r 
Now, Baltha:z:.,ar, as I have ever found thee honeft, truf, 
So let me find thee ll:iJI: Take this fame Letter, 
And ufe thou all the Endeavour of a Man, 
In fpeed to lh~tua; fee thou render this 
Into my Coufin's Hand, Do8:or Bellario, 
And look \1,; hat Notes and Gumencs he cloth give thet>, 
Bring them, I pray rhee, with imagin'd fpeed . 
Unto the Trajeet, to the common Ferry 
Which trades ro Penice: W afie no time in Words, 
;But get thee gone; I fl1all be there before thee. 

Bat. Madam, I go wit~ all convenient fpeed. 
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Por. Come on, Neri.ff;., I have Work in hand 

That you yet know not of: We'll fee our Husbands 
Before they think of us! 

Ner. Shall they fee us~ . 
For. They fhall, Neri.ffa; but in fuch a Habit, 

That they fhall think we are accompliR.led 
With that we lack. I'll hold thee any Wager. 
When we are both Accoutred like Young Men. 
I'll prove the prettier Fellow of the two~ 
And wear my Dagger with the braver Grace, 
And fpeak between the Change of Man and Boy, . 
With a reed Voice; and turn two mincing Steps 
It to a man~y Stride~ and fpeak of FraY,s, . 
Like a fine bragging Y ouch; and tell quamt Lies, 
How honourable Ladies fought my Love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and died. 
I could not do withal : fhen I'll repent, 
And wifh for ~u th:lt, that I had not kiH'd them. 
Aed twenty of thefe puny Lies I'll teU. . 
Then l\1en !hall fwear I have difcontinued School 
Ab[)V':! a Twelve-month. I have within my Mind 
A thoufand raw Tricks tJf thefe bragging J a.cks, 
Which I will prad:ife. 

Ner. w·hy, 11ull we turn t.:> Men ~ 
Por. Fie, what a queilior.'s that, 

If thou wert near ; lewd Interpreter? 
But com~, I'll tell th<:e all my whole Device 
\iVhcn I am in my Coach, which fiays for us 

· At the Park Gate ; and therefore hafl:e away, 
For we mu£1: metfure 1'wenty M1les to Day. [Exeunt: 

Enter Launcelot and J effica. 
Laun. Yes, truly: For. look you, ~he Sins of the Father 

are to be laid upon the C 1ildren; therefore, I promife you, 
~ fear you. I was al way~ plain with you ; and [J now I 
fpeak my Agitation . of the MHter: Therefore be of good 
cheer; for truly I thmk you are Damn"d: There is but or.e 
hope in it that· can do you a'1y good, and ·that is but a kind 
of Baflrrd-hope r:either, 

Jef. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 
Laun. Marry you may parrly hop~e that your Father got 

yo~ nor, that you are not the Je;JJ's Daughter. 

Jef. 
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1ef. That were a kind of ~afiard-hope indeed; 

Sins of my Mother ihould be vtfited upon me • . 
La•n. Truly then I ft·ar you are damn'd both by Father 

and Mother; Thus when you fhun Sylla, your Father, you fall 
into Charibdis, your Mother: Well, you are gone both w:.ys. 

Jcf. I fhall be faved by my Husband; he hath made me 
a Chrifiian. 

Laun. Truly the more to bbme he; we were Chrifiia11s 
. enough before, e'en as many as could well live one by ano-

ther: This making ofChrifl:ians will raife the Price of Hogs; 
if we grow all to be Pork-eaters, we fiull not fhortly have a 
Rafher on the Coals for Mony. 

Enter Lorenzo, 
Jef. I'll tell my Husband, Launcelot, wlut you fay: 

Here he comes. ' 
Lor. I ihaii grow Jealous of you lb ortly, Latmcelot, if 

)'ou thus get my Wife imo Corners. . 
Jej. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenz:.o; Launcelot ~ntl 

I are out; he teUs me fhtJy, there is no lVlercy for me in 
Heav'n, becaufe I am a Jcw's D~ughter: And he fays, 
you are no good Member of the Commonwealth; for in 
converting Jews to Chrifiian~, you raife the Price of Pork. 

Lor. I 1haH anfwer that better to the Commonwealth than 
you can the getting up of the Negro's Belly: The Moor is 
with Child by you, Launcelot. 

Lau11. It is much that the Moor thould be more tha· Re.a
fon: But if 1he be Jefs than an hone!! Woman, the is indeed 
more than I took l1er for. 

Lor. How every Fool can p1ay upon the Word l I think 
thebefi Grace of Wit wjllfhortJy turn ~oto Silence, and Dif. 
courfe grow commendable in none only but Parr.1ts. Go int 
Sirrah; bid them prepare for Dinner. ' 

La11n. That is done, Sir; they have all Stomachs. 
Lor. Goodly Lord, what a \Vit-Inapper are you ! Then 

bid them prepare Dinner. ' 
Laun. That is done too, Sir; only Cover is the word. 
Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? . 
L~tun. Not fo, Sir_, neither; I know my Duty. ' 
Lor. Yet more quarrelling with nccafion! wilt rhou thew 

the whole \Vealth of thy Wit in an infiant? I pray thee un .. 
derfiand a plain Man in his plain Meaniz1g: Go ro thy Fdfqw(', 
bid th<:m cover the Table, ferv~ in t~e Meat, and we will 
ome in to Dinner 
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Laun; 'For the Table, Sir, it iliall be ferved in ; for the 
Meat, Sir, it iliall be covered; for your coming in to Din
ner, Sir, why let it be as Hun1ours and Conceits ~ - ll govern. 

[ E,'t:it JS.aun. 
Lor. 0 dear Difcretion, how h:s Words are fuited! 

The Fool hath planted in his Memory 
An Army of good Words; and I do know 
A many Fools that fiand in better place, 
Garnifh'd like' him, that for a trickfie Word 
Defie the Matter: How cheer•fr thou, Jeffu:a! 
And now, good Sweet, fay thy Opinion, 
How dofl: thou like the Lord Ba./Janio's Wife~ 

Jef. Pafi all expreffing: It is very meet 
1"he Lord BajJanio live an upright Life. 
For having fuch a B!effing in his Lady, 
He finds the Joys of Heav'n here on Earth: 
And it on Earth he do not me~n it, it 
Is rea fon he {hould never come to Heav'11. 
Why, if two gods fhould play forne heav'nly Match 
And on tre Wager Jay two earthly Women, 
And Portia one, thet c mull: be fomething elfe 
Pnvn'd with the other; for the poor rude World 
Hath not her Fellow. 

Lor. Even fuch a Husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a Wife. 

Jef. Nay, but a~k my_ Opinion too of that. 
Lor. I will anon : Firll: let us go to Dinner. 
Jef. Nay, let me pr~ire you while I have a Stomach. 
Lor. No_, pray the~, let it ferve for Table· talk; 

Then howfc>me'er thou fpeak'fi_, 'mongfr other thing(", 
I lhall digefl: it. 

Je.f. Well_, I'll fet you forth. [Exeunt. 

A C 1~ IV. S C E N E Vtnice. 
E;zter the Dul\e, the SenattJrs_, A.nthonio, Baff•nio, and 

Gratiano. 

Duk_.e.W H A T, is Anthoni• hire? 
Awt. Ready, fo pleafe yo1.tr Grace. 

Duf..!. I am forry for thte, [hou art ~ome to alifw'-r 
A 
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A fiony Adverfary, an inhuman Wretch~ 
Uncapable of Pity, void ar.d empty 
From any dram of Mercy. 

Ant. I have heard 
Your Grace hath ta'en great p2ins to qualifie _ 
His rigorous Courfe; but fince he fiands obdurate, 
And that no lawful Means can carry me 
Out of his Envy's reach, I do oppofe 
My Patience to his Fury~ and am arm'd 
To fuffer with a quietnefs of Spirit 
The very Tyranny and Rage of bis. 

Duk,:. Go one and call the 'Jew into the Court. 
Sal. He is ready at the Door: He comes, my Lord. 

Enter Shylock. 
D•k.!· M ake room, and let him fiand before our Face. 

ShJ!ock, the World thinks, and I think fo too, 
That thou but Jead'il: this Faihion of thy Malice 
To the lafi: Hour of aB:, and then 'tis thought 
Thou'lt fhew thy Merey and Remorfe more firange 
Than is thy firange apparent Cruelty, 
Which is a Pour-~d of this poor Merchant's Flcll1. 
Thou wilt not only lofe the Forfeiture, 
But touch'd with human Gentlenefs and Love, 
Forgive a moiety of the Principal, 
Glancing an Eye of Pity on his Loffes 
That have oflate fo hudled on his back, 
Enough to prefs a Royal Merchant dowr.~ 
And pluck Commiferation of his State 
From bralfy Bofoms, and rough Hearts of Flint, 
From fl:ubborn T11rk.!_ and Tartars, never train 'd 
To Offices of tender Courrefie. · 
We all expect a gentle Anf wer, Jew. . 

ShJ. I have polfefs'd your Grace of what I purpofe, 
And by our holy Sabbath have I fwe>rn 
To have the Due and Forfeit of my Bond. 
If you deny it, let the Danger light 
Upon your Charter, and your c;ty's Freedom. 
You'll ask me why I rather chufe to have 
A weight of Carrion Fleth~ than to re~ive 
Three thoufand Ducats I I'll not anfwer th•t. 
But fay it is my Humour, is it anfwered~ 

What 



What if my Houfe be troubled with a Rar, 
And I be pleas,d to give ten thoufand Ducats 
To have It brain'dl What, are you anfw~r'd yet? 
Some Men there are love not a gaping Pig, 
Some that are mad, if they behold a C~t, 
And others, when the Bag-pipe fings i' th' N ofe, 
Cannot contain their Urine for affection. 
l\1afl:erlefs Paffion fways it to the mood 
Of what it likes or !oaths. Now for your Anfwer. 
As there is no firm reafon to be rendred 
Why he cannot' abide a gaping Pig, 
Why he a harmlefs neceffa~y Cat, 
'iVhy he a woollen Bag-pipe, but of force 
Mufr yield to fuch inevitable Shame, 
As to offend h·mfelf, being offended; 
So c.1n I give no Reafon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing 
I bear .Anthonio, that I follow thus 
A lofing Suit againfi: him. Are you anfwered ~ 

Baf. This is no Anfwcr, thou unfeeling Man, 
To excufe the current of thy Cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my Anfwer. 
Baj[. Do all Men kill the thing they do not love? 
aShy. Hates any Man the thing he would not kill~ 
BaJT. Every Offence is not a Hate at firfi. 
Shy. What, would'fr thou have a Serpent fiing 

twice~ 
Ant. I pray you think you quefl:ion with a Je'JJI. 

,You may as well go fl:and upon the BeacfJ., 
And bid the main Flood bate his ufual height, 
Or even as well ufe Que!l:ion ~ith tl.e Wolf, . 
The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: When you behold, 
You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 
To wag their hi~h Tops, and to m~ke no noife 
When they are fretted ,·th the gufis ofHeav'n. 
,You may as well do any thi Jg mofl: 1ard, / 
As feek to fofcen that, th11n which what harder~ 
His Je'lvifh Heart. Therefore I do befcech you 
Make no more offers, ufe no farther means, 
But with all brief a ~d plain conveniency 
Let me have Judgment, a1d the Jew his yVill. 

thee 



Baff. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is Six. 
Shy. If every Ducat in Six thoufand Ducats 

Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat. 
I would not draw them, I would have my Bond. 

Duk!. How ilialt thou hope for Mercy, rendring none~ 
Shy. What Judgment fuall I dread, doing no wrong~ 

You have among you many a purchas'd Slave, 
Which, like your Affcs, and your Dogs and ~~~le s, 
You ufe in abjett and in flaviili part, 
Becaufe you bought them. Shall I fay to you, 
Let them be free, Mury them to your Heirs~ 
Why f we at they under Burthens ? Let their Beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their Pallats 
Be feafon'd with fuch Viands: You will anfwer, 
The Slaves are ours. So do I anfwer you. 
The Pound of Flelh which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it. 
If you deny me, fie upon your Law, 
There is no force in the Decrees of Venice: 
I Hand for Judgment; anfwer ; 1hall I have it? 

D11ke. Upon my Power I may dif.mifs this Court, 
V nlcfs BellaritJ, a Learned Doctor, 
Whom I have fent for to determine this, 
Come here to day. 

Sal. My Lord, h re frays without 
A Meffenger with Letters from the Dct'tor, 
New come from Padua. 

D uk!. B~ing us the Letters, call the ?v1dfengers. 
Bajf. Good cheer, Anthanio; What Man, Courage yet: 

The Jew fhall have my Fleili, Blood, Bone~, and all, 
E.'er thou 1halt lofe for me one drop of Blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted W ather of the Flock. 
Meetell: for Death: The wcakefl: kind of Fruit 
Drops carliefi te the Ground, fo let me~ 
You cannot better be employ'd, Baj[anio, 
Than to Jive fiill, and write mine Epitaph: 

Enter N eriffa Jrefs' d lik._e a Law1er' s Clerk. 
D11~e. Came you from l'~tdua, from Cellario ~ 
Ner. From both, 

My Lord, Cellltrio greets your Grace. 
JJaf. Why doll: t~ou~ wh't thy K~ife f~ e~rn~~ly ~ 

~ •.. 
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Shy. To cut the Forfeiture from that Bankrupt there~ 
Gra. Not on thy foa', but on thy Soul, hadh Jew, 

Thou mak'£1: thy Kmfe keen; but no Metal car, 
No~ not the H.angman's Ax, bear half the keennefs 
of thy flurp Enuy. Can no Prayers pierce thee? 

Shy. No, none that thou hafr wit enough to make. 
Gra. 0 be thou Damn'd, inexorable Dog, 

And for thy Life let J ufiice be accus'd. 
Thou almo£1: mak'ft me waver in my Faith, 
To hold Opinion with Pythagoras, 
That Souls of Animals intufe themfelves 
Jnto the Trunks of Men. Thy curriili Spirit 
Govern'd a VJolf, who hang'd for human Slaughter, 
E. ven from the Gallows did hts fe!l Soul fleet, 
And whil'fl thou laycfi: in thy unhallowed Dam, 
Jnfus'd it felf in thee : for thy Defires 
Are W olfiili, Bloody, Starv, d, and Ravenous. 

shy. 'Till th()u canfi rail the Seal from off my Bond~ 
Thou but offcnd'ft thy Lungs to fpeak fo loud. 
Repair thy Wit, good Youth, or it will fall 
To end~efs Ruir. I ft3.nd here for Law. 

Du/ze. This Letter from Bellario cloth commend 
A Yo:.1ng and Learned Doctor in our Courc. 
Where is he;;? 

Ncr. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your Anfwer, wnether yo1:1'1l admit him~ 

Duk!. W nh all my Heart. Some three or Four of you 
Go give htm courteous C:mduct to this place, 
Mean time the Court flull hear Bellario's Lt tter. 

Y 0 V R Grace jhall underftand, that at the reccit of your 
Letter I am very Sick_: But at the Inftant that your Mef 

fenxcr camt, in loving Vijitation was ?vith me a yotmg Do· 
Uor of Rome, his Name is Balchafar : I acquainted him 
'Jvith the Cafe in Controverjie, between thr. T ew and Anthonio 
the Merchant. We turn'd o'er many , Bo;~s together: He is 
ftt·rnifl.:ed with my Opinion, whic~ bettered with his own Learn· 
tn,g, the greatne[s whereof I cannot enough commend, comes 
7mth him at my importunity, to filL up yoter Grace's Reqtec/f ill 
my /lead. I be[tech you, let his l~1.ck_ of YMrs be no impedi
mmt to let him lac~ a reverend Fftimation: For I never 

/e.. new 
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knew fo young a BodJ with fo old a He:?.d. l leave to 
your gracio11s .Acceptance, whofo trial fhall !Jetter pHblijh his 
Commendation. 

Enter Portia, Drefs'd lik! a Doctor of Laws. 

Du~e. You hear the Learn'd Bellario what he writes~ 
And here, I take it, is the Doctor come: 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Beltario~ 

Por. I did, my Lord. 
Duk_e. You are welcome: Take your Place. 

Are you acquainted with the Difference, 
;That holds this prefcnt Quefiion in the Court~ 

Por. I am informed throughly of the Cafe. 
Which is the Merchant here; and which the Jew? 
" Duke. .Anthonio and old Shylock, both fiand forth~ 

PtJr. Is your N me Shylock~ 
Shy. Shylock.. is my Name. 
Por. Of a fl:range Nature is the Suit you follow, 

Yet in fuch Rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You fiand within his Danger, do you not? [To Anthonio; 

.Ant. Ay, fo he fays:' 
Por. Do you confefs the Bond? 
Ant. I do. 
Por. Then muLl: the Jew be merciful. 
Shy. On what Compulfion niufi I? tell me that. 
Por. The Quality of Mercy is not firain'd; 

It droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heav'n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blefs'd, 
It bleffeth him that gives, and him that takes, 
'Tis Mightiell: in the Mightiefi, it oecomes 
The throned Monarch better th3n his Crown: 
His Scepter 1h ~ws the force of temporal Power, 
The Attribute to Awe and Majcfiy, 
Wheuin cloth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings; 
But Mercy is above this fceptred Sway, 
It is enthroned in the Hearts of Kings, 
It is an Attribute to God himfelf; 
And earthly Power cloth then fhew likefl: @od's, 
When Mercy feafons Jufiice. Therefore, Jew, 
Th'>' J ufiice be thy Plea, confider this, 

V o L. I I. ! That 



That in the courfe of J ufl:ice none of us 
Should fee S;llvation. We do pray for Mercy, 
And that fame Prayer doth teach us all to render 
The Deeds of Mercy, I have fpoke thus much 
To mttigate the J ufrice of thy Plea; 
Which if thou follow, this firiet courfe of Y,nice 
Mull: needs give Sentence 'gainft the Merchant there~ 

Shy. My Deeds upon my Head. I crave the Law, 
rhe Penalty and Forfeit of my Bond. 

Por. Is he not able to difcharge the Mony ~ 
BtlJT. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court~ 

• Yea, twice the Sum; if that will not fuflice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o·er, 
On forfeit of my Hands, my Head, my Heart. 
If th is will not fuffice, it muft appear 
That Malice b,ears down Truth. ~nd I hef,ech you 
Wrefl: once th?Law to your Aut~prity .. 
To do a great Right, do a little Wrong, 
And curb this cruel Devil of his will. 

Por. It mufl: not be, there is no Power in Vtnitl 
Can alter a Decree dlabliibed. 
•rwill be recorded for a Prefidenr, 
And many an Error by the fame Example 
Will rulh into the State. It ca~not be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to Judgment, yea, a D~tniel. 
0 wife young Judge, how do I honour thee! 

Por. I pray you let me look upon the Bond. 
Shy. Here 'tis, mofi Reverend Do~or, here it is. 
Por. Shyloc~ there's thrice thy Mony offer'd thee. 
Shy. An Oath, an Oath, I have an O•th in Heav•n. 

Shall I lay Perjury upon my Soul ! 
No, not for P'eniGe. _ 

Por. Why, this Bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A Pound of FJeth, to be by him cut off 
N eareft the Merchant's Heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy M:)ny, bid me tear the Bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the Tenure~ 
1 t doth appear you are a worthy Judge; 
You know the Law, your Expofitiqn 
H1th been tnoll found. I charge you by the Law~ 

Wh~ee~ 



... 
Whereof you are a well-deferving Pillar, 
Proceed to Judgment. By my Soul I fwear~ 
There is no Power in the Tongue of Man 

. To alter me. ! I flay here on my Bond • 
.Ant. Moll: heartily I do befeech the Court 

~o give the Judgment. 
Por. Why then tbus it is: 

.You mull: prepare your Bofom for his Knife. 
Shy. 0 noble Judge! 0 exceUent young Man I 
Por. For the intent and purpofe of the Law 

Hatb full relation to the Penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the Bond. 

$_hy. 'Ti~ very true. 0 wife and upright Judge; 
How much more elder art thou than thy Looks l 

Por. Therefore lay bare thy Bofom. 
Shy. Ay his Breafr~ 

So fays tbe Bond, doth \.~. not, noble J udget 
Nearefi his Heart, thofe are the very words. 

Por. It is fo. Are there BaUances here to weigh theF1clb ~ 
Shy. I have them ready. 
Por. Have by fome Surgeon, Shylock, on your Charge, 

To flop his Wounds, lefi: he fuould bleed to Death. 
Shy. It is not nominated in the Bond. 
Por. It is not fo exprefs'd; but what of that~ 

~Twere good you do fo mu'h for Cha1·ity. 
ShJ• I cannot find it, 'tis not in the Bond. 
Por. Come, Merchant, have you any thing to fay~ 
Ant. But little: I am arm'd and weJI prepar'd. 

Give me your Hand~ Ba.f/i:lnio, fare you well. 
Grieve not that I am fall'n tG this for you: 
For herein Fortune fu ews her felf more kind 
Than is her Cufiom. It is fiill her ufe 
To let the wretched Man out-live his Wealth; 
To view with hollow Eye aod wrinkled Brow 
An Age of Poverty. From which Jingring Penance 
Of fuch a Mifery, doth the cut me offi. 
Commend me to your Honourable Wite; 
Tell her the Procc:fs of Anthonio's end; 
Say how I lov'd you ; f~k me fair in Death : 
And when the Tale is told. bid het< be judge.f 
!!he~b~r BA/{4nil ~acl DOJ ~nc;e1 a l.Lo.vc. 



Repent Of)t you that you fha ll lofe your Friend, 
A'nd he , epen s not tn<l t h~ pays your D tbt; 
For 1f the Jew do cut but de p enough, 
I'JJ p~y it mfhntly Nith all my H ... ar t. 

B4f. A nthonio, I am married to a Wife, 
\V hich is as dear to me as Ltfe it fe lf; 
Eut Life it felf, my W ife, and all the World, 
Are not with me efieem'd above thy Life. 
I would Jofe alJ, I'd facri fice them all 
Here to this Devil, to deliver you. 

For. Your W tfe would give you little thanks for that; 
If ihe were by to hear you make the Offer. 

Gra. I have a W 1fe whom I protefl: I lovt, 
I would 1he were in Heav'n, fo tbe could 
Intreat fome Power to change this curri.tb Jew. 

.. 
I 

Ner. 'Tis well you offer It bthind her back, 
The Wi.th would make elfe an unquiet Houfe. 

Shy. l'hefe be the Chrill:ian Husbands. I have a Daughter; 
Would any of the Stock of B,f/#frabas 

[ Ajidt. Had been her Husband, rather than a Chrillian •. 
We trifle time, I pray thee purfue Sentence. 

Pur. A Pound of that fame Muchant's Fleili is thine, 
The Court awards it, and the Law cloth give it. _ 

Shy. M oft rightful Judge. , 
Por. And you mull cut rhis Fleih from off his Breafi, 

The Law allows1t, and the Court awards it, 
Shy. Moll: learned Judge, a Sentence, come prepare. 
Por. Tarry a little, there is fomerl ing elfe. 

This Bond doth give thee here no jot of Blood, 
The words txpreOy are a Pound ofFlefh, 
Then take thy Bond, take thou thy Pound of Fle1h ; 
But in the cutting ir, if thou dofi thed 
One drop of Chrifiian Blood, thy Lards and Goods 
Are by the Laws of Venice Confifcate 
Unto the State of Venice. 

Gra. 0 upright Judge ! 
:tvf:uk Jew, 0 learned Judge! 

Shy. Is th~t the Law? 
Por. Thy felf lhalt fee the AA:: 

For as thou urgefl: Jufiice, be affur'd 
ThJu !halt have Jufiice, more tha~ th ,Ju ddirefi. 



'1he Merchant of Venice: 
Gra. 0 learm·d J •t ge ! Mark Jew, a learned Judge ! 
Shy. I take th• · Off r then, pay the Bond thrice, 

And Jet the Chnfri .. n go. 
Baff' Here is the Mony. 
Por. "''oft, the Jew fhall have aU Jufiice, foft, no halle, 

·He lhall hH'e notnmg but the Penalty, 
Gra. 0 Jew! an uprii?ht Judge, a Je~rned Judge. 
Por. Thertfore prepare thee to cut off the Flelh, 

Shed thou no Blood, nor cut thou lefs nor more 
But jutl: a Pound of Flelh : If thou tak'fl: more 
Or Jefs than_ a jufl: Pound, be it fo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the Subfrance, 
Or the Divifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor Scruple; nay, if the Scale: do turn - i 
But in rhe etl:tmation of a M air, 
Th'lu di tfl:, and all thy Goods are confifcate. 
· Gra. A. fecond Daniel, a D,zniel, Jew . 
. No , Infi el, I have thee on the Hip. 

Por. Why cloth the Jew paufe ~ Take thy Forfeiture: 
S;y. Give me my Prirlctpal, and let me go. 
Baf. I have it ready for thee; here it is. 
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open Court: 

He lhall have meerly J uflice and his Bond. 
Gra. A Daniel ll:ill fay I, a fecond Daniel. 

' I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Slull I not have barely my Principal? 
Por. Thou fhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture; 

To be fo taken at thy Peril, Jew. 
Shy. Why then the Devil give him good of it: 

J»ll fby no longer quefiion. 
Por. Tarry, Jew, 

The Law bath yet another hold on you: 
It is enaCled in the Laws of Fenice, 
If it be prov'd againll: an Alien, 
That by direCt, or indireB: Attempts, 
He f~ek the Life of any C1tizen, 
T-he Party 'gainfl the which he cloth contrive~ 
Shall feize on half his Goods, the ether half 
Comes to the privy Coffer of the State, 
.And the Offender's Life lyes in the mercy 
0 f the Duke only, 'gainfl: all other V a ice i 

I 3 In 



5 8 2. The Merchant 
In which Predicament I fay thou fhnd'fi : 
For i( appears by manifefi Proceeding, 
That indirealy, and direB:Iy too, 
T hou haft contriv'd againfi the very Life 
Of the Defendant; and thou hall: incurr'd 
The Dangtr formerly by me rehears'd. 
D owr1 therefore, and beg Mercy of the Duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou may'ft have leave to hang thy felf; 
'And yet thy Wealth being forfeit to the Sute, • 
Thou haft not left the value of a Cord, 
.Therefore thou muft be hang'd at the State's Charge. 

Duk_e. That thou fualt fee the difference of our Spirit, 
I pardon thee thy Life before thou ask it : 
For half thy Wealth, it is Anthonio•s; 
T he other half comes to the gener2l State. 
~hich humblenef~ my dri·y~e unto a Fine. 

Por. Ay, for the State, not for Anthonio. 
Shy. Nay, take my Life and all, pardon not that: 

You take my Houfe when you do uke the Prop 
That doth fufiain my Houfe: You take my Life 
,When you do take the means whereby I hve. 

Por. What Mercy can yott render him, .Anthonio ~ 
Gra. A Halter grAtis, nothing elfe, for God's fake. 
Ant. So plea{e my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court; 

To quit the Fine for one half of his Geods, 
I am contenr, fo he will let me have 
The other half in ufe, to render it 
Upon his Dearh, untQ the Gentleman 
That Jately fl:ole his Daughter. 
Two thin!!s provided more, that for this Favo~ 
He prefentlv become a Chrifrian; 
The other,· that he doth record a Gift 
Here in the Court oE all he dies poffefs'd 
Unto hi S:m Lorenz.o, ~nd his Daughter. 
Du~. H e ihall do this, or elfe I do recant 

Thp P~ r cton t at I late pronounced here. 
Por. ·Art thou contented, ]iew ~ What doll: thou fay~ 
Shy. I am content. 
Por. Cletk, draw a pecd of Gifr. 
Shy. I pray you give me leave ~o go fro~ hen~e; 

am not well; fend the Deed after me, · 
And I will fign ir. ; , DM(~t 

I . . • ' ,~ I 



Ds~e. Get thee gone, but do it. 
Gra. In Chrifr'ning thou tba:t have two Godfathers. 

Mad I been Judge, thou thould'ft ·have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Fonr. [Exit Shy. 

Du~e. Sir, I intre1t you with me home t Dinner. 
P1r. I humbly do de fire · your Graca of Pardon; 

I mull away this Night toward Padua, 
And it is meet I prefently fet forth. 

D11~t. I .am forry that your leifure ferves you not. 
Anthonio, gratifie this 6entleman; 
for in my mind you are much bound te him. 

[Exit D11q And hi1 TrAi11. 
BAjf. Moll worthy Gentleman ! I and my Friend · 

Have by your W ifdom bten this Day acquitted 
Of grievous Penalties, in lieu whereof 
Three th·1ufand Ducats, due unto the Jew, 
'!I e freely cope your courteous Pains withaL 

.ANt. And fiand indebted over and abov-e 
In L•ve and Service to you evermore. 

Psr. He is well paid that is well fatis6id. 
And I delivering you, tm fatisfied, 

t1d therein do account my felf well paid ; 
My Mind was nevtr yet more mercenary. 
I pray you know me when we m~et again. 
I with you well. and fo I take my leave, 

Baff. Dear Sir, of force I mutt attempt you further.. 
Take fame Remembrance of us as a Tribute, , 
Not as a Fee: Grant me two things ; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give ·me your Gloves, I'll wear them for your fake, 
And for your Love I'll take this ll.in~ from you. 
Do not draw back your hand, I'll take no mort. 
And you in love fhall not deny me this. 
· B~tjf. This Ring, good Sir, alas it is a Trifle; 
I will not fiume my felf to give yoa this. 

Por. I will have nothing elfe but only thir, 
And now methinks I hive a mind to it. 

Ba.ff. There's more depends on this than on the value: 
The deareft Ring in f'illit~ will I give yo'*' 

I+ ~ 



And find it out by Proclamation; 
Only for this I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I fee, Sir, you are liberal in Offers; 
You taught me fidl to beg, and now, methinks, 
.You teach me how a Beggu 1hould be anfwer'd. 

Bajf.. Good Si , this Rmg was given me by my Wife; 
And when tbe put it on, fl1e made me vow 
That I lhould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it. 

Por. That 'fcufe ferves many Men to fave their Gifts; 
'And if your W tfe be not a mad Woman, 
And know how well I have deferv'd this Ring, 
She wou'd not hold out Enmity for ever 
For giving it to me. Well, Peace be with you. [Exit. . 

.Anth. My Lord Baffimio, let him have the Ring. 
Let his Defervings, and my Love withal, 
Be valued againfi: your \Vife's Commandment. 

Baf{. Go, Gratian6, run and overtake him, 
Give him the Ring, and bring him, if thou canfr, . 
Unto .Anthonio's Houfe: A 11ay, m.1ke hafie. [Exit Gra~ 
Come, you and I will thither prefently, 
And in the Morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont ; come, Anthonio. [ ExeuM. 

Enter Portia and N erilfc~, 
Por. Enquire the Je?J/s Houfe out, give him this Deed, 

rAnd let him fign it; we'll away to Night, 
And be a day before our Husbands home: 
1This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenz..o. 

Enter Gratiano, 
Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o'erta'en: 

My Lnrd Baffanio, upon more advice, 
Hath fent you here this Ring, and cloth intreat 
Yoar Company at Dinner. 

Por. That cannot be. 
His Ring do I accept mofl: thankfully, 
And (o I puy you teH him: Furthermore, 
1 pray you iliew my Ytoth ol ... i Shylock's Houfe. 
. Grtt. T f. at will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you, 
I'll fee jf I can get my Husband's Ring 
Wbich I did make him f..vear to k"ep for ever. 



The Merchant of Venice. 
Por. Thou may·fr, I warrant. We ihaU have oldfwearing, 

That they did give the Rings away to Men; 
But we'll out-face them and out-fwear them too: 
Away, make hafl:e, tho\\ know'fi where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come, good Sir, will you ihew ~e to this Houfe? 
. · [ExeHnt. 

A C T V. S C E N E I. 

S C E N E Belmont. 
E11ter Lorenzo and J effica. 

Lor. THE Moon iliines bright. In fuch a Night as this~ 
When the fweet \Vind did genry kifs th~ Trees, 

And they did make no noife; in fuch a Nigh~, · 
Troylus methin!<s mounted the Troyan Wall 
And Ggh'd is Soul roward the Grecian Tents, 
Wh~re Creffid 1 y that Night. 

Jef. In fuch a Night, 
Did Thisby fearfully o'er-trip the Dfw, 
And faw rhe Lior.'s S 1adow e'er himfelf, 
And ran difmay'd away. 

Lor. In fuch a Night, 
Stood Dido with a \Villow in her Hand 
Upon the wide Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
To come aeain to Carthage .. 

Jef. In fuch a Night. 
Medea gather'd the Inchlnted Herbs 
That did rcf1ew old ~[on. 

Lor. In fuch a Night, 
Did Jcffica fieal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift Love did run from renicc, 
As far as Belmont • 

. ref. In fuch a Night 
Did young Lorenz..o fwear he 1ov'd her wdl, 
Stealing · her Soul with many Vows of Faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. In fuch a Night, 
Did pretty Jejjic~-z (like a little Shrew) 
Slan<;fer her Love, and he forgave it 'her. 



71Je Jferchlttt (Jf 
Jef. I would out-night you; did no Body come: 

But hark, I hear the footing of a Man. 
Ent1r M ej[e11ger. 

Lor. Who comes fo f.fi, in file nee of the Night ~ 
Me[. A Friend. 
lAr. A Friend! what Friend~ Your Name, I pray you, 

:Friend~ 
Mef. Stephano is my Name, and I bring word 

My Millrefs will before the break of Day 
Be ~1ere at Belmont: She doili {hay about 
By holy Croffes, where the kneels and prays 
for happy W e.dlock Hours. 

Lor. \Vho comes with her f 
Me[. None but a holy Hermit Qnd her Maid. 

I pray y<lu is my l\1a!ler yet return'd? 
Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him: 

But go we in I pray thee, Jelfica, 
And ceremonioully let us prepare 
Some Welcome for the Mifi:refs of the Houfc. 

Enter Launeelot. 
Laun. Sola, fola; wo ha, ho, foh, fola. 
Lor. Who calls! 
Laun. Sob, did you fee Mr. Loren~' and Mrs Loren~o( 

S')]a, ~Jla. 
Lor. Leave hollowing, Man: Here: 
Laun. Sola, where f where f 
Lor. Here. 
Laun. Tell him, thtre's a Poll: comt from my Mlfler,. 

,with his Horn full of good News ; my MaLl:cr wiJl be here 
e'er Morning. 
· L~r· Sweet Love, Jet"s in, and there expea: their coming. 
And yet no matter: Why thould we go in I 
l\1 y f, iend Stephano, figni6e, I pny you, 
:V.Virnin· th~ Houfe, ypur Mifl:refs is ~t hand, 
~~ci bring' your Mufick forth into the Air. 
How fweet ~he Moon-light fleeps upon this Bank; 
Here will we fir, and let the founds of lVIulick 
-~r~cp in our Ears; fofc Stilnefs, and the Night 
Been-me the touch~s off weet Humony, 
~ir, Jej]ica, lppk how the Floor ofHeav'~ 
is thick inla.fd with Patterns of bright Gold; 



The Merchttnt of Venice. 
There's n(')t the fmalldt Orb which thou behold'ft, 
But in his Motion like an Angel fings, 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd Cherubims; · 
Such Humony is in immortal Souls; 
But whilfi this muddy Vtfiure of Decay, 
Doth grofi y clofe us in it, we cannot hear it. 
Come hoe, and wake DiAm with a Hymn, 
With fweetetl: Touches pierce your Miftrefs Ear, 
.And draw her Home with Mufi~k, 

Jef. I am never merry when I hear fweet Mufick. 
Mu .fie~ 

Lor. The Reafon i!, ycur Spirits are attentive; 
for do but note a wild and wanton Herd, 
Or Race of youthful and llnhandled Colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot Condition of their Blood; 
If they but hear perchance a Trumpet found, 
Or any Air of Mufick touch their Eats, 
You £hall perceive them mlke a mutual fland ; 
Their favage Eyes turn'd to a mod eft Gaze 
Bv the f weet Power of M1lick. Therefore the Poet 
D1d fain that Orpheus dre,, Trees, Stones, and Floods, 
Since naught fo ilocki(b, ~ard, and full of rage, · 
But Mufick for the time doth change his Nature: · 
The Man that bath no Mufick in himfelf, · 
Nor is not mov'd with Ccncord of fweet Sounds-, 
Is fit for Treafons, S ratagem~, and Spoils; 
The Motions of his Spirit ar dull as Night, 
And his Affections dark. a! Erebus: 
Let no fuch Man be rruH:d. Mark the l\1u6ck. 

Enter Portia a~d N riffa. 
Por. That Light we fet: is burnin~ in my H,II: 

How far that little c~ndle throws ius Beams; 
So 1hines a good Deed in a n ughty World. 

Ner. When the l\1oon {hore we did not fee the Candle; 
Po~. So dorh the greater Gl ry dim the Iefs; ·, 

A Subfl:itute 1hines bright:y as a King 
Y ntiJ a King be by; and then his State 
Empties it fdf, as doth ~1 inland Brook 
fnto the ~ain of W-aters. ~1ufick, h~rk 1 



Ner. It is the Mufick, Madam, of your Houfe. 
Por. N mhing is good, I fee. without Repect: 

Merhinb it founds much {weeter than by Day. 
Ner. S,Ience beftows the Virtue on it, Madam. 
Por. The Crow cloth fing as fweetly as the Lark, 

When neithu is attended ; and I think 
The Nightingdle, 1f fhe ihould fing by Day, 
When every Goofe is cackhng, would be thought 
No better a Mu{ici:m rhan the Wren. 
1-Iow many things by S::afon feiifon'd are 
To their right Pnife and true PerfeCtion ~ 
Peace, how the Moon fleeps with Endimion, 
And would not be awak'd! 

MHjick_, ceafes. 
Lor. That is the Voice. 

Or I am much dtceiv'd, of Portia. 
Por. He knows me as the blind Man knows the Cuckow, 

hy the bad Voice. 
Lor. Dear Lady, welcome H~me. 
Por. We have ueen praying for our Husband's we I fan·, 

Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our Words. 
Are they return'd ~ 

Lor. Madam, thEy are not yet; 
But there is come a Mdfengu before, 
To fignifie their coming. 

Por. Go in, Neri.ffa, 
Give Order to my Servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence, 
Nor you Loren:z:.o, }ejfica nor you. 

A Tttck!t founds. 
Lor. Your Husband is at hand, I hear a Trumpet: 

We are ·no Tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 
Por. This Night 'methinks is but the Day-light fick; 

It looks a little paler; 'tis a Day, 
Such as rhe Day is when the Sun is hid. 

Enter Baffanio, Anthoni~, Gratiano, and their Follo?ver!~ 
Bajf. We 1hou1d hold Day with the Antipodes, 

If you would wa:k in ASfe!:lce of the Sun. 
Por. Let me give Light, but let me not be lioht; 

For a light Wife cloth make a heavy Husbacd, b 

And 



The Merchant of Venice. 
And never be Baffanio fo from me; 
But God furt all: You are welcome home., my Lord. 

Baj[. I th~nk you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend; 
This IS the Man, this is .Anthonio, 
To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

P()r.. You fuould in all Senfe be much bound to him; 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you • 

.Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our Houfe; 

It mufi a pp Par in others ways than Words; 
Therefore I fcant thi" breathing Courtefie. 
· Gra. By yonder Moon I fwear you do me wrong; 
In faith I gave it to the Judge's Clerk: [To Neriffa~ 
Would you were gelt that .had it for my part, 
Since you do take it, Love, {o much at Heart. 

Por. A Quarrel, hoe, already,; what's the Matted 
Gra. About a Hoop of Gold, a paltry Ring ' 

That the did give me, whofe Poefie was 
For all the World like Cutler's Poetry 
Upon a Knife; Love me, and lea·ve me not. 

Ner. What talk you of the Poefie or the Value? 
You fwore to me when I did give it you., 
That you would wear it 'till the Hour of Death. 
And that it fh.ould lye with you in your Grave: 
Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 
You 1hould have been refpective, ar.d have kept it. 
Gave it a Judge's Clerk! but well I know 
'fhe Clerk will ne' er wear Hair on ~s Face that had it. 

Gra. He will, and if he live to be a Man • 
Ner. If! if a Woman live to be a Man. 
Gra. Now by_ this Hand I gave it to a Youth, 

A kird of Boy, a little fcrubbed Boy, 
No higher than thy (elf, the J udge~s Clerk, 
A pra~ing Boy that begg'd it as a F-ee: 
I could not for my I-Ieart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I mull: be plain with you, 
To part fo fiightly with your Wife's firfl: Gifr, 
A thing fiuck on with O.t ths upon your Finger, 
And fo riveted with Faith unto your Fleili. 
I gave my Love a Ring, ~nd made him fwear 

Never 



Never to part with it; and here he fia dsJ 
I dare be tworn to him, he would not leave it,
Nor pluck it from his Finger for the Wealth 
That the World mafhrs. Now in Faith, GrAtiano, 
You give your Wife too unkind a Caufe of Grief; 
And 'twere to me I 1hould be mad at it. 

Bajf. Why I were beft to cut my left Hand off, 
And f wear I loft the Ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord 8aj[4nio gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deferv'd it too; and then the Boy, his Clerk, 
That took fome pains in Writing, be begg'd mine, 
And neither Man nor Mafier would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por. What Ring gave you my, my Lord! 
Nor that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me. 

BajJ. If I could add a Lie unto a Fault, 
I w ouJd deny it; but you fee my Finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por. And even fo void is your falfe Heart of Truth. 
~y Heaven, I will ne,er come in your Bed 
Until I fee the Ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, ,till I again fee mine. 
JJaj[. Sweet Porti11, 

If you did know to whom 1 gave the Ring. 
If you did know for whom 1 gave the Ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly I left the Ring, 
Vlhen nought would be accepted but the Ring, 
You would abate the Strength of your Difpleafure ~ 

Por. If you bad known the Virtue of the R.ing. 
Or half her Worthinefs that gave the Ring, 
Or your own Honour to con·tain the Ring, 
You would not then have parted with the Ring. 
What Man is there fo much uoreafonable. 
If you had p1eas'd tp have defended it 
With any Terms of Zeal, wanted the Modcfiy 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony~ 
Neri./[a teaches me what to believe; 
1:n. die for'c,. but fome Woman had the Ring. 

Baf. 



Btl/{. No, by mine Honour, Madam, by my Sou 
No Woman had it, but a civil DoCtor. 
Which refufe three thoufand Ducats of me. 
And begt:'d the Ring; the which I died deny him, 
And fuWer'd him to go difpleas'd away; 
Even he that had hdd up the very Life 
Of my dear Friend. What iliould I fay, fweet tady 1 
I was inforc'd to fend it after him; 
I was befet wi h Shame and Courtefie; 
My Honour would not let Ingratitude ' 
So much befmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by thefe l?,le{fe{i{ Capdles of the Night, 
Had you hfen there, I think you would have begg'<l 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor. 

Por. Let not that Doctor e'er come near my Houfe.
Since he hath got the Jewel that I lov·d9 

And that which you did fwear to keep for me : 
I will become as liberal as you, 
I'll not deny him any thing I have, 
No, not my Body, nor my Husband's Bed; 
Know him I fuall, I am well fure of it. 
Lye not a Night from Home; watch me like A.rgos: 
If you do not, if I be left alone, , 
Now by mine Honour, which is yet mine own, 
I'll have the Doctor for my Bedfe1low. 

Ner. And I his Clerk; therefore be well advis'd 
How you do leave me to mine own ProteCtion. 

Gra. Well, do you fo; let me not take him then; 
For if I do, I'll mar the young Clerk's Pen. 

Ant. I am th' unhappy Subject of thefe Quarrels. 
Por. Sir, grieve not you, ~ 

You are welcome notwithfianding. 
Baj[. Portia, forgive me this enforced Wrong, 

And in the hearing of tlH·fe many Friends. 
I f wear to thee, even by thine own f•ir Eyes, 
Wherein I fee my fell-

PoT. Mark you but that! 
In bQth mine Eyes he doubly fees himfelf, 
lo each Eye one ; fwear by your dou~le felf, 
And ~llere's ~n Oath ~f (;redid 



Bajf. Nay, but hear me : 
Pardon this Fault, and by my Soul I f wear, 
I never more wiH break an Oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my Body for thy Wealth, [7 o Baff. 
Which but for him that had your Husband's Ring [To Por. 
Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again, 
My Soul upon the Forfeit, that your Lord 
\:V ill never more break Faith advifedly. 

Par.. Th~n you fhall be his Surety; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other • 

.Ant. Here Lord Baj[anio, f wear to keep this Ring. 
Baj[. By Heav'n it is the fame I gave the DoCtor. 
Por. I had it ofhim: Pardon me, Baj[anio; 

For by this R.ing the DoCtor hy with me. 
Ner. A11d .pardon me, my gentle Gratianfl, 

For that fame fcrubbed Boy, the DoCtor's CJcrl<, 
In lieu of this, Jafi: Night did lye with me. 

Gra. \Vhy, this is like the mending of High-wayi 
In Summer, where theW ays are fair enough: 
\V hat, are we Cuckolds e'er we have deferv'd it~ 

Por. Speak not fo grofly; you are all amaz'd ; 
Here is a Letter, read it at your Lcifure; 
It comes from Padt~a from Bellario: 
There you fhall find that Portia was the Doetor, 
Nerij[a there her Clerk. Loren:1:.>o here, 
Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you, 
And but even now rerilrn'd: I have not yet 
Entred my Hvufe • .Anthonio, you are welcome, 
And I have better News in fiore for you 
Than you expeCt; unfeal this Letter foon, 
There you !hall find three of your Argofics 
Are richly come to Harbour fuddenJy. 
You !hall not know ~y what fl:range Accident 
I chanced on this Letter • 

.Ant. I am dumb. 
Baj[. Were you the D Jetnr, and I knew y'ou not? 
Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold~ 
1Ver. Ay, but the Clerk that never means to do it, 

Vnlt.fs he live until he be a Man. 
B~Jf. Sweet Doctor, you fiull be my Bedfellow; 

Wher. I am abfent, then lye with my '-'Vife. 
Ant. 



The Merchant ofVenice. 
A.nt. Sweet Lady, you have given me Life a~d Living; 

For here I read for certain, that my Ships 
Are fafely come to Rhodes. 

Por. How now, Lorenz..o? 
My Clerk bath fome good Corn forts too for you. 

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a Fee. 
There do I give to you and Jeffica, 
Prom the rich Jew, a fpecial Deed of Gift .. 
After his De~th, of all he dies poffefi'd of. 

Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of fiarved People. 

Por. It i~ almofl: Morning, 
And yet I am fure you are not fatisfy'd 
Of thefe Events at full. Let us go .in, 
And charge us there on Interrogatories,· · 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo: the firfi: Interrogatory 
That my Nerif[a iliall be fworn on, is .. 
Whether 'till the next Night 1he had rather Hay, 
Or go to Bed, now being two Hours to Day. 
But were the Day come, I lhouJd wilh it dark, 
~Till I were couching with the Doctor's Clerk. 
Well, while I live, l'Jl fear no other thing 
So fore, as keeping fafe Nerij[a~s Ring. [~Exeun• 
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D UKE of . . 
Frederick, Brother to the 'Duke, and Ufur-

per of his 'Dukedom. 
Amiens,~ Lords attending upon the 'Duke in his 
J aques, J Banijhment. 
Le Beu, A Courtier attending on Frederick. 
Oliver, E!defl Son to Sir Ro viand de Boys, who 

had jor11terly been a ServarJt of the 'Duke. 

J aques, ~ lottnger Brothers to Oliver. 
Orlando, J 
Adam, an old Servant of Sir Rowland de Boys, 

now following the Fortunes of· Orlando. 

Dennis, Serrc.t:tnt to Oliver~ 
Charles, A Wrtfl.ler, and Servant to the Ufurping 

'Dttke Frederick. 
Touchftone, a Clowrt attending on Celia and Ro-

falind. 
Corin, 1 
Sylvius, j Shepherds. 
William, dClown, .in Love with Audrey. 

Sir Oliver Mar-teKt, a Cottntry Cztrate. 

Rofalind, 7Jaughter to the 'Duke. 
Celia, 'Daughter to F rederick. 

Phrebe, a Shep~erdefs. 
Audrey, a Country IP'ench. 

Lords belonging to the tT.Jo Vukes, with Pagu, 
Forejlers, and"other Attendants. 

The SCENE !yes firfl near Oliver'.r . Houfi, 
and afterwards partly in the Duke's Court, 
and pcn~tly in the Fore of Arden. . 



As yo Like it 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
S C E N E an Orchard. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

0 R LAND O. 

S I remember, .Adam, it was upon this 'Fafbi& 
on bequeath'd me by Will, but a poor Thou
fand Crowns, and as thou fay'fi, charged 
my Brother on his Bleffing to breed me well; . 
and there begins my Sadnefs: My Brother 

...,..llliliillii.....,_ .. Jaques he keeps at School, and Report fpeaks 
goldenly of his Profit ; for my part he keeps me rufl:ically 
at home, or to fpeak more properly, flays me here at home 
unkept; for cali you that Keeping for a Gentleman of my 
Birth, that diffe::rs not from the Stalling of an Ox? I-fis 
Horfes are bred b(trer, for befides that they are fair with 
their Feeding, they are taught their Manage, and to that end 
Riders dearly hired: But J, his Brother~ gain nothing un• 
der him but growth, for the which his Animals on his Dung
hiJis are as much bound to hir,n as I. Belides this Nothing 
that he fo plentifully gives me, the Something that Nature 
gave me, his Countenance fcems ro take from me. He let's 
me feed with I1is Hmds, bars me the plc~ cc of a Brother, and 
~s much as in him lyes, mines my G entility with my Edu
cation. This is it, .Adam, th~t griev{s me, and the Spirit 
of my Fath~r, which I think is within me, begins to ffi'ltiny 

K 3 a_£aidl 



5 9 8 . A1 you l,ike 
againft this fervitude. I will no l9nger endure it, tho' yet 
I know no wife Remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter Olivtr • 
.Adam. Yonder come, my Mafrer, your'Brother. 
Orla. Go apart; .Adam, and thou fualt hear how he will 

fluke me up. · 
Oli Now, Sir, what make you here~ 
Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 
Oli. What mar you th~n, Sir ! 
Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which 

God made, a poor unworthy BrotheP of yours, with Idle~ 
nef5. 

0/i. M.trry, Sir, be better employ'd, and be naught a 
while. 

Or/a. Shall I keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them/ 
What Prodigal Portion have I fpent, that I thould come to 
fuch Penury? 

Oli. Know you where you are, Sir ? 
Or/a. 0, Sir, very well; here in your Orchard. 
Oli. Know you before whom, Sir~ 
Or/a. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. 

know you are my eJdefl: Brother, and in the gentle Condi· 
tion of Blood you thould fo know me : The Courtefie of 
Nations ~llows you my better,in that you are the Fidl: Born; 

· but the fame rradition takes not away my Blood, were there 
twenty Brothers betwixt us; I have as much of my Fatbn 
in me, as you; albeit, I confcfs your coming before me is 
nearer to his Reverence. 

0/i. What Boy ! 
Orla. Come, come, elder Brother, you are too youns 

in this. 
0/i. Wilt thou lay Hands on me, Vil1ain? 
Orta. I am no Villain : I am the Youngefi Son of Sir 

Rowland dt Buys; he was my Father, and he is thrice~ 
V dlain th~rfays fuch a FJther begot Villains. Wert thou not 
my Brother, I would not take this I-Iand from thy Throat; 
'till this or her had pnJI'd out lhy Tongue for faying fo; thou 
hafi rail'd on thy felf • 

.Adt~,m. Sweet Ma£1:.er, be pltier.t, for your Father's R.~ 
meml1rance, be at Accord. 

Oli. Let me go, I fay. 



As 7ou Like it. 

Or/a. I wiJJ not 'till I pleafe: You 1hall hear me. My F~,; 
ther durg·d you in his Will to give me good Education : 
You have train'd me up Jike a Peafant, obfcuring and hiding 
from me all Gentleman-like Qualities; the Spirit of my Fa· 

, ther gro~s firong in me, and I will no longer endure it : 
Therefore allow me fuch Exercifes as may become a Gentle· 
man, or give me the poor Allottcry my Father left me by 
Tefiament, with that I will go buy my Fortunes. · 

Oli. And what wilt thou do! beg when that is fpent~ 
Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you: You fhaU have forne part of yo~r Will, I pray you 
leave me. · 

Orla. I will no further offend you, than becomes me fot: 
my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you oTd Dog • 
.Adam. Is olEI Dog my Reward~ M ofi tru<>, I have loll: 

my Teeth in your Service: God be with my old Mafhr, he 
would not have fpoke fuch a word. [Exit OrJ. and Adam; 

Oli. Is it even fo ~ Begin you to grow upon me? I will 
Phyfick your Ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand Crowns 
neither. HoJJa, Dennis! 

Enter Dennis. 
Den. Calls your Wodhip ~ ~ 
Oli Was not Charles, the Duke's W rdl:Ier, here to fpeak 

with me~ 
Den. So p!eafe you. he is here at the door, and impor• 

tunes accefs to you. 
Oli. Call him in ; 'twill be a good way ; aod to morrow 

the W refiling is. 
Enter Charles. 

Char. Good Morrow to your Worthip. 
Oli. Good Monfieur Charles, what's the new News at 

the new Court? 
Char. The rt•s no News at the Court, Sir, but the ol4 

News; that is, the old Duke is banith'd by his younger 
Brotber the r.ew Duke, and three or four loving Lords have 
put themfelves into a voluntary Exile with him, whofe 
Lands and Revenues tnrich the new Duke, therefore he gives 
them good leave to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell if Rof~tlind, ~he D!.ike's Daughter, he 
Danith'd wLh her Father~ 



Ch~r. 0 no; for the Duke's Daughter her Coufin fo loves 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that file 
would have followed their Exile, or have died to flay be
hind her; fl1e is at the Courr, and no lefs beloved of her 
Ur1kle, than his own Daughter, and never two Ladiesloved 
as they do. 

0/i. Where will the old Duke live~ 
Cha. They fay he is already in the Forefl: of Arden, and 

, a m:my merry Mfn with him; and there they Jive like the 
uld Robin Hood of England; they fay many young Gentle
men t1ock to him every day, and fleet the time careld1y as 
they did in the golden World. 

Oli. What, you wrefile to morrow before the new Duke~ 
Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint you with 

a matter: I am given, Sir, fccretly to underfiand, that your 
younger Brother Orlando harh a difpolition to come in · 
difgui~/d againfi me tL: try a Fall; to morrow, Sir, I wrefile 
for my Credit, and he that efcapes me without fome broken 
Limb, fl1all acquit him well ; your Brother is but young 
and telJder, and for your love l would be lo~th to foil him, 
as I mufl: for mine own Hor;our if he come in; therefore 
out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you with· 
al, that either ynu might fray him from his inrendment, or 
brook fuch D ·.(~rc1ce wdl ac; he fnaH run into, in that it is a 

· thing of his own fcarch, and altogerher cigair,fi my wilJ. 
Ofi. Charles, I thank thee for thy Lo,;c to me, which 

thou fha1t find I will mofi kindly requite: I had my felf 
notice of my Brother's purpofe hen: in, ~nd h .. ve by under· 
hand means Jatoured to diffuade him from it; but he is 
refolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the fiobbornell young 
Fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of 
every Man's good Parts, a fecret and villanous Contriver 
~gainfl: me his natur~l Brother; :lnd therefore ufe thy Di~ 
cretit;;n, I had as lief thou didll: break his Neck as his Finger. 
And thou ~rert eeft look to'c; for if thou daft him any 
flight Difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace bimfelf on 
th te, he will praCtice ~gainfi thee by Poifcm, to entrap 
thee by hme trr~cherous , Dcvice, :lnd never leave thee •till 
he hath ta'en 1hy Life hy fi1me iodirc8: means or otl1er: For 
1 afTure thcp, ar.d a!mofi with Tears I fpeak it, there is not 
cnc fo youn~ and fo vilbnous this d3y livi:og. I fp{ :;tlc but 

bro~herly 



brotherly of him; but lhould I Anatomize him to thee, as 
he is, I mufi: blulh and weep, and thou mufi look pale 
;nd wonder. 

Ch~t. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : If he come 
to morrow, I'll give him his Payment; if ever he go alone 
again, 1'11 never wrefile for Prize more; and fo God keep 
your Worlhip. [Exit. 

Oli. Farewel, good Cht~rles. Now will I flir this 6ame
fl:~r: I hope I tball fee an G.nd cf him, fer my Soul, yc:t I 
know not why, hates nothing more than he; yet he'sgentle, 
never fch::>ol'd, and yet learned, full of r.oble Device, of 
all forts enchantingly beloved, and indeed fo much the Heart 
of the World, aPd efpecially of my own People, w~o befl: 
know him, that I am altogether mifprifed; but it 1hall not 
be fo long, this Wrcfiler Dull clear all: Nothing remains, 
but that I kindle the Boy thither, which now I'll go about. 

[Exit. 

S C E N E II. The Duke's Palace. 

Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Rofaljnd, fwect my Coz, be merry. 
Rof. Dear Ce!ia, I tbow more Mirth than I am MithEf-. 

of, ar.d would you yet were merrier; unlefs you could teach 
me to forget a ban i th~d Father, you rnufi not learn me how 
to remember my extraordinary Pleafure. 

Cel. Herein I fee thou Jo .., 'It me not wi th the full weight 
that I love thee; if my U nkie, thy bani.fhed Father, had 
banifhed thy Unkle, the Duke my Father, fo thou hadfl: 
been frill with me, I could have tacght ·my Love to take 
thy Father for mine ; fo would'll: thou, tf ~he truth of 
thy love to me were fo righteoufiy t<:mper'd, as mine is to 
thee • 

. Rof. yv ell, I will forget the Condition of my E Cl: ate, to 
reJoyce m yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no Child but I, nor none 
is like to have, and truJy when he dirs, thou fualt be his 
Heir; for what he hath t~ken away from thy Father per
force, I will render thee again in AffeCtion; by mine Ho
nour I will, and when I break that Oath, Jet me turn l\1on
fier: Then:fore, my fweet Rofe, my dear Rofo, be merry. 

F. I{. 
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Rof. From hencefore I will, Coz, and devife Sports: Lot 
me fee, what think you of falling in Love! 

Cel. Marry, I prethee do, to make .fport withal; but 
love no Man in good earnefl:, nor no further in Sport neither, 
than with fafety of a pure blulh thou may·fi: in Honour come 
off again. 

Rof. What fuall be the Sport then? 
Cel. Let us fit and mock the good Houfewife Fortune 

from ber Wheel, that her Gifts may h€nceforth be bellowed 
tqualJy. 

Rof. I would we could do fo; for her Benefits are migh· 
tily mifp1aced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moll 
mifhke in her gifts to Women. 

Gel. 'Tis true,for thofe that fue makes honeft. file makes 
very ill-favouredly. 

Rof. Nay, now thou goefi from Fortune's Office to Na• 
tu res : Fortune reigns in Gifts of the World, not in the 
Lineaments of Nature. 

Enter Clown. 
Cel. No; when Nature bath made a fair Creature, may 

fhe not by Fortune fall into the Fire~ Tho' Nature bath gi• 
ven us V./ it to fhut at Fortune, hath not Fortune fent in this 
Fool to cut off this Argument? 

Rof. Indeed, Fortune is there too h~rd for Nature, when 
Fortune makes Nature's Natural, the cutter off of Nature'' 
Wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune's Work neither, but 
Nature'~, who perceiving our natural Wits too dull to reafon 
'Ot fuch Godddfcs, bath fent this Natural for our Whet
fione: For always the Dulnefs of the Fool, is the Whetfi:one 

· of the Wits. H }W now, whither wander you? . 
Clo. MifirefS, you muft come ~way to your Father. 
Cel. Were you made the Mdfenger? (you. 
CltJ. No by mine Houour, but I was bid to come for 
Rof. Where learned you that Oath, Fool~ 
Clo. Of a certain Knight, that fwore by his Honoar 

they were good Pancakes, and fwore by his Honour the 
Muf.l:ard was naught: Now I'll fiand to it, the Pancakes 
were naught, alld the Mufiard was good, and yet was not 
the Knight forf worn. 



Cel. How prove you that in the great Heap of your KGow
lcdge? 

Rof. Ay marry, now unmuzzle your Wifdom. 
Clo. Stand you both forth now ; fhoke your Chins, and 

fwear by your Beards that I am a Knave. 
Cel. By our Beards, if we had them, thou art. 
C/o. By my J(navery, ifl hid it, then I were; but i( you 

f wear by that that is not, you are not forf worn ; no more 
was this Knight f wearing by his Honour, for he never had 
any; or if he had, he had fworn it away, before ever he faw 
th()fe Pancakes, ot that Mufiard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is that thou mean'fH . 
Clo. One that old Fredrick_ your Fathir loves, 
Rof. My Father's Love is enough to honour him enough; 

fpeak no more of him, you•1J be whipt for Taxation one 
of thcfe Days. . 

Clo. The more pity that Fools may not fpeak wifely, what 
wife Men do foolilhly. 

Cel. By my Troth thou fay'il: true; for fince the little 
Wit that Fools have was fi enc'd, the little Foolery that 
wife Men have makes a great .Shew: Here comes iMonfieur 
Le Beu. 

Enter Le Beu. 
Rof. \Vith his Mouth full of News. 
Cel. Which he wiJJ put on us, as Pigeons feed their 

Young. 
Ro[. Then 1hall we be Ncws-cram'd. 
Cel. All the better, we flull be the more marketable. 

"Bon-jour Monjieur fie Beu, what News ~ 
Le Bc~e. Fair Princefs, 

You have lofl: much Sport. 
Cel. Sport; of what Colour? 
Le Beu. What Colour; Madam ~ How 1hall I anfwer 

)tou? 
Rof. As Wit and "Fortune will. 
Clo. Or ~s the Ddtinies d crccs. 
Cel. Well faid, that W3S laid on with a Trowel. 
Cio. Nay, if I keep not my Rank-
Rof. Thou lofefl: thy old Smell. 
Le Beu. You amafe me, Ladies: I would have told you 

of ~:ood VlrdUing .. which you have 1ofi the Sight of. 
R•f. 
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Rofo. Yet tell us the manner of the Wrefiling. 
Le Bet~. I will teU you the Beginning, and if it pleafe 

your Ladyfhips, you may fee the En9, for the beft is yet to 
?o, and here where you are, they are coming to perform 
It. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that i~ dead and buried. 
Le Btu. There comes an old Man and his three Sons. 
Cel. I would match this beginning With an old Tale. 
Le Beu. Three proper young Men of excellent Growth 

and Prefence. 
Rof. With Bills on their Necks: Be it known unto all 

Men by thefe Prefents. 
Le Bcu. The tldefr of the three wrdl:led with Charle$ 

the Duke's Wieil:ler, which Charles in a Moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little Hope 
of Life in him : So he ferv·d the fecond, and fo the third : 
Yondu they lye, th~ poor old 1\'lan -tlteir F ath,er, makjng 
fuch piriful Dole over them, that~~ the Beholders take his 
Part with weeping. 

Roj'. Alas. 
Clo. But what is the Sport, Monfieut, that the Ladies have 

lo!H 0 

Le Beu. VJhy this is that I fpeak oC. 
Clo .. Thus Men grow wifer t:very Day. It is the firfi: 

time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was Sport for 
Ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promife thee. 
Rof. But is there any elf~ longs to fee this broken Mu

lick in his Sides~ h there yet another do~ts up:)n Rib-break· 
ing ~ Shall we fee this wrefl:Jing, Co~lin l 

0 

Le But You mufl: i f you flay here, for here is the Place 
appointed for wrefiling, and they are rc;.dy to perform 
ir. - . 

Cel. Yonde~; fure they are con·ing: l.et us now flay and 
fee it. 

F!ourijb. Enur Du~ Frederick, Lords, Orlando, Charles; 
and Attendants. 

D_uke. Come on, fince the Youth will not be entreated, · 
His own Peril on his forwndnefs. 

Rof Is yonder t. ! t l\ h n ~ 



Le Beu. E. ven he, Madam. 
Cel. Alas, he is too young; yet he looks fuccefsfuUy, 
Duke. How now, D•ughter and Coufin; 

Are you crept hither to fee the W refl:ling ~ 
Rof. Ay, my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 
Du~e. You will take little Delight in it, I can tell you, 

there is fuch odds in the Man: In Pjry 6f the Challenger's 
Youth, I would feign di{f uade him, but he will not be en
treated. Speak to him, Ladies, fee if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good MonGeur Le Beu. 
Duke. Do fo; I'll not be by. 
Le Ber~. Monfieur the Challenger, the Princefs calls for 

you. 
Or la. I attend her with all RefpeB: and Duty. 
Rof. Young Man, have you challeng'd Charles the Wrell:

ler? 
Or la. No, fair Princefs; h~ is the General Challenger, I 

'come but as others do, to try with him the Strength of my 
. Youth. 

Cel. Young Gentleman, your Spirits are too bold for your 
Years: You have feen cruel Proof of this l\1an's Strength. If 
you faw your felf with your own Eyes, or knew your felf with 
your Judgment, the fear of your Adventure would coun
fel you to a more equal Enterprife. We pray you for your 
own Sake to embrace your own Safety, and give over this 
Attempt. 

Rof. Do, young Sir, your Reputation !hall not therefore 
be mifprifed ; we will make it our Suit to the Duke, that 
the W reflling might not go forward. 

Orla. I befeech you puniih me not with your hard 
Thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guilty to deny fo 
fair and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your fair Eyes 
and gentle W iili es go with me to roy Tri;!l, wherein if I 
be foil'd, there is but one 1bam,d that was never Gracious; 
if ki!l'd, but one dead that is willing to be fo: I lhaU do 
my Frirmds no wrong, for I have none to lament me; the 
the World no Injury, for in it I have ·notiting ; only in the 
World I fill up a Place, which m~y be bttter fu?ply'd when 
I h1ve made it cmptv. 

Rof. The little St;ength I have, I woulq it were with 
you. 

Cel. And mine to eck out hers. , 



As you Likt 
Ro.f; Fare you well; pray Heav'n I be deceiv'd in you; 
Cel. Your E1eart's Defires be with you. 
Char. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is fo d~ 

lirous to lye with his Mother Earth? · 
Orla. Ready Sir, but his Will bath in it a more modeR: 

:working. 
Dukf. You thall try but one Fall. 
Char. No, I warr<lnt you G race you thall not entreat 

him to a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded hir6 from 
a 6rft. 

Or la. You mean to mock me after; you fhould not have 
mockt before; but come your w~ys . 

Rof. Now Hercules bt: thy fpeed, young Man. 
Cel. I would I were invifible, to catch. the fl:roog 'Fel· 

low by the Leg. [They Wreftle. 
R.of. 0 excellent young Man. 
Cet. If I had a Thunderbolt in mine Eye, I can tell 

who fhould down. [Shout. 
Duke. No more, no more. [Charles is thrtwn. 
Orta. Yes~ I befeech your Grace, I am not yet well 

breathed. 
Dukt.• How do'll thou, Charles~ 
.Le Beu. He cannot fpeak, my Lord. 
Duke. Bear him away. 

vVhat is thy Name, young Man ? 
Orla. Orland(), my Lieges the youoge!l: Son of Sir Rowt 

/and d1 Boys. 
Du/z!. 1 would thou hadfi: been Son to fome Man elfe; 

The World efl:eem'd thy Father honourable, 
But ! did find him frill mine E.nemy: 
Thou fbould'ft have better plea!!'d me with this Deed, 
Hadfi thou dekended from another Houfe. 
But fare thee well, tho•t art a gaHant Youth, 
i would t4ou hadft told m~. of another Father. 
: · [Exit D~~· 

Cel. Were I my Far her, Coz, would I do this~ 
Or/a. I am m >re proud to be Sir Rowl~nd's Son, 

His youngeft Son, and would not change that Calling 
To be ~qopted Heir to Frederic/z. 

Rof. l\1y Father lov'd Sir Rowland as his Sou\ 
And ~n the World was of my Father's Mind: 
tiad I before known this young Man his ~on, l 



Jlhould have given hint Tears ur.to Entreaties~ 
E'er he 1hould thus h ve ventur·d. 

Cel. Bentle Coufin, 
Let us go thank him, ~nd encoura. e him; 
My Father's rough an~ -envious Di!pofition , 
Sticks me at Heart. Str, you h ve wdl deferv d, 
If you do keep your Promifes io Lov~, . 
But jufily as y u h ve exceeded all m Promtfc. 
Your Mifirds fuall be happy. 

Rof. Gentleman, . . 
Wear this for me; one out of Suns w1th Fortune, 
That could give more, but that her Hand Ja,ks Means. 
Shall we go, Coz! 

Cel. Ay; fare you wel, fair Gemlemt • 
Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you! My better Parts 

Are all thrown down, and that which here ftands up 
Is but a Quintine, a more livelefs Block. 

Rof. He calls us ba.ck: my Pride feU with my Fortunes. 
I'll ask him what he would. Did you call Sid 
Sir, you have wrefl:Jed well, and overthrown 
More than your Enemies. 

Cel. Will you go> Coz? 
Rof. Have with you: f.ue you well. [Ex. Rof. ~end Gel. 
fJrla. What Paffion hangs thefc We,ghts upon my Tongue~ 

I cannot fpeak to her ; yet ihe urg'd Conference. -: 
Enter Le Beu. 

0 poor Orlando! thou art overthrown 
Or Charles, or fomething W"'aker mafters thee. 

L1 Beu. Good Sir, I do in Friendfl1ip counfel you 
To lea ve this Place: Albeit you have deferv~d 
High Commendation, true Applaufe, and Love; 
Yet fuch is now the Duke's Condition, 
That he mifconfiers afl that you have done. 
The D uke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More fuits you to conceive, than me to fpeak of. 
· Orla. I thank you Sir, and pray you tell me this, 

Which of thefe two was Daughter to the Duke, · 
That here. was at the W refiJing? . 
' Le Beu. Neither his Daught r, if we judge by M~nners; 
But yet indeed the taller is his Daughter; · \ 
The other is Daughter to the bani1h'd Du~e, 



6o8 
And here detain,d by her ufurping Uncle 
To keep his Dlughter Company, whofe Loves 
Are clearer than the natural Bond of Sifl:ers : 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
H t ta'en Difpleafure 'gainfi: his gentle N eice; 
Grotmdt:d upon no other Argument, 

Ut tha the People praife her for her Virtues; 
· pit he for her old F .1ther'~ fake; 

.A.1d on my Lift! his Malice 'gainfl: the Lady 
Wil fuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you weU; 
Hereafter in a better World than this, 
I thall de fire more Love and Knowledge of you~ [Exit .. 

Or/a. I reO: much bounden to you: Fare you we1l f 
Thu'; m3y I from the Smoke into the Smother; 
From Tyrant Duke, unto a Tyrant Brother: 
But heav'nly Rofolind! [Exit. 

S C E NE Ill. 

Enter Celia and Rofalind. 
Ctl. Why Coufin, why Rofolind; Cupid have Mercy; not 

a word! 
Rof. Not one to throw at a Dog. 
Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be call: away upon 

Curs, throw fome of them at me; come, lame me with Rea-
fans. 

Ro(. Then there were two Coufins laid up, when the one 
fuould be Jam'd with Reafons, and the other mad without 
any. 

·c,z. But is all this for your Father~ 
Rof. N a, fome of it is for my Child's Father. Oh how 

full of Briers is this working-Day .. world. 
Cel. They are but Bttrs, Coufin, thrown upon thee in 

Holiday Foolery; if we walk not in the troden Paths, our 
very p,tticoats will catch them. 

Rof. I could fluke them off my Coat; thefe Burs are in 
my Heart. 
t.. Cel. Hem them away. 

Roj. I would try • if I could cry Hem, and have him. 
Cel. Come, come, wreftle with thy AffeCtions. 

Zof. 



Rof. 0 they take the Part 
{elf. 

Cel. O, a good Wiih upon you; you will try in time in 
~eijJight of a Fall; but curning thefe J dh out of S ~rvice, let 
us talk in good earnefi: I! It poffible on fuch a iuddcr1 you 
1hould fall mto fo fl:range a liking with old Sir .Rowl~nas 
youngeft Son ! 

Rof. The Duke my Father ]ovpd his Father dearly. 
Cet. Doth it therefore enfue that yr u flH uld love his Son 

dearly? By this kind of Chafe f tl1ould hate him, for my 
Father hated his Father de rly; yet I hate not Or/.,tndo. 

Rof. No Faith, hate him not for my S:;ke. 
Cet. Why ihould I not? Doth nor he deferve well~ 

Enter Duke with Lords. 
Rof.. Let me love him f 1r rhar, and do you love him; 

Becaufe do. Look, here comes th ... Dt.ke. 
Cel. With his Eyes full of An~er. 
Duk,J. Mlil:re(~, difpnch ) ou wtth your fafdl: ha!h·; 

A.nd get you from our Court. 
Rof. Me, Uncle! 
Duke. You, Coufin. 

Withm thefe ten Dc1ys if that thou bee'lt found 
So near our publick Court as twenty Miles, 
. Thou diefi for it. 

Rof. I do befeech your Grace 
Let me the Knowle~ge of my Fault bear with me: 
If with my felf I hold Intelligence, 
Or have Acquaintance with my own Defires, 
If that I do not dream or be not £an ick, 
As I do trufi I am not, then dear U ode, 
Never fo much as in a Thought unborn 
Did I offend your Hig hnefs. 

Duk!. Thus do all Traitors, 
If their Purgation did confi l1: in Words, 
They are as innocent as Grace it felf: 
Let it fuffice thee that I crufi thee not. 

Ro[. Yet your Mifl:rufi can not make me a Traitor; 
T dl me whercon the likelihood depends. 

Du~e. Th~u ut thy Father's Daughter, there's enough. 
Rof. So was.I whc:n your HighGefs took his Dukedom, 

So was I when your Highnefs banifl1•d him; 
YoL.II. · L T1eafoo 



Treafon is not inherited, my Lord, 
Or if we did derive it from our Friends; 
What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor: 
Then good my Liege, mifi:ake me not fo much, 
To think my Poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear Soveraign hear me fpeak. 
Dukf· Ay Celia, we fl:aid her for your fake~ 

Elfe had fbe with her Father rang,d along. 
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her fray; 

I was too y.oung that time to value her, 
But now I know her; if fhe be a Traitor, 
Why fo am I; we fiill have flept together, 
Rofe at an Infhnt, learn'Cf, plaid, eat together, 
And whercfo'er we went, like Juno's Swans, 
Still we went coupled and infeparable. ' 

Du~e. She is too fubtile for thee, and her Smoothncfs, 
Her verv SJlence, and her Patience, 
Spea.k to .. the People, and they pity her : 
7'h'Ju art a Fool, {he robs thee of thy Name, 
And thou wilt !how more bright;, and feem more virtuous 
\V hen (he is gone; then open not thy Lips, 
Firm and irrevocable is my Doom, 
Which I have pafi upon her; fi1e is bani01'd. 

Cel. Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my Liege, 
I cannot live eut of her Company. 

Duk_:. Yott are a Fool; you N eice provide your felf, 
If you out·fiay the time, upon mine Honour, 
And in the Greatnefs of my Word, you die. 

[Exit Duke, &c; 
Cel. 0 my poor Rofalind, whither wilt thou go I 

Wilt thou change Fathers I I will give thee mine: 
I charge thee be not thou more griev•d than I am. 
:,· Rof. I have more Caufe, 

Cel. Thou hall: not, Coufin, 
Prithee be cheerful ; know'fi thou not the Duke 
Has banilh 'd me his Daughter? 

Rof That he hath not. 
Col. 1 To, hath not? Rofltlind lacks then the Love 

VJ'hich. teachcth thee that thou. and I am one: 
Sl all we be fund red! ShaH we parr;, fwe~t Girl r 
l.I<?, id my f<~thcr feel< ~nothcr Heir. 



Therefore devife with me how we may fly; 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us, 
And do not feek to take your Charge upon you, 
To bear your Griefs your felf, and leave me out: 
For by this Hea v'n, now at our Sorrows pale, 
Say what thou cansft, 1'11 go along with thee. 

Rof, Why, whither fuall we go? 
Cel. To feek my Uncle in the Forefl of Arden. 
Ro.f. Alas, what Danger wiU it be to us, 

Maids as we are, to travel forth fo lar 1 
Beauty provoketh Thieves fooner than Gold. 

Cel. l"ll put my felf in poor and mean Attire~ 
d with a kind of Umber fmutch my Face, 

like do you, fo !hall we pafs along, 
And never fiir Alf:lilants. 

Roj> Were it not better, 
Becaufe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did fuit me a 1 Points like a Man; 
A gallant Curtelax upon my Thigh, 
A Bore-fpear in my Hand, and in my Heart 
Lie there what hidden Woman's Fear there will; 
We'll have a fwa!hing and a martial Outfide, 
As many other mannilh Cowards have, 
That do outface it with their Semblances. 

Cel. What 1hall I call thee when thou art a MaR~ 
Rof. ru have no worfe a Name than Jove's own Page~ 

And therefore look you call me Ganimed; 
But what wiiJ you be call'd? 

Cel. Something that bath a Reference to my St.tte: 
No longer Celia, but .Aliena. 

Rof. But Coufir, what if we alfaid to fieal 
The clownilh Fool out of your Father's Court: 
Would he n t be a Comfort to our Travel? 

Cet. He'Jl go along o'er the wide World with me; 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away, 
And g~t our Jewels and our Wealth together; 

, Devife the fictcfi time, and fafell: way 
To hide us from Purfuit that will be made 
After my Flight: Now go we in Content 
To Liberty, and not to Ban1lhment. 

L ,_ 
[ExtHnt~ 
Act 



612. 

ACTII. SCEN· E I. 

S C EN E a Forejl. 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three Lords 
li~e Foreflers. 

Dt-sk.! Sen. N 0 W my Co-mates, and Brothers in Exile, 
Hath not old Cufiom made this Life more 

fwcet 
Than that of painted Pomp~ ·Are not tbefe Woods 
More free from Peri1 than the envious Court? 
H<::re feel we not the Penalty of Adam, 
1" he Sea(on's Difference, as th'e Icie phang 
And churliili chiding of the Winter's \Vind; 
Which when it bites and blows upon my Body, 
Even 'till I furink with Cold, I fmile, and fay, 
This is r.o Flattery: Thefe are Couofellors 
That feelingly perfuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the Ufes of Adverfity, 
\Vhich like the Toad, ugly and venemous, 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his fJ e:4d: 
And this our Life exempt from publick Haunt~ . 
Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Broo~s; 
Sirmons in Stone~, and Good in every thing. 

Ami en. I would not change it; h:1ppy is your Grace 
That can tran{hte the Stubb01 nnefs of Fortuna 
Into {o quiet and fo fweet a Style. 
' Du~ Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill us Venifon? 
An yet it irks me, the poor dapled Fools, 
B.;ir.g nat:v.::: Burghers of this defart City, 
Should in their own Confines with forked He~ds, 
Have th~ir re.' nd !hunches goar'd. 

1 Lord. ir d~rd, my Lord,. 
The melanc. oJy Ja:pus grieves at that, 
And in that kind {wears you·do more ufurp, 
Th01n doth your Brother tl at hath banifh•d you: 
To Day n1y Lord of .Amiens, and my felf, 
Did Heal bd ind him as he lay alo g 
U n!ier an Oak, "" hofe an~i~k Root peeps out 

Upon 



Upon the Brook that brawls along this Wood, 
To the which Place a poor fcqucfl:red Stag 
That from the Hunters Aim had ta'en a Hurt, 
Did come to languifh; and i 1deed my Lord, 
The wretched Animal heav'd forth fi1ch Groans, 
That th··i r Diichargc did fi retch his leathern Coat 
Aim Jfi to burfring, and the big rourtd Tears 
CotH s'd cne nod er down his innocent Nofe 
In piteous hafi ; and thus the hairy Fool, 
Much ma+e of the m lancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th' ~xtrcam r: fi V crge of the. fwift Brook, 
Augment · ~; it ~it\ Tears. 

Duk! Sen. Aut hat hid Jaqeees~ 
Did lle not mo ar z this Speetac!e ~ 

1 Lord. 0 yef;. into a th'1uf~nd Sir ilies. 
Firfi, for his We p:, g int0 th ... nc;edlefs Stream; 
Poor Deer, q u th he, thou mak'fi a Tefiament 
As Worldlings do, giving thy Sum of more 
To that which had toe much. Then being alone~ 
Left and ab1ndon'd of his velvet Friends; 
'Tis right, quoth 'he, thus Mifery cloth part 
The Flux ofCompany: Anon a cardefi Herd 
Full of the Pafi:ure, jumps along by him, 
And never fl:ays to greet him: Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on> you fat and greazy Citizens, 
'Tis jufl: the Fafhion ; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken Bankrupt there~ 
Thus moft inveEtively he pierceth through 
The Body of the Country, City, Court, . 
Yea, and through this dllr Life, f wearing that we 
Are meer Ufurpers, Tyrants; and what's worf~, 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their affign'd and n:1ti ve dwelling Place. 

Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this Contemplation? 
:z. Lord. We did, my L'Jrd, weeping and commenting 

Upon the fobbing Deer. 
Dul(e Sen. Show me the Pl2ce, 

I love to cope him in thefe fullen Fits, 
For then he's full of Matter. 

:z. Lord. I·H bripg you to him firaight. 
.. L 3 

rE)..·eunt. 
SCENE 



SCENE 11. The P~tlace. 

Enter Duke with Lords. 
Dufe.!. Can it be poffible that no Man faw them ~ 

It cannot be; fame Villains of my Court 
Are of Confent and Sufferance in this. 

I Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee her • 
The Ladies, her Attendants of her Chamber, 
Saw her abed, and in the Morning' early 
They found the Bed untreafur'd of their Mifl:refs. 

2. Lord. My Lord, the roynifh Clown, at whom fo oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo miffing: 
Hifperia, the Princefs 6ientlewoman, 
Confeffes that fhe fecretly o'er-heard 
Your Daughter and her Coufin much commend 
The Parts and ~races of the W refiler 
That did but lately foil the finowy Charles, 
And Che believes where-ever they are gone, 
~hat Youth is furely in their Company. 

Duke. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither, 
If he be abfent, bring his Brother to me, 
I'll make him find him; do this fuddenJy, 
And let not Search and lnquifition quail 
To bring again thefe foolifh R.unaways. [ Exes11t • 

• SCE N E Ill. Oliver's Houfo.' 

Enter Odando and Adam. 
Orla. Who's there? 
.Adam. What my young Mafier, oh my gentle Mafler, 

Oh my fweet IV1afi:er, 0 you Memory 
Of old Sir Rowland~ Why, what make you here~ 
Why are you virtuous? Why do People love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, firong, and valiant? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The oonny Prifer of the humorous Duke! 
Your Praife is come too fwiftly I--Iome before you. 
Know you not, M1fler, to f< me kind of Men 
Their Graces ft.rve them but as Enemies; 

No 



No more do yours; you~ Vi~tues, gentle ~taller 
Are fanctified and holy Traitors to you. 
Oh what a World is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it I 

Or/11. Why, what's the matter~ 
Adam. 0 unhappy Youth, 

Come not within thefe Doors; within this Roof 
The Enemy qf all your Graces lives: 
Your Brother--no; no Brother, yet the Son, 
Yet not the Son, I will not call him Son, 
Of him I was about to call his Father. · 
Hath heard your Praifes, and this Night he means 
To burn the Lodging where you ufe to lye, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 
He will have other Means to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his PraB:ices; 
This is no Place, this Houfe is but a Butchery; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter ir. 

Orla. Why, whither Adam wouldfl: thou have me go ? 
Adam. No matter whither, fo you come not here. 
Orla. What, wouldfl: thou have me go and beg my Food, 

Or with a bafe and boifl:rous Sword enforce 
A thievilh living on the common Ro1d? 
This I mull: do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will fubject: me to the Malice 
Of a diverted B1ood, and bloody Brother • 

.Adam. But do not fo, I have five hundred Crowns; 
The thrifty' Hire I fav'd ur:der your Father, 
Which I did !lore to be my falter Nurfe, 
When Service thould in my old Limbs lye lam~, 
And unregarded Age in Corners thrown ; 
Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be Comfort to my Age; here is the Gold, 
All this I give you, Jet me be your Servant, 
Tho' I look old, yet I am flrong and lufiy, 
Por in my Youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious Liquors in my Blood, 
Nor did I with unba1hful Forehead woo 
Tf:e Mc1ns ofWeaknefs and Debility; 1 

. L4f 



Therefore my Age is as a Jufiy Winter, 
F1o!l:y, but kindly; let me go with you, 
l'il do rhe Servi~e of a younger Man 
Ir1 all your Bufinefs and Neceffities. 

Oria. Oh good old Man, how well in thee :appears 
Th~ confi:ant Service of the antick VI orld; 
Wnt:n Service fweat for Duty, not for Need! 
Thou art not for the Fafhion of thefe times, 
Vvh re none will fweat, but for Promotion, 
And having that, do choak their Service up, 
Even with the having; It is not fo with thee; 
Hnt poor old Man, thou prun'fi a rotten Tree, 
That cannot fo much as a Bloff0m yield, 
In lieu of all thy Pains ar d Husbandry; 
But come thy ways, we'il go alonf.{ together, 
And e'er we have thy youthful Wages fpent, 
W e':l ljght upon fome fetled low Content. 

Adam. 1\r ;lUer go on, and I will fi>Low thee 
To the lafi Gafp with truth and Loyalty. 
F• om fevenreen Years 'till now almolt fourfcore 
Here lived I, buc now live h re no more. 
At fevente~n Years many their ortunes feek, 
But at fourfcorr, it is too late a Week; 
Yet Fortune cannot recornpence me better 
Than to die wdJ, and not my Mafier,s Debter. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV.. The Forejl. 

Enter Rof~ li nd in BoyJ Cloaths for Ganimcd, Celia. dreft li(e 
a Shepherdefs for Alien~, and Clown. 

Rof. 0 Jt~piter1 Jww m~.:rry are my Spirit~! 
Clo. I ea e not for my S piritf, if my Legs were net 

wc~ry. 

R(Jf. I could find in my Heart to di grace my ~1:an's Ap· 
pare}, and <. ry 1 ike a W om:w; but I m ufi comfort the weak· 
er V dfel, as D { ub! .. t ;nd Hofe oue-ht to fl1ow it !tlf Cou· 
rageou5 to a PtttrcoH; th~t cfore Courage, good .Aliena. 

Cc!. I piay you be~r wnh ffi(, I can go no further. 
Clo. For my i art, I had rather bear with you, than bear 

you ; yec I i11 ould b< a r Lo Crnfs if I did b< ar )'OU, fori 
thinl< you have no 1t1ony in your Purfe. .. 



Rof. Well, this is the Forell of Arden. 
Clown. Ay, now am I in Arden, the more Fool J, when 

I w :1t home I was in a better place; but Travellers mufi: 
be content. 

E1zter Corin and Silvius. 
Rof. Ay, be fo, good Touchftone; )ook you who comes 

here, a young Man and an old, in folemn talk. 
Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you fiilJ. 
Sil. 0 Corin, that thou knew'fl: bow I do love her. 
Cor. I partly gutf, for I have lov'd e'er now. 
Sil. No Corin, b ing old, thou ca~'ll: not guefs, 

Tho' in thy Youth thou wafl: as true a Lover, 
As ever figh'd upon a Mtd 1ight Pillow; 
But if thy Love were ever like td mine, 
As fure ! thir.k d1d never Man love fo; 
How many Adions moll ridiculous 
Hafi thou been drawn to by thy F ant•fte ~ 

Cor. Into a thoufand that I have forgotten. 
Sil. Oh thou didfl: tben ne' er love fo heartily; 

If thou remembrefi not the fiightcd FoJJy 
That ever Love did make thee run into, 
Thou hafi: nor lov'd ; 
Or if thou haft r:ot fate as I do now, 
We rying thy Hearer in thy ~1ifirefs Praifc~ 
Thou hafi: not lov'd. 
Or if thou hafi not broke from Company, 
Abruptly as my P.diion now makes me, 
Thou hafi: not lov'd~ 
0 Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. [Exit Sil. 

Rof. Alas poor Shepherd! fearching of chy \Vound~ 
I have by hard Adventure found my own. 

Clo. And I mine; I remember when I was in Love, I 
broke my Sword \lpon ~ Stone, and bid him take th~t £)r 
coming a Ni~hts to Jdne Smile; and I remember the Kii: 
fing of her Eatlet, and the Cow's Dugs that her pretty 
chopt Hands had milk'd; and I remember the wooing nf a 
Pe;fcod inHead of her, from whom I took two Cods, and 
giving h~r them :1g~in, faid with weeping Tears, wear thef:! 
for my fakt; we that are true Lovers run into firange Ca• 
pers ; but all is Mortal in Nature, fo is all Nature in Love, 
ffi:)rtal to Folly. 



Rof. 1·hou fpeak'l1: wifer than thou art ware ol. 
Cto. Nay, I 1hall ne' er be ware of mine own Wit, 'dll 

break my Shins againft it. 
Rof. Jove l Jo·ve ! this Shepherd's Paffion 

Is much upon my Falhion. . 
Clo. And mine, but it grows fomething fiale with me! 
Cet. I pray you, one of you quefl:ion yond Man, 

If he for Gold will give us any Food, 
I faint almofl: to Death. 

Cio. Holla; you Clown. 
Rof. Peace Fool, he's not thy" Kinfman. 
Cor. Who calls~ 
Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 
Cor. Eife they are wretched • 
.RD[. Pe~ce I fay; good ,£ ven to you, Friend. 
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Rof. I prethee, Shepherd, if that Love or Gold 

Can in this defert PJace buy Entertainment ; 
Bring us where we may refl: our {elves, and feed; 
Here's a young Maid with Travel much oppre1fed;, 
And faints for Succour. 

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, 
And wilh for her fake, more than for miAe own, 
My Fortunes were more able to relieve her; 
But ! am a Shc.pherd to another Man, 
And do not theer the Fleeces that I graze; 
.l\.1y Mafier is of churli fu Difpofirion. 
And little wreaks to find the w~y to Heav'n 
By doing Deeds of Hofpitality: 
Befides, his Coat, his flocks, and Bounds of feed 
are now on Sale, and at our Sheep-coat now, 
By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come fee, 
And in my Voice mofl: welcome fhalJ you be. 

Ro[. \V hat is he that lhall buy his Flock and Pafiure f 
Cor. That young Swain that you faw here but e'er while, 

Th1t little cares for buying any thing. . 
R~f. I pray t.Qfe, if it fiand with Honefiy, 

· :Buy thou the Cottage, Paflure, and the Flock, 
And thou ibalt have to pay for it of us. 



Cel. And we will mend thy Wages; 
I like this place, and willingly could 
Wafl:e my time in it. 

Cor. Alfure.dly the thing is to be fold; 
~o with me, if you like up n R oport, 
The SoiJ, the Profit, and this kind oi ife; 
I wi11 your very faithfull~eeder be, 
And buy it with your Gold right fuddenly. [ ExeHnt. 

S C EN E V. 

l!"ter Amiens, J aqucs, and fllhtrs. 

S 0 N <5. 

Vnder the greenhood Tree, 
Ulho loves to lye with me:~ 

.And turn his merry Note, 
Vnto the fweet Bird's Throat; 

Come hither, come hitl;er, come hither, 
Here foall he fee no Enemy, 

But H1nttr and rougb Weather. 

Jaq. ~lore, more, 1 prc:thee, more • 
.Ami. It will make ¥OU melancholy, lvlounfieur Ja1ues • . 
Jaq. I th~nk it ; more, .I prc!hee, more, 

I can fuck Melancholy out of ·a Song, 
As a Weazel fucks Eggs: 1ore, I prcthee, more • 

.Ami. 1\ty Voice Js ruggtd, I know I cannot pleafe you. 
Jaq. I do not defire you to pl ~afe me, 

I do de fire you to ling; 
Come, come, another Stanzo: Call you 'e.m Stanza's? 

.Ami. What you will, Mounfieur Jaques. 
Jaq. Nay, I care not for your Name~, they owe me ne

thing. Will you fing! 
Ami. More at your requdr, than to pJeafe my feJf. 
Jaq. Well then, if ever I dHnk any Man, l'Jl thank you; 

but tbat they call Complement is Jike tl,• Encour.ter of two 
Dog-Apes. And when a Man thanks me he4rti!y, rot
thinks I have given 'him a Penny, and he renders me the · 
be!?garly Thanks. Come ling, and you that will not, hold 
fOUr T'on1: JCS'. 

Ami. 



Ami. Well, I'll end the Son~. Sirs, C<)Ver the while ; 
the r>uke will Dine under this Tree; he ha.th been all this 
day to look you. . 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too difputable for my Company: 
I think of as many Matters as he, but I gi\!e 
Heav'g thanks, :md make no Boafi: of then. 
Come, warble, come. 

S 0 N G. 
Who doth Ambition foun 

.And loves to lye i!th' Sun, 
Seeking the Food he eats, 

And pleald with what he gets; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 

Here Jball yo11 fee, no Enemy, 
But vVinter and rough Wtatber. 

Jaq. I'll give· you a V erfe to this Note, 
That I made yeO:erday in defpight of my Invention. 

Ami. And I'll fing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes. 

If it do come to pafs, 
7hat any Man turn Afs; 
Leaving his Wealt/-; and Ea[e, 
..A ftubborn Will to pleafe, 

Ducdame, Ducdame, Ducdame; 
Here jball he fee, grofs Fools ItS he, 
And if he 'lVili come to me • 

.Ami. \V hat's that Ducdame ~ 
yaq. 'Tis a Greek ~nvocation, to call F)ols into a Circle. 

I'll go flce:p if I can; if I cannot. I'll rail a~ainfi all the Fidl:-
born of Egypt • 

.dmi. And I'll go feck the D.ukl·, 
H·s B•nquet i~ prepar'd. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 
Enter 01lando artd Adam . 

.Adam. Dear 1vlafier, I can go no furtlur; ' 
0 I die for fi'ood! H~re lye I down. 



'And meafure out my Grave. Fariwel, kind Mafl:er. 
Orl. Why how aow, Adam l no greater Heart in thee? 

Live a littl<:, comfort a little, cheer thy fdf a little. 
If this uncouth forefr yield any thing Savage .. 
I will either be Food for it, or bring it for Food to thee 
Thy Conceit is ne Jer Deat., than thy Powers. · 
For my fake be comfortable, hold D f. atb a while 
At the Arm's end: I will be here with thee prelently, 
Aod if I bring thee not fomething to eat, 
I will give thee leave to die. But if thou diell 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my Labour. 
W dl fa id, thou look'fi: cheerly. 
And I'll be with thee quickly; yet thou lieft 
In the bleak Air. Come, I will bear thee 
To fome Shelter, and thou lhalt not die 
For Jack of '3 Dinner; 
If there live any thing in this Defart. 
Cheerly, good Adam. [Exesnt. 

S C EN E VII. 
Enter Dukp Sen. and Lords. [.A Table [et o11t. 

DNk! Sen. I thi11k he be transform'd into a Beafi, 
For I can no where find him hke a Man. 

1 Lord. My L01 d, he is but even now gone hence., 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

Duk.! Sen. If he, compact of Jar~~ grow Mufical, 
We lha11 have iliortly D1fcord in the Spheres: 
Go feek him,_ tell him I would fpeak with him. .f·· 

Enter J aques. . 
1 Lord. He fav~s my Labour by his own approach. 
Duk! Stn. Why how now, Monfieur, what a Life is thi~ 

That your poor Friends muft woo your Company! 
VJhat, you look merrily. 

Jaq. A Fool, a Fool, 1 met a Fool i' th' Forefl, 
A modey Fool; a mifcrable World l 
As I do live by Food, I met a Fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask'd him in the Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good fet terms, and yet a motley Fool. 
Cood morrow, FooJ, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he-, 

Call 



Call me not Fool, 'till Heav'n hath fent me Fortune; 
And then lie drew a Dial from his Poak, 
And looiiing on it, with Jack-Iuflre Eye~ 
Say!', very wifely, it is ten a Clock: 
'fhus we may fee, quoth he, how the world wags: 
:Tis but an hour ago fince it was nine, 
And after one hour more 'twill be eleven, 
Lnd GJ from nour to hour, we ripe, :md ripe, 
And th n from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby h~ngs a 'Fale. When I did hear 
The motley Fool thus moral on the timeo, 
My Lungs began to crow like Ch nticleer, 
That Fools fhould be fo deep contemplative: 
And I did laugh, fans intermiffion, 
An hour by his Dial. 0 noble Fool, 
A worthy Fool. Motely's the only wear. 

Duk! Sen. What Fool is this~ 
Jaq. 0 worthy Fool; one that hath been a Courtier, 

·And iays, if Ladies be young and fair, 
They have the Gift to know it : And in his Brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder Bisket 
Afcer a Voyage, he hath fl:range places cram'd 
With Obfervation, the which he vents 
In mangled Forms. 0 that I were a Fool, 
I am ambitious for a motley Coat. 

Duk! Sen. Thou lhalc have one. 
Jaq. It is my only Suit, 

Prov1ded that you weed your better Judgments 
Of all Opinion that grows rank in them, 
That I ~m Wife. I mull: have liberty 
Withal, as large a Charter as the Wind, 
To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo Fools have; 
And they that are mofi: gaulcd with my Folly, 
They moll mufl: Laugh: And why, Sir, mufl: they fo ~ 
The way is plain, as way to Parifh Church; 
He that a Fool doth very wifely hie~ 
Doth very foolifhly, altho • he fmart, 
Seem fenfelefs of the Bob. If nor, 
The wife Man's Folly is Anatomiz'd 
E vcn by the fquandrin"" G lances of a Fooi. 
Invcfl: me in the mo~lcy, give me le~ve 
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To fpeak my Mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanfe the foul Body of th' infected \Vorid, 
If they will patiently receive my Medicine. 

D*k!. Sen. Fie on thee, I can teH what thou wouldfl: do. 
Jaq. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good~ 
Duk..,e Sen. Mofi mifchievous foul Sin, in chiding Sin: 

Por thou thy fcJf hafi been a Libertine, 
As fenfual -as the brutith Sting it felf, 
And .all th' imboffed Sores, and headed Evils, 
That thou with licenfc of free foot hafi caught, 
W ould'fi: thou difgorge into the general World. 

Jaq. Why who cries out on Pride, 
That can therein tax any private Party: 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 
•Till that the weary very means do ebb. 
What Woman in the City do I n~me, 
When that I fay the City W om~n bears 
The cofi: of Princes on unworthv SHould~rs? 
Who can come in; and fay that 1: mean her, 
When fuch a one as fhe, fuch is her Neighbour~ 
Or what is he of bafefi Function, 
That fays his Bravery is not on my colt, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein fntes 
His FoiJy to the mettle of my Speech, · 
There then, how then, what then, let me fee wherein 
My Tongue hath wrong' cl him; if it do him right, 
Then he bath wrong·d himfelf; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing l1ke a wild Goofe flies 
IJnclaim'd of any Man. But who comes here~ 

Enter Orlando. 
OrlA. :Forbear, and eat no more. 
JAq. Why I have eat none yet. 
Or/a. Nor ilialt not, 'till N ecdiity be ferv'd. 
JalJ.. Of what kind ihould this Cock come~ 
DukJ Sen. Art thou thus boldcn'd, Man, by thy Difirefs I 

Or elfe a rude Defpifer of good Manners~ 
That in Civility thou feem'lt fo empty~ 

Or/. You touch'd my Vein at firfi, the thorny Point 
Of bare Difirefs, that hath ta'en from me the fuew 
Of fmooth Civility; yet am I Inland bred, 
And know fome N~rcure: But forbear, I fay, 



He dies that touches any of this Fruit, 
;)Till I and. my Affairs are anfwered. 

JAq. And you will not be anfwered with Reafon. 
I muH: die. 

Duke Sen. What would you have? 
Your Gentlenefs iha.ll force, more than your Force 
Move us to Gentleneb~ 

Or/a. I almofi die for Fo~d, and let me have it~ 
Duk.! Sen. Si.t down and feed, and welcome to o1u Table: 
Orla. Speak you fo gently? Pardon me, I pray you, 

I thought that all things had been Savage here, 
And therefore put I on the Countenance 
Of frern commandment. But whate'er you are 
That in this Defart inacceffible, 
U rder the ihade of melancholy Bough~, 
Lofe and neglect the creeping Hours of Time; 
If ever you have look'd on better Days; 
If ever been where Bells have knoll"d to Church; 
If ever fate at nny good Man'~ Feafl:; 
Jf ever from your Eye-lids wip'd a Tear, 
Ana know what 'tis ro pity, and be p~tied; 
Let Gentlenefs my flrong enforcement he, 
In the which hope I blufh and hide my Sword. 

Dr~k! Sen. True is it that we have feen better Days, 
And have with holy Bell been knoll'd to Church, 
And [Jte at good Mens Feafis, and wip'd our Eyes 
Of drop~, that facred Pity bath engendred: 
And therefore fit you down in gentlenef~, 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be minflred. 

Or/a. Then but forbear yo r Food a little while, 
Whiles, like a Doe, I go to find my Fawn, 
Ar.d give it Food. There is an old poor Man, 
Who after me bath many weary fiep 
Limp'd in pure Love; ~Till he be firfl: fuffic•d, 
tQppreG'd with two weal< Evils, Age and Hunger, 
I will not touch a bir. 

Duk! Sen. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing Wlfte 'tilt you return. 

Orla. I tha:::k ye, and be blefs'd for your good Comfort. 
[Exit. 
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D11(.1 Se11. Thou feefl: we are not all alone unbappy: 
This wide and univerfal Theatre 
Prefents more woful Pageants than the Sce;e 
Wherein we play. 

J"'i· All the World's a Stage, 
And all the Men and Women mterly Players; 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 
And one Man in his time plays many parrs: 

' Mis Atis being feven Ages. At firfi the Infant. 
New ling and puking in the Nurfe's Arms: 
Then. the whining School-boy with his Satchel, 
And ihining ·Morning·face, creeping like Snail 
Unwillingly to School. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ballad 
Made to his Mifrrefs·s Eye-brow. Then a Soldier" 
Full of firange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in Honour, fudden and quick in Quarrel, 
Seeking the Bubble Reputation, 

·Even in the Canon's Mouth. And then the Jufl:ice 
In fair round Belly, with good Capon lin'd, 
With Eyes fcvere, and Beard of formal cut, 
Pull of wife Saws, and modern I nfiancts, 
And fo he plays his patt. The fixth Age thifcs 
Into the lean and fiipper'd Pantaloon, 
With SpeCtacles on Nofe, and Pouch en fide; 
His youthful Mofe well fav'd, a world too wide 
For is thrunk Shank, and his big manly Vorce 
_Turning again toward childilh trebble Pipe~, 
And whiftles in his found. Lafi Scene of all, 
That ends this firange eventful Hifiory, 
Is fecond Childithnefs, and meer Oblivion, 
Sans Teeth, fans Eyes, fans ::fafie, fans every thing~ 

Enter Orlando with Adam. 
DukJSen. Wel,ome: Set down your venerable Burthea; 

and ltt him feed. 
Or/11. I thank you mofi for him. 
Adam. So had you need, 

I fcarre can fpeak to thank you for my felf. 
D•k.! Sen. Welcome, fall too: I will not trouble you; 

As yet to quefl:ion you about your Fortunes. 
Give us fomc 1\1-ufidc, and · good Coufin, ling. 
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Blow, blo'JJJ, thou w;ntcr Wind, 
Thou art not fo unk,tnd, as Man's Ingratitude; 
Thy Tooth is not fo k.,een, becttufe thou art not feen, 

.Altho' thy Breath be rude. 
Heigh ho, jing heigh ho, unto the green Holly; 
1J1ojt Friendfbip is feigning; mofl Loving meer Folly: 

1'hen heigh ho, the Holly, 
1 his Life is moft Jolly, 

Frie~e, Frie~e; thou bitter Sk.J, that doft not bite fo nigh 
As Benefits forgot: 

Tho' thou the Waters warp, thy Sting is not fo Jbarp, 
As Friend remembred not, 

Heigh ho:~ jing, &c. 

Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowlam!s Son~ 
As you have whifper'd faithfully you we~e, ' 
And as mine Eye cloth his Effigies witnefs, 
Mofi: truly limn'd, and living in your Face, 
Be truly welcome hither. I ~m the Duke 
Tbat Jov'd your Father: The reGdue of your Fortune, 
Go to my Cave and tell me. Good old Man, 
:rhou art right Welcome, as thy Mafier is; 
Support him by the Arm ; give me your Hand, 
And let me all your Fortunes und~!ftand. [Exe~*'· 

A C T Ill. S C EN E I. 
S C E N E the Pa!ac~. 

Enter Du~e, Lords, and Oliver. 
Duke·N 0 T fee him fince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be: 

But were I not the better part made Mercy, 
I fi

1
ould not feck an abfent Argument 

Of my Revenge, thou pref< nt: But look to it, 
Find 01 t thy Brother wherefoe'er he it, 
s~ck llim wnh Candle; bring him dead or living; 
Within this Twelve~month, or turn thou no more 
To {etk a Living in our Territory, , 
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Thy Lands wd a]J things that thou dofi call thine, 
Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands, 
'Till thou canll quit thee by thy Brother's Mouth, 
Ol what we think againfr thee, 

Oli. Oh th,t your Highne(c; knew my Heart in this: 
I never lov'd my Brother in my Life. 

Duk!. More Villain thou. Well! putb him out of l)oors, 
And let my Officers of fuch a nature 
Make an Extent upon his Houfe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and tUrn him going. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E II. 1f1e Forefl. 
Enter 0 rlando. 

Orla. Hang there my Verfe, in witnefs of my Love, 
And thou thrice Crowned Queen of Night furvey, 

. V\fith thy ch1fi: Eye, from thy pale Sphere above, 
Thy Huntrefs name, th1t my full Life doth :1\vay. 
0 Rofo/ind, thefe Trees fl1alJ be my Book~, 
And in their Barks my Thoughts 1'11 Character, 
that every Eye, which in this Forell: looks, 
Shall fee thy Virtue witoefs'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando, carve on every Tree, 
The f.lir, the chafr, and uncxprdiive lhe. 

Enter Core 1 and Clown. 
[Exit. 

Cor. And how like you this Shepherd's Life, Mr.Tottchftone ~ 
Clown. Truly, Shepherd, in refpeet of it felf, it is a good 

Life; but in refped that it is a Shepherd's Life, it is naught. 
In refpett that it is folitary, I like it very well ; but in re
fpeB: that it is private, it is a very vile Life. Now in refpeet 
it is in the Fields, it pleafeth me well; but in refpect it i5 
not in the Court, it is tedious. As it is a fp.are Life, look 
you, it fits my Humour well; but as there is no more plen
ty in it, it goes much againO: my Stomach. H.as't .!l_ny Phi-
lofophy in thee, Shepherd! "': · · (, 

Cor. ~~o more, but that I know the more one ficken~, the 
. worfe at eafe he is: And that he that wants Monv, Means, 
and Content, is without three good Friends. "That th(!.. 
Property of Rain is to wet, and Fire to burn: That good 

afiure makes fat Sheep; and tha1: a great caufe of the Nighr, 
., the lack of the Sun: Thac he that ha· h learned no Wit 
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As you Lik 
by Nature, nor Art, may complain of good Breedi41g, or 
comes of a very dull Kindred. ' 

Ct1wn. Such a one is a natural Philofopher. 
W as't ever in Court, Shepherd? 

Cor. No truly. 
Ct,.,n. Then thou art Damn'd. 
Cor. Nay, I hope-
Clown. Truly thou art Damn'd, like an ill·roaficdEgg, all 

on ooe fide. 
Cor. For not being at Court~ Your reafon. 
Clown. Why, if thou never wafl: at Court, thou never 

faw•fl: good Manners; if thou never faw'fi good Manners, 
then thy Manners mufi be wicked; and Wickednefs is Sin, 
and Sin is Damnation: Thou art in a parlous State, Shep-
herd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchftone: Thofe that have good 
Manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrf, as 
the Behaviour of the Country is m oft mockable at the Court. 
You t )Id me, you Salute not at the Court, but you Kifs 
your Hands; that Courtefie would be uncleanly, if Courtiers 
were Sher.herds. 

Clown. Idl:ance, briefly; come, infiance. 
Cor.~ Why, we are fiill handling our Ewes, and their FeJs, 

you know, are greafie. 
Clou·». Why, do not your Courtiers Hands fwe~ ~ And 

is not the Greafe of Mutton as wholfo.Rle a11 the Sweat of a 
Man~ Shallow, fhallow, a better IrJh.nce, I fay: Come. 

Cor. Bdidcs, our Hands are hard. 
Clown. Your Lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow again: 

A more founder Infiance, come. 
Cor. And they are often tarr'd ever with the furgery ol 

our Sheep; and would you have us kifs Tar~ The Courtien 
Hand! are perfum,d with Civet~ 

Cltwn. ~tofi Qlallow, Man: Thou \1Vorms-meat1 in re· 
fpcct of a good piece of Fleih ir.der.d; learn of the Wife 
a d Perpend; Civet is of a bafer birth than Tar; the 
"tery uncleanly Flux of a Cat. Mend the InHance, Shep· 
}Jerd. 

Cor. You luvc too Courtly a Wit for me; I'IJ rell. 
Clown. Wilt thou refl: D~mn' d 1 God help thee, thallow 

lVhn; Gcd make incifioo in thee, thou art raw. 
. . - C.r. 



Cor. Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earn that I , get 
that I wear; owe no Man Hate, envy no Man's Happinels; 
glad of other Mens good, content with my harm; arjd the 
greateR of my Pride, is to fee my Ewes gr2ze, and my 
Lambs fuck. 

Clow11. That is another fimple Sin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get your Li· 
ving by the Copulation of Cattle, to be a Bawd to a Bell
weather, and to betray a She-Lamb of a Twelve-month to 
a crooked Patt:d old Cuckoldly Rlm, out of all reafonable 
Match. If thou be'fl: not Dam 1'd for this, the Devil him
felf will have no Shepherds; I cannot fc.e how thou t11ould'.ft 
'fcape. 

Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Mifirefs'i Bro· 
ther. 

Enter Rofalind with a Paper. 

Rof. From the Eaft to Weftern Inde, 
No Jewel is lik! R.ofalind, 

Her Worth being mounted on the l*nd, 
Through all the World bears Rofalind. 

All the Piflures fiiire.ft Lind, 
Are but black.. to Rofalind; 

Let no Face be k.!pt in mind, 
But the moft fair Rofalind. 

Clown. I'll Rhime you fo, eight years togethe~; din~er~; 
and fuppers, ~nd fleeping hours excepted : It IS the r1ght 
Butter· womens rank to Marktt. 

Ro[; O,ut Fool. 
Ctoivn/ For a tafl:e. 

If a Hart doth lack_ a Hind, 
Let him fee~ out Rofalind, 

If the Cat wilt after Kind, 
So be {ufe wilt Rofalind. 

Wmter G-1rments muft In lin~d, 
So mufl Jlender Rofalind. 

The1 that Reap m11ft jh.eaf and bind, 
Then tD CArt with Rofalind. 

6weettft Meat hath fowreft Rind, 
SNch a Nst is Rofalind. 
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He that fweeteft Rofe will find, 
Muft find Loves pric~ and Rofalind. 

This is the very falfe gallop of Verfes; why do you infetl 
your felf wirh them ~ 

Rof. Peace, you dull Fool, I found them on a Tree. 
Clo2v;:. Truly, the Tree yields bad Fruit! 
Rof. I'H graft~ it with you, and then I fiull graft it with 

~ Medkr; than it will be the earliefi Fruit i'th' Country; 
for you'll be rotten e'er you be half ripe, and that's the right 
Vertue of the Medler. 

Clown. You have faid; but whether wifely or no, let the 
Forell: judge. 

Enter Celia with a Writing. 
Ro[. Peace, here comes my Sifi:er reading, lfiand afide. 
~el. Why jhouU this a Defort he? 

For it is 11-npeopled. No; 
Tongues I'll hang on every Tree, 

That Jball civil Sayings foow. 
Some, ho'JJJ brief the Life of Man 

Rt!ns his erring PUgrimage, 
That the flretchrng of it Span, 

B~tckjes m his jum of Age. 
Some of violtzted Ybws, 

'TuJixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 
'f3ut tipon the fairif/ Boughs, 

Or at every Sentence end, 
1Vtll I Rofahnda write; 

Te.tehing all that read) to k!zow 
This Q!sintej{ence of every Jprite, 

liea1:en would in little jbow. 
Therefore Heaven Nature charg'd:. 

That one Body .fbould be jiti>d -
i-Virh all the Graces wide enlarg'd; 

NatHre prefently d1/fill•d 
Helen's Cheek.,s, bttt not her Heart, 

Cleopatra's Adajefty; 
At:~lanta 's better p~1rt; 

Sad Lucreria's Modefty. 
Thus Rofalind of many parts, 

!JJ hta~'nl; Sjrtod was devild,_ 
Of 



Of many Faces, EJeS and Hearts, 
To have the touches dearefl priz..'d. 

Heav'n 1vould that ft;e thefe Gtfts jbould have, 
And I to live and die her Slave. 

Rof. 0 rpoft gentle Jupiter ! what tedio ~s Homily of 
Love have you wearied younP rifhioncrs v. ithal, and never 
cry'd, Have Patience, good People~ 

Cet. How now, back Friends, Shepherd go off a little : 
Go with him, Sirrah. 

Clown,. Come, Shepherd, let us make an Honourable Re
treat, tho$ .ot with Bag and Baggage, yet with Scrip and 
Scripp$ge. l Exit Cor. and Clown. 

Ctl. DidG: thou hear thefe Verfcs ~ 
Rof. 0 yes, I heard them all, and more too, for fome 

of them had in them more Feet than the Verfc~ would bear. 
Cel. That's no matter; the Feet might bear the Verfes. 
Rof. Ay, but the Feet were lame, and 'ould not bear 

themfelves without the Verfe, and thctefore fiood lamely in 
the Verfe. 

Cr.!. But didfi thou hear without wondring, how thy 
Name fhould be hang'd and carv'd upon thefc Trees? 

Rof. I was [even of the nine days out of wonder, before 
you came: For look here what I found on a Palm-tree; I 
was never fo bcrhim'd fince Pythagoras's time, that I was an 

.friJl; Rat, which I can hardly remember. 
Cel. Tro you, who hath done this? 
Rof. Isit aMan~ 
Cet. And a Chain that you once wore, about his Neck: 

Change you colour? 
Rof. I prethee who ? ' 
Cet. 0 Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for Friends to 

meet ; but Mountains may be remov'd with .Earthquakes, 
and fo encounter. 

Rof. Nay, but who is it? 
Cel. Is it poffible ~ 

· Rof. Nay, I prethee now, with mofi petitivnary vchc· 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. 0 wonderful, wonde.r;ful, and rnofl: wonderful ~on
derful, and yet again wenderful, and after th t out of all 
hoping. 

M+ 



Ro[. Good. my Comple~ion, doll tllou think, though 
2m cap~rifon'd like a Man, I have a Doublet and a Hofe 
my difpofition ~ One inch of d~lay rn~re, is a South Sea of 
difcovery. I prethee tdl me, who is it, quickly, and fpeak 
:~pace ? 1 wo't1ld thou could~fi fiammer, that thou might'ft 
pour this conc;ealed Man out of thy Mouth, as Wine comes 
out of a narrow mouth'd Bottle; either too much at onct, 
or none at all. I prethce take the Cork out of thy Mouth, 
that I may drink thy tidings. ·. 

CeJ. So you may put a Man in your Belly. 
Rof. Is he of God's making~ What manner of Man 1 

Is his Head worth a Hat! or his Chin worth a Beard~ 
Cel. Nay, he bath but a little Beard. 
Rof. Why God will fend more, if the Man will be thanfr. 

ful ; let me fi~y the gr~wth ?f his Beard, if thou delay me 
not the knowledge of h1s Chm. · 

Cll. It is young Orland1, that trip'd up the W re!Uer's 
Heels, and your Heart, both in an infiai1t, 

Rof. Nay, but the Devil take mocking; fpeak, fad Brow, 
lnd true Maid. 
- Cei. !'faith, Coz, 'tis ht. 

Rof. Uy{ando ? 
Cel. Orl{!nd.o. 
Rof. Alas the d y, whdt ~all I do with my Doublet and 

Hofe ~ What did h when thou faw'ft 'him~ What faid h 
How look'd he? Wherein went he~ What makes he her 
Did he ~sk for me ~ Where remains he ~ How parted be 
with thee ? and when Jhalt thou fee him again ~ Anfw 
me in one wo~ d. 
··· Cel. You inufr borrow me Gar[~tntua's Mouth 6rll; 'tis 
a Word too great for any !\'Iouth of this Age's fize: To fay 
ay and no to thde particulars, is more than to anfwer in a 
Catechifm. 

Rof. But doth he ~now that I am in this Forell:, and in 
Man's App-arel? Looks he as fre1hly as he did the day he 
wrdlled~ 

Cel. I r is as ea fie to count Atoms as to refoJve the Pre• 
pofiripn~ of. a L.over? but take a taRe of my finding him. 
tnd r · 1~14 Jt \YHh good obfervan,e. l founq him unqer a 
Jr!e like ~ dropp'd }\corn~ 



r Rof. It may well be ' call\\ JDt~e's Tree, when it drops 
forth fuch Fruit. · · 

Cel. Give me Audience, good Madam. 
Rof- Proceed. 
Cel. There .lay . he firetch'd along like a wounded 

Knight. 
Rof. Tho' it be pity to fee fuch ~ fight, it well becomes 

the .Gr~und. , · 
Cel. Cry halla, to thy Tongue, I prethee; it curvets un

feafonably. He was furmth•d like a Hunter. 
Roj'. 0 ominous, he comes to kill my Heart. 
Cel. I would fing my Song without a burthen, thou 

bring'ft me out of tunc. 
Ro[. Do you not know I am a Woman, when I think I 

mull: fpeak: Sweet, fay on. 
Enter Orlando and J aque5'. 

Cel. You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here ! 
Rof. 'Tis he, flink by, and note him • 
. {aq. I thank you for your Company ; but goo& faith, I 

had as lief have been my felf alone. 
Or/a And fo had I; but yet, for fafhion fake, 

I thank you too, for your Society. 
Jaq. 6od b'w' you, let's meet as little as we can; 
Orl~. I do defire we may be better Strangers. 
Jaq. I pray you marr no more Trees with writing Love~ 

Songs in their Barks. 
Or/4. I pray you rnarr no more of my Verfes with read-

ing them ill-favoUJ edly. 
Jaq. Rofolind is your Love's name? 
Or la. Yes, 1 ufr. 
Jaq. I do net like her N arne. 
Orla. There was no thought of pleafing you when the 

was Chrifien'd. 
Jaq. What Stature is fl1e off 
Or/a. 1 ufl: as high as my Heart. 
Jaq. You are full of prer ty _.1\nfw ers ; have you not been 

acquainted with Go!dLniths Wives, -nd conn'd them out of 
Rings. 

Or/a. ot fo : But dnfw"' l' ·ou right, ·pair ted Cloth, 
from whence y u have frudied your Quefl:io s l 

]".f· You have a nix ble \Vit · I think it was made nf 
.At a-



Ata!ttnta's Heels. Will you fit down with me, and we 
two will rail againfl: our l\'lifirefs the World~ and all our 
Mifery. 

Orl,;~. I will chide no Br~ther in the World but my fclf, 
againft whom I know 110 faults • 

. 7aq. The worH: fault you have, is to be in Love. 
Orl~. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your befl: Vittne; 

I am weary of yon. 
Jaq. By my troth, I was feeking for a Fool, when I 

found you. 
Orla. He is drown'd in the Brook, look but in~ and yo1 

fl~aH fee htm. 
Jaq. Tbere I iball fee mine own Fig.ure. 
Orla. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cypher. 
Jaq. I'll fl:ay no longer with you; farewei, good Signior 

Love. [Exit. 
Or la. I am glad of your Departure: Adieu, good Mon-

fieur Melancholy. . 
Rof. I will fpcak to him like a fdwcy Laquey; and under 

that Habit play the Knave with him: Do you hear, Fordl:er. 
Orla. Very well, what would you ~ 
Rof.. I pray you, what is't a Clock? 
Orla, You fhould a~k me what time o' day; there's no 

Clock in the Forelt. 
Rof. Th"n there is n0 true ~over in the F orefl, elfe figh· 

ing every minute, and groaning every hour, would deteCt the 
lazy Fo 1t of Time, as w 11 2s a Ciock~ 

Orl~t. And why not the fwift Foot of Time~ Had not 
that been as propfr~ 

Rof. By no means, Sir: Ti~e tr.lVe1s in divers Places, 
with divers Perfons; I'll tell you who Time ambles withal, 
;wh l lffiC trots 'ithaJ, who r ime gallops Withal, and who 
he H nds i1 !11 withal. 
' Or la. 1 prcthce, whom doth he trot withal? 

Roj: Marry, he trots hard with a young Maid, betweEn 
t •• e Contract of her f\.1uriflgr, ~nd the Day it is Solemniz'd: 
H the interim be but a fennight, Time's pace is fo hudthat 
it feems .t h~ length of feven years. 
· Vr!.--e. Vvho ambles Time withaH 

Rof. vV th a Priefi that lacks Latil', and a rich IV1an that 
t.--th not the G~ut; for t1 c one ilceps aGly becmfe ~e can

not 



not fiudy1 and the other lives rr.errily, becaufe he feels no 
pain : The one lacking the burthen of lean and wafieful 
Learning; the other knowing no bunhen of heavy tedious 
Penury. Thefe Time ambles withal. 

Or/a. Whom doth he gallop withal? 
. Rof. \\ith a T hit f to the Gallows : For though he go 
as foftly s foot c n fa ll, he thinks himfelf too foon there. 

Orln. Whom Hays it fiill withal? 
Rof. With Lawyers in the V a cation ; for they flefp be .. 

tween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how. 
Time moves. 

Or/a. ,Nhere dwell you, pretty Youth~ 
Ro(. \\.ith this Shepherdefs, my Sifler; here in the Skirts 

of the Fcrefi, like Fringe upon a Petticoat. 
Orla • .\re you Native of this Place? 
Rof. .As the Cony that you fee dwell where fhe is kind

led. 
Or la. ¥our Accent is fomething fi r:er, than you could 

purchafe in fo removed a dwelling. 
Rof.. I have been told fo of ma1 y; bnt indeed, an old re

ligious L~kle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in his 
Youth an Inland Man, one that knew Cout fh ip too wdJ ; 
for there he fell in Love. I have heard him read many Le
ctures ag:infl: it. I thank God, I aln not a Woman, to be 
touch'd vith fo many giddy Offences as he hath generally 
tax'd their whole Sex withal. 

Orla. 9an you remember any of th .. principal Evi:s that 
he laid to the Charge of Women ? 

Roj. 1h re were none Princ1pal,- they were all like one 
another, 1s half-pence are, every one's fault fecming mon., 
flrous, 'ci'l his fellow fa ulc c~me to match it. 

Orla. [ preth~e recount fome of t hem. 
Rof. l\'o; I will not ca£l: away my Phyfick, but on thofe 

that are Sick. There is a Man haunts the Forcfi, that 
2bufes o11r young Plants with carving Rofalind on their 
Birks; h:ngs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on Bram .. 
bles ; all1 forfooth, deifying the Name of Rofalind. If 
I could ll3eet: that Fanc.:y monger, I would give him fome 
g~od CoJ nfel, for he fecrns to h1ve the Quotidian of Love. 
upon bin. 

Or!~. 



Or/a. I am he that is fo Love-fluk,d; I pray you, tell me 
your Remedy. 

R1{. There is none of my U nklc-s Muks upon you; he 
taught me how to know a Man in Love; in whic.h C:~ge of 
Rulhes, I am fure vou are not Prifoner •. 

Or la. \Vhat weri his Marks? · 
Rof. A lean Cheek, which you have not; · a blue Eye and 

funken, which you hlve not; an unqudl:ionable Spirit, 
whieh you have not; a Beard neglected, which you have 
not; but I pardon you for that, for fimply your h•ving no 
Beard, is a younger Brother's ltevenue ; Then your Hofe 
fhould be ungarter'd, your Bonnet unbandtd, your Sleeve 
unbutton'd, your Shoo untied, and every thing about you 
deJllonfirating a carelefs Dt:folation; • but JOU are no fuch 
Man, you are rather Point devic! in y~u~ Accoutrements, 
as loving your fdf, than fcemin~ tHe Lover of any other. 

Or lA. Fair Youth, I w0uld I could make-thee believe I 
Love. : 

Rof. rv1 e believe it~ y~1'll may as fooo make her that you 
love be~ieve it, ~h;ch I warr~Jt ibe is ~pter to do, than to 
confefs fbe does; thlt is 0ne of the Poims, in the which 
Women fiiH give the Lie to their Confciences. But in good 
~oorh, are you he th~t hangs the Vet fes on tl e Trees, where· 
1n Rofolind is fo admired~ 

Orl~t. If wear to thee, Youth, by the white Hand of Ro~ 
falind, I am he, that unfortunate he. 

Rof. But are you fo m'1ch in Love, as your R himes fpe~k 1 
Orla. Neither Rhime nor Reafon can exprefs how mu,h. 
Rof. Love is mecrly a MaJnefs, and, I telJ you, deferves 

as wdl a dark H.mfe, and a Whin, as mad Men do: And 
the rcaG>n why th-:y are n·)t fo pu~i!h'd and cured, is, that 
the Lun:t.:y is f.> ordinary, that the Whipper! are in love 
;to'): Yer I profefs curing it by Counfel. 

Orlc!· Did you ever cure any fo? 
R.?f. Yes o~c, and in this mHmer. lie was to imagine 

me his Love, his Miflrefs: and I fet him ev~ry day to woo 
me. At which time would I, being but a mooniili ·Youth, 
gricn·, be effeminate, changeable, longing, ard liking, 
proud, fantail:ica 1, apif11, llullow, incodl:al"lt~ full of Tears 
ft lll of Smiles; for every Pa{ll.on fomething, and (or no Paf· 
1!0n truly any thing, as Boys ~pd Women are for the moR: 

par~ 



part Cattle of this Colour; would now like him~ now loath 
him; then entertain him, then forfwear him; now weep for 
bim, then fpit at him; that I drave this Suitor from his mad 
Humour of Love, ~o a living Humour of Madnefs, which 
was to furfwear the full Stream of the World, and to live 
iJ a Nook meerly Monafiick; and thus I cur'd him, and 
this way will I tak~ uplln me to wafl1 your Liver as clear as 
a found Sheep's Hear.t, . that there !hall not be. one Spot of 
Love in't. 

Orla. I would not be cut'd, Youth. 
Rof. I would cure you if you would but call me Rofo

lind, and come every Day to my Cote, and woo me. 
Or/11. Now by the Faith of my Love, l will; tell me 

where it is. 
Roj. 6o with me to it, and I will iliew it you; and by 

the way you fhall tell me where in the Fordr you live: 
WilJ you go~ 

Or/a. With all my Heart, good Youth. 
Rof. Nay, nay, you mull call me Rofaiiml: ComeSifl:er; 

will you go? [ EXIHnt. 

S C EN E Ill. 
Ente' C/,wn, Audrey and J ~que~. 

Clo. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your 
G0ats, .Audre)' ~ and now, .AHdrey, am I the Man yet~ Doth 
my fimple Feature content you? 

AuJ. Your Features, Lord warnnt us; what Features~ 
Clo. I am here with thee, and thy Goat~, as the moft 

capricious Poet honcfi Ovid was among the Goths. 
J~q. 0 Knowledge ill inhabit~d, wotfe than ]Dve in a 

Th:1tcn'c Houfe. 
Clo. When a Man·s Verfts cannot be underllood, nor a 

Man's good Wit feconded with the forward Child, Under
fianding; it firikes a Man more dead than a great Reckon
ing in a little Room; truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee Poetical • 

.ANd. I do not know what Poetical is ; is it honeft in 
Deed and Word; is it a true thing ! . . 

Cl,. No tructy; for th~ truefi Poetry is the moi feJgntng. 
- and 



aod Lovers are given to Poetry; and what they {wear in 
Poetry, may be faid as Lovers, they do feign • 

.Aud. Do you wiih then that the Gods had made me 
Poetical~ 

Clo. I do truly; for thou fwear,f.l: to me thou art honefi: 
now if thou wert a Poet, I might have fome hop-e thou 
did£1: feign. · 

.Aud. Would you not have me honefl:~ · 
Clo. No truly, unlefs thou were •hard-favour'd; for Ho

nefiy coupled to Beauty, is to have Honey a Sauce to Su~ 
gar. 

Jtu}• A material Fool. · 
Aud. Well, l am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 

make me honefi. 
Cto. Truly, and to cafl: away Honefry upon a foul Slut, 

were to put good Meat into an unclean Difi1e 
AHd. I am not a Slut, though I thank the Gods I am 

foul. 
Clf'J. Wc11, praiftd b~ the Geds for thy Foulnefs; Slut· 

tifhnefs may come hereafter : But be it as it may be, I 
will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir Oli· 
"VJer Mar~text, the Vicar of the next Village, who bath pro• 
m is' d to meet me in this Place of the Forefi, and to couple 
us. 

Jaq. I would fain fee this Meeting • 
.Aud. Well, the Gods give us Joy. 
Clo. Amen. A Man may, if he were of a fearful Hearr, 

fiagger in this Attempt ; for here we have no T ~mple but 
the Wood, no Affembly but Horn-beafis. But what tho'l 
Courage. As Horns are odious, they are neceffary. It is 
faid, many a Man knows no End of his Goods; right: ma· 
ny a Man has good Horns, and knows no End of thtm. 
Well, that is the Dowry of his Wife, 'tis none of his own 
getting; Horns? even fo--poor Men alone-- no, no, the 
noble£1: Deer bath th{m as huge as the Rafcal: Is the fingle 
Man therefore bleiTeJ? No. As a wall'd Town is more wor· 
thier than a Village, fo is the Forehead of a married Man 
more honourable than the bare Brow of a Batchelor ; aod 
by ho.w much Defence is better than no SkilJ, fo muc'h is a 
Horn more precious t lun to want. 

Enter 



Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 
Here comes Sir Oliver: s·r Oli11erMar-text, you are well 
met. Will you difpatch us here under this Tree, · or fh all 
YJe go with you to your Chappd 

Sir Oli. Is th€re none here to give the Woman~ 
Clo. I will not take her on Gift of any Man. 
Sir Oli. Truly file mufi be given, or the Marriage is not 

lawful. · 
JAq. Proceed, proceed J I'll give her. 
C!o. Good Even, good M. What ye call't: ~ow do you 

Sir, you are very well met: Godild you for you( Jafi Com
pany, I am vc:ry glad to fee you, even-a Toy in Hand here 
Sir: Nay; pray be covered. · 

.1aq. Will you be married, Motley~ 
Cto. As the Ox hath his Bow, Sir, the Horfe his Curb; 

and the Falcon his Bells, fo 1\'hn hath his Defire; and as 
Pigeons bi11, fo Wedlock would be niblicg. 

Jaq. And will you, being a Man {)f your Bre~ding, be 
married Hnder a Bufh like a Beggar~ Get you to Church~ 
and have a good Priefi that can tell you what Marriage is; 
this Fellow will but join you together as they join W ain
f!:ot, then one of you will prove a fhrunk Pannel, and like 
Timber, warp, warp. 

C/o. I am not in the Mind, but I were better· to be mar
ri€d of him than of another; for he is not like to marry. me 
weiJ; and not being well married, it will be a good Excufe 
for me hereafrer to Jcave my Wife. 

Jaq. Go thou with me, 
And let me C'ounfel thee. 

Clo. Come, fwt:et Audrey, 
We mufi be married, or we mufi live in bawdry: 
Farewel good Mr. Oliver; not 0 fweet Oliver, 0 brave 
0/iver, leave me not behind thee: But wind away, be gone 
I fay, I will not to wedding with thee. · 

Sir 0/i. 'Tis no mattter; ne'er afantafiicalKnave of them 
all1hall flout me oUt of my Calling. [ E >:eunt. 

SCENE 



SCENE IV. 
Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

R•f. Never talk to me, I will weep. 
Cel. Do I prethee, but yet have the ®race to confider 

that Tears do not become a Man. 
· Rof. But have I not Caufe ro weep~ 

C&J. As good Caufe as one would defire, 
.. Therefore weep • 

Rof. His very Hair 
Is of the diffembling Colour. 

Cel. Something browner than JudAs's: 
Marry, his Kiffes are Judas_'s own Children~ 

Rof. I' faith his Hair is of a good Colour~ 
Cel, An excellent Colour: 

Your Chefnut was ever the only Colour. 
Rfl[. And his Kiffin~ is as full of Sanctity, 

As the touch of holy Bread. . 
C,l. He bath bought a pair of challe Lips of Di"""' a Nun 

of Winter's fifi:erhood Ki1fes not more religioufly; the very 
Ice of Chafiity is in them, 

Rof. But why did he fwear he would come this Moro· 
ing, and comes 11ot ~ 

Cel. Nay, certainly there is no Truth in him. 
Rof. Do you think fo! 
Cel. Yes, I think he is not a Pick-purfe, nor a Horfe~ 

flealer; but for his Verity in Love, I do think him as con~ 
cave as a cover'd Goblet, or a worm-eaten Nut. 

Rof. Not true in Love~ 
Cel. Yec:, when he is in, but I think he is not in. 
Rof. You have heard him fwear do~nright he was; . 
Ctl. Was, is not, is '; be fides, the Oath of a Lover is no. 

fironger than the Word of a Tapfier; they are both the 
Confirm er of falfe Reckonings; he attends here in the Forefl 
on the Duke your Father. 

R1[. I met the Duke Yefi:erday, and had much queRion 
with him: He a~kt me of what Parentage I was; I told him 
of as good as he; fo he Jaugh'd, and let me go. But what 
ta!.k we of Fath.;rs, when there is fuch a Man as OrlAnao~ 

Cll. 



Gel. 0 that's a brave Man, he writes brave Verfes, fpeak~ 
brave Words, fwears brave Oaths, and breaks them bravely, 
quite travers athwart the Heart of his Lover, .as a puifny 
Tilter, th~t fpurs his I-Iorfe but on one Side, breaks his Staff 
like a noble Goofe; but all's br~ve that Youth mounts, and 
Folly guides: Who comes here~ 

Enter Corin. 
Cor. Mifi:reG and IVlafl:e , you have oft eraquir'd 

After the Shepherd that comp!ain'd of Love., 
Whom you faw fitting by me on the Turf, 
Praifing the proud difdainful Shepherdefs 
That was his l\1ifirefs. 
· Cel. Well, and what of him? 

f!rJr. If you will fee a Pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale CompleB:ion of true Love, 
And the read Glow of Scorn and proud Difdain; 
Erio hence a little and I flull conduct you, 
If you will mark it~ 

Rof'. 0 come let us remove, 
The Sight of Lovers feedeth thofe in Love: 
Bring us to this Sight, and you lliall fay 
I'll prove a bufie Actor in their Play. [E.\·eum. 

S C E N E V. 
Enter SJ)vius and Phebe. 

Sit. Sweet Phebe do not fcorn me, do not, Phebe; 
s~y that you love me not, but fay not fo 
In birternefs; the common Executioner, 
Wh()fe Heart th' accull:om'd Sight of Death makes bard, 
Falls not the Ax upon the humbled Neck, 
But fi!fi: begs Pardon: Will you fierner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody Drops? 

Enter Rofalind, Celia and Corin. 
Phe. I would not be thy Executioner, 

I fly rhee, for I would not injure thee: 
Thou telrfl: m~ there is Murther in mine Eyes; 
'Tis pretty fure, and verv probable, 
Tba~ Eyes that are the frail'fi and foftefl: things, 
Who l11ut their coward <£iates on Atomies~ 
Should be calrd Tyrants, Butchers, M·1~ther.crs, 
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Now, I do frown on thee with all my Heart; 
And if mine Eye~ can wound, now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to :f\vound, why now, fall down, 
Or if thou can'fi not, oh for Shame, for Shame, 
Lie not, to fay mine Eyes are M urtherers~ 
Now fhew the Wound mine Eye hath made in thee; 
Scratch thte but with _a Pin, and there remains 
Some Scar of it; lean but upon a Rufl1, 
rfhe Cicatrice and capable l mprdfure 
Thy Palm fome Moment keeps: But now mine Eyes 
Whtch I have datted at thee, hurt thee not; 
Nor, I ~m fun·, is there no fuch force in Eyes 
That can do hurt. 

Si!. 0 dear Phebe, 
If ever, as that ever may be near, 
You met in fome frdh cheek the Power of Fancy, 
Then fhall you know the Wounds jnvifible 
That Love's keen Arrows make. 

Phe. But still that time 
Come thou not near me; and when thlt time comes~ 
AfHiCt me with thy Mocks, pity me not, 
As 'tiil that time I iliall r.ot pity thee. 

Roj. And why I pray you. who might be your Mother 
That you infult, exult, and all at once 
Over the wretched~ What though you have no Beauty, 
As, by my Faith, I fee no more in you 
Than without Candle may go dark to Bed: 
1vlut1 you be therefore proud :wd oitilefs ? 

. 1 

\Vhy what means this~ Why do you look on me ? 
I fee no more in you than in the Ordinary 
Of Nat 1re's SaJe-wmk? •ods my little Life, 
I think lh e means to tangle mine Eyes too : 
No Faith, proud M1£hefs, hope not after it, 
, fts not your it*y Brows, your bhck filk Hair~ 
Your bugle Eye-ball , nor your Cheek of Cream 
That can entame my Spirits to your Worfhip. 
You foolifh Sh~pherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with Wind and Rain, 
You are a thoufand times a propercr Man 
Than ilie a Woman. 'Tis fuch Fools as you 
TLat makes the W odd fuU of iH:favo~r·d Chidrcn: 

_,Tis 
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'Tis not her Glafs~ but you that fhtters her, 
And out of you ilie fees her {(If more proper 
Than any of her Lineaments can iliow her. 
But Mifirefs, know your felf, down on your Knees~ 
And thank Heav'n, fafring, for a good Man's Love; 
For I mull: tell you friendly in your Ear, 
Sell what you can, you are not for a1J Markets. 
Cry the Man Mercy, love him, take 'his Offer, 
Foul is mofi: foul, being foul to be· a Scoffer: 
So take her to thee, Shepherd~ fare y:)u weU. 

Phe. Sweet Youth, I pray you cnide a Year together; 
I had rather hear you chide than this Man woo. 

Roj. He~s fall'n in love with your foulnefs, and ihe'll 
Fall in love with my Anger. If it be fo, as fail 
As ihe anfwers thee with frowning Look,, I'll fauce 
Her with bitter Words: Why look you fo upon me~ 

Phe. For no Ill-will I bear you. 
~of. I pr•y you do ,not fall in love with me, 

:For I am falfer than Vows made in Wine; 
Befides, I like you not. If you wilf kaow my ~oufe~ 
'Tis at the Tuft of Olives, here hard by : 
Will you go, Siller? Shepherd. ply her hard: 
Come Sifl:er; Shepherdefs, look on him better, 
And be not proud; tho' all the World could fee; 
None could be fo abus-d in Sight as he. · 
Come to our flock. [Exit. 

Phe. Deed Shepherd, now I find thy Saw of Might, · 
Who ever lov'd, tha.t lov'd not at firfl: Sight? · 

Si!. Sweet Phebe. / 
Phe. Hah: What fay'fl: thou, SilviHs ? 

t Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 
Phe. Why I am forry for thee, gentle SilviMs. 
Si!. Where-ever Sorrow is, Relief would be: 

If you do farrow at my Grief in Love, · 
By giving Love, your Sorrow and my Grief 
\V ere both extermin'd. 

Phe. Thou haft my Love; is net that neighbourly~ 
Si!. I would have you. 
Phe. Why that were Covetoufnefs. 

Silvius, the time wa~, th~t I hattd thee; 
And yet it is not that I bear thee Love; 

- N 2 But 



6 44 As you Lik 
But tit ce that thou i:an!t talk of Love fo weH, 
Thy Company, which erit was irk{ome to me, 
I wtll endure; and I'll employ thee too: 
But do not !vok f(lr further R.ecomp~nce, 
Th n tLine own Gbd.1efs that thou art imploy;d. 

Stl. S.) ho y and fo perfect is my Love, 
A 1d fucll a Poverty of Grace attends it, 
That I ih 11 think it a mofi pltnteous Crop 
To glean the b1 oken Ea1s afccr the Man 
That the main Harvefi reaps: Lofe now ~nd then 
A fcatrered Smile, and tl a't I'll live upon. 

Phe. Know'il: thou the Youth that fpoke to me e'erwh ild 
Sil, Not very welL but I have met him oft, 

And he hath bought the Cottage and the Bounds 
That the oJd Carlot once was Mafier of. 

Phe. Think not I love him, tho' I ask for him; 
'Tis but a pee ,ifh Boy, yet he talks weH, 
But 'hH care I for Words~ Yet Words do well, 
When he that fpeaks them pleafts thofe that hear: 
1 t is a pretty Youth, not very pretty; 
But fure he's proud, ~nd yt.t his Pride becomes him; 
Hell make a proper 1\tlan; the befl: thing in him 
Is his Complex10n; ar.d faficr than his ·rongue 
Dld make Offtnce, his Eye dtd h al it up: 
He is not very tall, yet for his Years he's t l; 
His Ee~ is but fo fo, and yet 'tis wtll; 
1 htre was a pretr:y Rednds in his Lip, . 
A little riper, and more lufiy red 
Than th.1t mix'd in his Cheek; 'twas jufl: the Difference 
B"twixt the confhnt Red and mingled Damask. 
There be fome W )men, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
In Pavcds as I did, would have g<)ne near · 
'To fall in Lo \i e with him; but for my p rt _ 
I love him nor, nor hate him not; and yet 
i have more Caufc to hate him than to love him: 
For what had h~ to do to chide at me f 
He !aid mine Eye wer-e blad,, :md my Hair black, 
And 1 ow I am rt m r m bred, fcorn'd at m-.; 
I marvel why [ ' l fwcr 'd not a~ain, 
But thlt's a!' o~q ()mittance is no Q!·ictai c_e, 
1 'H wrir~ to him a ve; y t:aunting Letter, 
J\:'td thou .t11 lt be · !t, wi!t t ,u, SiFv 11s? Si/, 



Sil. Phehe, with all my Heart. 
Phe. I'll write it fl:ra ight; 

The Matter's in my Head) and in my Heart, 
I will ?e bitter with him, and paffing fi1ort: 
Go with me, Sj/vius. [E.";(ttmt. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

S C E N E the Forejl. 

Enter Rofalind, ·celia and J ~ques. 
Jaq.J Prithee, pretty Youth, let be better acquair,ted 

with thee. . 
Rof. They fayiyou are a me1ancho1ly Fellow. 
Jaq. I am fo; I do love it better than Laughing. 
Rof. Thofe that are in Extremity of either, are abomioa· 

ble Fellows, and betray themfdves to every modern Ccnfurr, 
worfe than Drunkards. · 

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing. 
Ro. Why then 'tis good to br a Pofl. 
Jaq. I have neither the Scholars MdancholJy, which is 

Emulation; nor the Mufictans, which is far.tafiical; nor the 
Courtiers, which is proud; nor the Soldiers, which is :am
bitious; nor the Lawyers, w hi eh is political ; nor the L:;dies, 
which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is all thcfe; but it is 
a Melanchollf of mine own, compounded of many Simples, 
extracted from many Objects, and indeed the fundr y Con
templations of Travds in which my often Rumination wnps 
tne in a moLl humorous S.tdncfs. 

Rof. A Traveller! by my Faith you have great Rcafon 
to be fad: I fear you have fold your own Lands, to fee e
ther Mens; then, to have feen much, and to have uothing, is 
to have rich Eyes and poor Hands. 

Jaq. Yes, 1 h1ve gain'd Experience. 
. Enter Odando. 

Rof. And your Experience makes, ou Ld: I had rather 
have a Fool re make me merry, than Experience to n ~ke me 
fad, and to travel for it too. · 

Or/a. Good Day, and Happinefi, dear Ro(ali11d. 
N > .. raq. 
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J~q. Nay, then God b'w'y you, ~nd you talk in blank 
-y"erfe. [Exit. 

Rof. Farewel, Monfieur Traveller; look you Jifp, and wear 
firange Suits; difable lll the Benefits Gf your own Country; 
be out of love with your Nativity, and almoO: chide @od 
for making you that Countenance you are, or I. will fcarce 
think you have fwam in a Gondallo. Why how now Or· 
lando, where have you been all this while~ You a Loved 
And you ferve me fuch another Trick, never come in my 
Sight more. 

Orla. My fair Rofalind, I come within an Hour of my 
P;omife. 

Rof. Break :m Ho ut •s Promife in Love? He ~hat will di· 
vide a Minute into a thvufand Parts, and break but a Patt 
of the thouf.mdth P;1rt of a Minute · the Affairs of Love, it 
may be fa.id of him, that Ct~pid h:ath clapt him o'th~ 
Shoulder, but I'll warrant him Heart-whole. 
. Orltt. Pardon me, dear Rofalind. 

Rof. Nay, and you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
Sight, I had as lief be woc/d of a Snail. 

Or/a. Of a SmiH 
Rof. Ay, of a S:1ail; for tho' he comes fiowJy, he carries 

his Houfe on hi~ Head: A better Jointure, I think, than you 
make a Woman; befid s he brings his Defiiny with him. 

Or la. What's that~ 
Rof. Why Horns; which fuch as you are fain to behol· 

ding to your VJives for; but he comes armed in his For
tune, and prevents the Shndfr of his Wife. 

Or la. Virtue is no Horn-maker; and my Rofalind is vir~ 
tuous. 
. Rof And I am your R.ofali1Jd. 

Cel. Ir pleafes hjm to ca!l you fo; but he hath a RofaliHd 
of a better Leer than vou. 

Rof. Come, woo ~r, woo me; fur now I am in a Holy· 
d1y Humour, and like enough to confent: What would 
you fay to m€ now, and I were your very, very R"ft•· 
lind. 

Or/a. I would kifs before I fpoke. 
Rof. Nay, you were better fpeak firfl, and when you 

were gravclrd for lack of aaatter, you might take Occafion 
tQ 



to kifs. Very good Orators, when they are out, they. will 
fpit ; and for Lover) 1 ckmg, Gvd warn us, matter, the 
deanliefi Shift i to ki ~. 

OrlA-. H 'N tf the Ktfs be denied~ 
Rof. Then the puts you to Entreaty, and there begins 

new l\1atter. 
Orla. WhJ could be out, being before his beloved Mi-

fl:refs ~ 
Rof. Marry that iliould you if I were your Millrefs, or I 

ihould think my Hcnefl:y ranker than my \Vie. 
Orla. What, of my Suit~ · 
Rof. Not out of your Apparre1, and yet out of onr 

Suit. 
Am not I your Rofllind ~ 

Or la. I tak~ fame Joy to fay you are, becaufe I would be 
talkiPg of her. 

Rof. WeiJ, in hel' Per(on, I fiy I will not have you. 
Orta. Then in mine own Perfon I die. 
Rof. No faith, die by .A.ttorney; the poor World is al· 

moll: fix thouf.md Years old, and in all this time there was 
not any Man died in his own Perfon, videlicet, in a Love 
Caufe: Troilu.r had his Brains dalh 'd out wtth a Grecian 
Club, yet he did what he could to die b~fore, and he is one 
of the Patterns of L:>ve. Leander, he would have liv'd many 
a fair Year, tho' Hero had turn'd Nun, if It had not been for 
a hot Midfummer-1ight; for, good You rh, he went but 
forth to waili in the Hellejpont) and being taken with the 
Cramp, was drown'~ ; and the fooliil1 Chroniclers of that 
Age found it was fiero of Sejlos. But thefe are all Lies? 
Men have died from time to t1me, and V/orms have eaten 
them, but not for Love. 

Orla. I would net have my right Rofolind of this Mind, 
for I protefl: her Fmw n might krl! me. 

Rof. By this H~nd it will not kill a Flie ; but come now 
I will be your Rojtdind in a more coming-on Difpofition; 
and a;k what you w·ill, I wi!J grant it. 

Orla. Then love m~, Rafolind. 
Rof. Yes Faith wilJ I, Frtd-4]S and S~t:t~rd~yr, and ~11. 
Orla. And wilt thou have me ~ 
1\of. Ay, and twenty fuch. 

t~ f Orl11. 



Or/a. What faifi thou~ 
Rof: Are you not good~ ~ 
Orla. I hope fo. 
Rof. Why then, can one defire, too much of a good 

thing ~ Come, Sifier, you fllall be the Pridl:, and marry 
us. Give me your Hand, Orlando : What do you fay 
Si Her. 

Or/a. Pr~y t ee marry us~ 
Cel. I cannot fay the Words, 
Rof. You mull: begin, Will yoti Orlando. 
Cel. Go to; will ya·u Orlando have to Wife this ~ofo· 

~d~ I 

Or/a. I will, 
Rof. But when. 
Or/a. Why now, as fall as lhe can marry us. 
Rof. Then you mull: fay, I take thee Rofalind for 

Wife. 
· Orla. I take thee Rofalind for Wife. 

Ro.f. I might ask you for your Commiffio n, 
But I do take thee Orlando for my Husband : Th crea 
Girl ~oes before the Priefi, and certainly a Woman•s Thought 
runs befo .. e her ACtions. 

Or/a. So do all Thoughts; they are wing' d. 
Rof. Now tt ll me how l01~g you would have her, after 

you have polfefl: her 
Orla. For tver and a Day. 
Rof. Say a Day without the ever: No, no, Orlando, Men 

are April when they woo, December when they wed: Maids 
are .J~.:ry when they are 1\tlai~s, but the Sky ~hangcs when 
they arc \Vives; I will be more .j alous of thee than a BarbArJ 
Cock-Pigeon over his Hen, more clamorous than ~ Parrot a
gainfi: Rain ; more new·f"ng1ed than an Ape ; more giddy in 
my Defires than a Monkey; I will weep for nothing like 
Diand in the ~ounrain, and.I will do that when you :re 
difpos'd to be merry; I will laugh like a Hyen, and that 
when thou art inclin'd to (lccp. 

Orla. But w11l my Rof~tlind do fo? 
Roj. By my Life fue will do as I do. 
Or/ a. 0 but t11e is wife. 
RfJ[. Or elfe file coul~ !JOt have the Wi~ to do this; the 

wjfer1 



wifer, the waywarder : Make the Doors upon a Woman~s 
Wir, and it wiil out at the Cafement ; fuut that, and ~twill 
out at the Key-hole; fiop that, it will fly with the fmoak 
out at the Chimney. 

Or la. A Man that had a Wife with fuch a Wit, he might 
fay, Wit whither wilt ~ . 

Rof. Nay, you might keep that check for it, 'till you met 
your Wife's Wit going to yo~tr Neighbour's Bed. 

Or la. And what WIt could Wit have to excufe that? 
Rof. Marry to fay, fue came t0 feek you there: You fhall 

never find her without her Anfwer, unlefs you take ' her 
without ber Tongue. 0 that Woman, th.t cannot make her 
fault her Husband's occafion, let her never nurfe her Child 
her felf, for fl1 e will breed it like a fool. 

Orla. For thefe two hours, Rojalind, I will leave thee~ 
Rof. Alas, dear Love, I cannot ack thee two hours. 
Or la. I mufi attend the Duke at Dinner, by two a Clock I 

will be with thee ~gain. 
Rof. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; I knew what you 

would prove, my Friends told me as n_1uch, and I thought 
no lefs; that fhtttering Tongue of yours won me; ~tis but 
one cafi away, and fo come Death: Two o'th, Clock is your 
hour! 

Or/a. Ay, fwect Rofolind. 
R1[. By my troth, and in good earndr, and fo God 

- mend me, and by all the pretty Oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your Promife, or come one minute 
behind your hour, I will think you the mofl pathetical Break
Promife, a d the mofl: hollow Lover, and the mofi unworthy 
of her you call Rofalind, that may be chofen out of the grofs 
Ban l of the Unfaithful; therefore be W"arc my Cenfure, and 
keep your P omife. 

Or/it. \IVith no lefs Religion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Rofalind; fo adieu. 

Rof. W eH, Time ic; the old J u!l:ice that examines 3ll fuch 
Off nder~, and let Time try. Adieu. . [Exit Orla. 

Cel. You ha•:e fimply nJift ~'dour Sex in yonr Lovc·prate: 
we muft have your Doublet and Hofe pluck'd pver your 
Bead, ~nd ihew the World what the Bird hath done to her 
OWn ,. 1 Cfio 

~of. 



. R1[. 0 Coz, Coz, Coz, my pretty little Co%, that thou 
d1dfi know how many fathom deep I am in Love; but it can· 
n_ot be founded : My Affection hath an unknown bottom, 
bke the Bay of Portug~l. · · 

Cel. Or rather bottomlefs, that as fall: as you pour Affe~ 
Ction in, it runs out. 

Rof. No, that fame wicked llaftard of Venus, that wa' 
begot of Thought, conceiv'd of Spleen, and born of Mad· 
nefs, that blind rafcally Boy, that abufes every ones Eyes, 
becaufe his own are out, let him be Judge, how deep I 
am in Love ; I'll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the 
fight of Orlando : I'll go find a Shadow, aad figh 'till he 
come. 
· Cel. And I'll fleep. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E II. 
Enter J aques, Lords, and Foreflers. 

Jaq. Which is he that kill,d the Deer~ 
Lord. Sir, it was I. 
Jaq. Let's prefent him to the Duke like a Roman Con; 

queror, and it would do we1l to fet the Deer's Horns upon 
his Head, for a branch of V1ctory ; have you no Song, Fo~ 
refier, for this purpofe ~ · 

For. Yes, Sir. 
1"-1· Sing it : 'Tis n(') matter how it be in tune, fo it 

tplke noife enough. 

·. 

Mufick, Song. 
1f/h,zt foal/ he have that kjlt' d the Dur ~ 
firs Leather Sk}.n And liorns to wear; 
Then jing him home, the reft jhall bear this bt~rthen; 
7 a~ tiJoll no [corn to wePZr the H r., r:1, 
Jt was a Creft e'er thor1 waft born, 
'[hy Father's Fdther wore it, 
And thy Father bore it, 
The Horn, the Horn, th~ lufly Horn, 
Is n1t a Jhinf. to lAugh t1 Scorn. [Exetmt• 

SCEN~ 



SCENE .Ill. 

Enter Rofdin and Celia. 

Rof. How fly yo now, is it not paif tWO a Clock? 
And h-.re U(..h Orl~.mdo. 

(,"'e .. I warrant you, with pure Love and troubled Brain; 
Enter Sylvius, 

He hath ta'en his Bow and Arrows, -and is gone forth 
To fieep: Look who ·comes here. 

Sy l. My Errand is to you, f~ir Youth, 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this.: 
I know not the Contents, but, as I guefs, 
By the fiern Brow, and wafpifh Action 
Which 1he did ufe as fhe was Writing o it, 

· It bears an angry tenure; pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltld! MdTenger. 

Ro). Patience her felf would fl:utle at this Letter~ 
And play the Swaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She fays I am not fair, thtt I lack Manners, 
She calls me proud, and that fhe could not love me 
Were Man as rare as Phenix : 'Od's my will, 
Her Love is not rhe Hare that I did hunt, 
Why writes fi1e fo to me~ Well, Shepherd, well, 
This is a Letter of your own device. 

&Jl. No, I proteft, I know not the Contents, 
Pbebe did Ytrite it. 

Rof. Come, come, you are a Fool, 
And turn' cl into the extremity of Love. 
I faw her Hand, lhe h:as a leathcrn Hand, 
A Frec-fione coloured Hand; I verily did think 
That h r old Ciloves were on, but 'twas her Hands; 
She has a Hufwife's Hand, but that's no matter; 
I fay, fl1e never did invent this Lerte , 
This is a i\'hn's Invention, and his H~nd .. 

Syl. Sure it is hers, · : 
Rof. Why, 'tis a boitl:erous and a cruel Sti ~~ 

A Sr1le for ChaHen~ers; why, fhe defies me, 
Like Turlz. to Chrifrian; \Voman's gentle Brain 
Co~ld not drop forfh fu~h giant rude InYent~on, 

Suc~i 



Such Ethiop words, blacl<er in their E.ffed: 
,Than in their Countenance; will you hear the Letter? 

Syl. so· pleafe you~ for I never heard it yet; 
"Jet heard too much of Phei1e's Cruelty. 

R(Jj. She Phebes me; mark how the Tyrant writes. 
[Reads.] Art thou God:. to Shepherd turn· d, · 
That a Mfliden• s Heart hath burn· d ~ 
Can a Women 1 ail thus. 
· Syl. Call you this Railing? 

Rof. [Reads.] Why, thy Godhead laid ~tpttrt, 
War'ft thou with A Woman's Hear_t ? 
Did you ever ~ear fuch Railing ~ 
Whiles the Eye of M an did 7voo me, 
That could do 110 Vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a BeaH. 
If the Scorn of your bright Eyne 
Have power to raife Juch Love in mine, 
.Alaclz., in me, 'lvhat ftrange effeCl 
11/ould they worlz. in mild AfpeEt ? 
1.Philcs you chide me, I did Love, 
How then might your Pr~;er s move? 
He that brin~s thts Love to thee, 
Little ~ows that Love in me; 
.And by him feal up thy Mind:. 
Whether that thy Youth and Kind 
Wttl the faithful Offer tak§ 
Of me, and all that I can make; 
Or elfe by him my Love' deny, 
A >-Jd thm I'LL ftudy how to die. 

Syl. Ca1l you tl is chiding~ 
Cel. Alas, poor Shepherd! 
Rof. Do you pity him? No, he defervcs no pity: Wilt 

thou love fuch a \Vornan ~ What to make thee an Infiru
ment, and play falfe Strings upon thee~ Not to be endured. · 
V ell, go your way to her, for I fee Love hath mad_e thee 

a rame Snake, ~n:i fay this to her, That if the love me, I 
charge her to love thee : If !he will not, I will never have 
her, unlefs thou entreat for her. If you be a true Lover, 
hen c ' ~nd not a word; for here corn s {ll :JfC Company. 

[ E:%.·it Syl. 



Enttr 0 liver. 
Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know, 

Where in the Purlews of rhi5 Fordl: ~nds 
,A Sheep·C()at, fenc'd abou~ with Ol1ve-tr('es. · 

Ce/. Weft of this place' down in the Neighbour bottom, 
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring Strc·am 
Left on your Right .. hand, bring you to the place·; 
But at this hour the Houfe doth keep it felf, 
There's none within. 

0/i. If that an Eye may profit by a Tongue; 
Then 1hou1d I know you by Defcription, 
Such Garments, and fuch Years; The Boy is fair, 
Of female Favour, and beftows himfelf 
Like a ripe Sifl:er: But th Woman Jow, 
And browner than · her Brother. Arc not you 
~he Owner of the Houfe I did enquire for? 

Cel. It is no boafl:., being ask' d, to fay we are.· 
0/i. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 

4nd to that Youth he calls his Rofolind, 
He fends this bloody Napkin. Are you he? 

Rof. I am; what muft we underfl:and by this? 
0/i. Some of ,my Shame, if you ·ill know of me 

What Man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This Handkerchief was fl: ain'd. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 
0/i. When Jafi the young Orlando parted from you; ' 

He left a promife to return again ~ 
Within an hour; and pacing through the For eft, 
Chewing the Food of fwect and b1tter Fancy~ 
Lo what befell he threw his Eye afide, 
And mark what Objtet did prefent it fclf 
Under an old Oak, whofe Boughs were moE'd w)th Age, 
And high Top bald with dry Antiquity; . 
A wretched ragged Man, o'er-erown with Hatr, 
Lay {l-Z!ep ing on his Back; about his Neck 
A green and gilded Snake had wreath'd it f Jf, 
Who with her Head, nimble in threats, 2pproach'd 
The opening of his Mouth; but fuddcnJy 
Seeing Orl~mdo, it unlir.k'd it felf, 
And with ind,nted glides did flip away 

Into 



Into a Buili; under whofe Bullies fiude 
A Lionefs, with Udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching Head on GroundJ with Catlike watch 
When that the fieeping Man 1hould fiir; for 'tis 
d'he Royal Difpofition of that Beafi 
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead; 
'rhis feen, Orlando did approach the Man, 
And found it was his Brother, his elder Brother~ 

Cel. 0 I have heard him fpeak of that fame Brother~ 
And he did render him the moll unnatural, 
That liv'd amongfl: Men. 

Oli. And well he might fo do, 
For we1l I know he was unnatural· 

Rof. But to Orlllndo; did he leave him there 
Food to the fuck'd and hungry Lionefi: . 

Oli. Twice did he turn his Back, and purpos'd fo: 
But Kindnefs nobler ever than Revenge, 
And Nature !lronger than his jufi Occa!ion, 
Made him give Battel to the Lionefs: 
Who quickly ftll before him, in which hurtling 
From miferable Slumber I awak'd. 

Cel. Are you his Brother? 
· Rof. W as't you he refcu'd ? 

Cel. \Vas't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him? 
Oli. 'Twas I; but 'tis not I ; I do not th a me 

To tell you what I was, fince my Converfion 
So fweetly rafies, being the thing I ;m. 

Rof. But for the bloody Napkin~ 
O!i. By and by. 

When from the fidl: t() Iall, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recounrments had mofl: kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that defart Place. 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me frefh An ay and Entertainment, , 
Committing me unto my Brother»s Love, 
Who led m~ in£h:1tly unto his Cave, 
There fl:rip'd himfeif, and here upon his Arm 
The Lionefs had torn fome Fleth away, 
\V hi eh all (his while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd i11 fainting upon Rofalind. 

Brief, 



Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his Wound,' 
·And ~ftel' tome fmall fpace, being firong at Heart, 
He fcnt me nh(:r, Stranger as I am, 
To tell this Story, that you might excufe 
His broken P1 omif~, and to give t h1s Napkin; 
Dy'd in his Blood, unto the Shepherd Youth, 
T11at he in fport doth call his Rofalind, 

Cel. Why, how now Ganimed, fweet Ganimed~ 
Oli. Many will fwoon when they do look on Blood. 
Cel. There is no more in it: Coufin Ganimed! 
Oli. Look, he recovers. 
RDf. I would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. 

I pray you take him by the Arm. 
, Oli. Be of good cheer. Youth; you a Man~ 
You lack a Man's Heart, 
. Rof. I do fo. I confefs it. 
Ah, Sirra, a body would think this was well counterfeited, 
I pray you tell your Brother how well I counterfeited : 
}!feigh·ho. 

0/i. This was not COUf1terfeit, there is too great Tefi:i~ 
rnony in your Complexion, that it was paffion of Earnefi. 

Rof. Counterfeit, I affure you. 
Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to l:te 

a Man. 
Rof. So I do: But i'faith, I 1hould have been a Woman 

by right. 
Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you draw 

homewards; good Sir, go with us. 
Oli. That wiiJ I; for I mufi: bear anfwer back. 

How you excufe my Brother, Rofalind. 
Rof. I fhall devife fomcthing; but ! pray you commend 

my counterfeiting to him: Will you BO! [Exeunt. 

:ACT 



ACT V. I. 
SCENE the Forefl. 

EnteY' Clo'JJJn and Audrey. · 
Clo. \"~ T E. fuall find a time, Audrey; patience; gentle 

{V · Audrey • 
.Aud. Faith the Priefl: was good enough, f0r all the old 

Gentleman's faying. 
Clo. A mofl: wicked Sir Oliver, Audre1, a mofl: vile Mar

text. But Audrey, there is a Youth here in the Forefl: lays 
claim to you • 

.Aud. Ay, I know who 'tis; he hath no Interefl: in me in 
the World; here comes the Man you mean. 

Enter William. 
Clo. ·It is Meat and Drink to me to fee a Clown; by my 

troth, we that have good Wits have much to anfwer for: 
we fuall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good Ev'n, Audrey • 
.Aud. God ye gcod E v'n, Wtlli~m. 
Will. And good E v'n to yot!, Sir. 
Clo. Good E v'n, ge~1tle Friend. Cover thy Head, cover 

tby Head; nay, pnthce be cover, d. How old arc you, 
Friend? 

Will. Five and twenty, Sir • . 
Clo. A ripe Age: Is thy Name Wil/iam? 
Wtll. Wtlliam, Sir. 
Clo. A fair Name. \Vas't born i'th' Forefl here~ 
Wtll. Ay, Sir, I thank God. 
Clo. Thank God: A good Anfwer: 

Art Rich? 
Wtll. 'Faith, Sir, :C0, :fi • 
Clo. So, fo, is good, very good, very excellent good; and 

yet it is nor; it is but fo, fo. 
Art thou wife? 

lflill. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty Wit. 
Clo. Wh ·, thou fay'fl: well: I do now remcmbet· a Say

ing, The .Fool dor h thi1 k he is wife, but the Wife Man 
knows himfelf to be a Fool. The I-Icathcn Philofopher, 

when 
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when he had a De fire to eat a (;rape, would open his Lips 
when he put it into his M'luth, meaning thereby, th~t 
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. 

· .You do love this Maid! 
Will. I do. Sir, 
Clo. Give me your Hand: Art thou learned? 
W,l/. No, Sir. . 
Cto. Then learn this of me; To have, is to have. For it is 

a Pigure in Rhetorick, that Drink being poured out of a 
Cup into a @Jaf!, by filling the one doth empty the other. 
Por all your Writers do con~fent, that ip{e ~he: Now you 
are not iJfe; for I am he. · 

Will. Which he, Sir? 
C/o. He, Sir, that mull marry this Woman; therefore you 

Clown, abandon; which is ip the Vulgar, leave the Society; 
which in the Boorilh, is Company, of this Female; which 
in the Common, is Woman; which together. is, abandon the 
Society of this Female; or, Clown, thou periihefi; or to 
thy better Underllanding, diefi; or. to wit, I kill thee, ma~e 
thee away, t ·a ilate thy Life into Death, thy Liberty into 
Bondage; J wtll deal in Poyfon with thee, or in Bafiinado, 
or in Steel; I will bandy with thee in F4B:ion, I will o'er
run thee with Policy, I will kill thee a hundred and fifty 

· ~ays; therefore tremble and depart, · 
.Aud. Do, good William. 
Wilt. God rell: you merry, Sir! [Exit.· 

Enter Corin. 
Cor. Our M~fier and Mifircfs fc ek you; come away: a~ 

way. · 
Clo. Trip .Audrey, trip Audrey; I attend, 

I atunp, [ E:t;~if'lt; 

S C E N E II. 
Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Or/a. Is't P' ffi le, that on fo little Acquaintance yo• 
fuould like he ! r ; t, but feeing, you thould love l er! . 
And Jovinc, woo? ~TJd wooing, lhe ihould grant! Ar.d w•ll 
you perf; ~ v ,re to ojoy her~ . . . 

Oii. Ne1ther c~ ' l the Giddincfs of It m queltit r, _the 
foverty of h r. the fmall Acquaintance, my fudden Wootng, 
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nor her fudden confenring; but fay with me, I love A' 
f.1y with her, t at ilie loves me; confent with be tl 
mo.y en;oy each ether; it fiull be to your good: For 1 y F, 
toher's Houfe, and all the Revenue, that was old Sir Row
lttnd's, will I dl:ate upon you, and here live ~nd die a Shep-
herd. 

Enter Rofalind. 
Or la •. You have my Confent. 

Let your Wedding be to Morrow ; thither will I 
Invite the Duke, and all's contented Followers: 
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for look you, 
Here comes my Rofalind. 

Rof. God fave you, Brother. 
Or/a. And you, fair S1frer. 
Rof. Oh my ~ear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee thee 

wear thy Heart in a Scarf. 
Or/a. It is my Arm. 
Roj.' I thought thy Heai·t had been wounded with the 

Claws of a Lion. 
Orla. W{ unded it is, but with the Eyes 0f a Lady. 
Rof. Did your Brother tell you how I counterfeJted to 

{wound, wh~n he iliew'd me your Handkerchief? 
Orla. Ay, -and greater Wonders than that. 
Rof. 0, I know where y u arc: N~y, •cis true: There 

was never ~ny thing fo fuddtP, but the F1gh~ of two Rams, 
and C£jt::r's Thrafonical Bqg, of, I camr, faw, and over· 
came: For yotJr Brother, and my Stfier, no fooncr met, but 
they look'd; no fooner Jook'd, but thty lov'd; no fconer 
1ov'd, but they figh'd; no fooner figh'd, bur they :ask'd one 
another the Reafon; no.foor:er kr.ew tl"e Reafon, but they 
fought th~ Remedy ; and in thtfc Defrtes haye they made 
a Pair of S.tairs to Marria·ge, whi'h tr ev wiH climb in con· 
tinenr, or elfe be incontinent before M;rriage; th::y are irr 
the very Wrath of Love, :and they wiii together. Clubs 
cannot parr them. . 

Orll'l. They {hall be married to Morrow; and I will bjd 
the Duke to rhc N uptiaJ. But 0, how bitter a thing i_t is 
ro ln( k into HappitH:h through another Man's Eyes; by {o 
much the more fhall I to Morrow be at the Height of Heart· 
lJc;!vinefs, by how much I fl1all think my Brother hlppy, 
in having what he willies for. 



R1fl Why then to Morrow I cannot ferve your Turn for 
R~fillind? 

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking. 
Rof. I will weary you then no longer with idle Talking. 

Know of me then, l )f now I fpeak to fame purpofc, that I 
know you are a Gentleman of good Conceit. I ft'Jfak not 
this, that you thould bear' good O pin ion of my Kno :!edge; 
infomuch, I fay, I know what you are; nei her do I labour 
for a greater Efieem than may in fome little M eafure draw 
a.BeJief from you to db your fclf good, and not to grace 
me. Believe then, if you ple•fe, that I can do firange thtngs; 
I have, lince I was three Years old, con edl: wi th a Magi· 
cian, mofi profound in his Art, and yet not damnable. If 
you do love Rofo!ind fo near the Heart, as your G .. fl:ure 
cries it our, when your Brother marries Aliena you tball 
marry her. I know inco hat Sueights of Fortune ihe is 
driven, and it is not impoffible to me, if it appear not in
convenient to you, to fet her Liefore your Eyes to Morrow; 
Human as the is, and without any Danger. 

Orla. Speak•fi thou in fober Meanings? 
Roj. By my Life I do, which I tender dearly, tho' I fay 

I am a Magician : Thercfore ?Ut you in your bcfi: Array, 
bid your Friends: For if you will be married to Morrow, 
you thall~ and to Rofa/end, if you will. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Look, here co cs a Lover of mine, and a Lover of het s .. 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentler,efs, 

To lhew the Letter that I writ to you. 
Rof. I care not if I have: It is my Study 

To fee m defpiteful and ungentle to you: 
You are there follow'd by a faithful Shepherd; 
Look upon him, love him; he w:oriliips you. , . 

Phe. 6ooJ Shepherd., tell this Youth what tiS to lore. 
Si!. It is to be made all of Sighs and Tears, 

And fo am l for Phtbe. 
Phe. And I for Ganimed. 
Or/4. And I for Rofoli.nd. 
Ro(. And I for no Woman. 
Sii. It is to he made all of Faith and Service;. 

i\.·1d {o am I for Pbeb(. 
Oz. 



Phe. And I for Ganimed. 
Orl~t. And I for Rnfolind. 
Rof. And I for no Woman. 
SiL. It is to be all made of Fantafies 

All made of Paffion, and all made of Willies~ 
All Adoration, Duty and Obfervance, 
All H umblenefs, all Patience, and Impatien~e~· 
All Purity, all 1'ria1, all Obfervance; 
And fo am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimed. 
Orla. And fo am I for Rofolind. 
Ro.f. And fo am I for no Woman. 
Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you~ 
Si!. If rh is be fo, why blame you me to love you 1 
Orltt. If this be [o, why blame you me to love you~ 
Rof. Who do you fpeak to, Why blame you me to 

love you! 
Or/a. To her that is not here, nor cloth not hear. 
Rof. Pray you no more of this; 'tis like the Howling -«»f 

Irijh Wolves ag:~infl: the Moon; I will heJp you if I cab; I 
would love you if I could : To Morrow meet me all toge· 
thtr ; I will marry you, if ever I marry Woman, and I;JI 
be married to Mon ow ; I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfy'd 
Man, and you 1ha11 be married to Morrow ; I will content 
you, if what ple~ft:s you contents you, and you 1hall be 
married to Morrow. As you love Rofalind meet, as you 
Jove Phebe meet, and as I love eo Woman, 1'1~ meet~. So 
fare you well; I have left you Commands. 

Sil. I'll not faiJ, if I Jive. 
Phe. Nor I. 
Or./a. Nor I. [ Exe1111~ 

SCENE Ill. 

Enter Clown and Audrey; 

Clo. 1·o Morrow is the joyful Day, .At~drey: to MorroW 
wiJJ we be married. 

' .Aud. I do ddi~e it with all my Heart; and I hope it is,. 
ro di il1onefi De fire, to ddire to be a Woman of the World. 
He1e ccme two of th~ ?~~ilh:d p~~~~.s ;Pages~ - · 



Enter two P ~tges.· 
I Pllge. W eJI met, honell: Gentleman~ 
Clo. By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, ~nd a Song~ 
2. Page. We are for you, fit i·rh' middle. ,.. 
I Page. Shall we clap into't rour.dly, without hauking, or 

fpitting, or faying we are hoarfe, wh eh are the only Pro .. 
Jogues to a bad Voice. 

3 Page. I' faith, i'faith, and both in a Tune, like two G;pji~s 
on a Horfe. · 

:
•· 
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11 was a Lover and his Lafs, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

That o'er th<_green Corn-field did pafs 
In the Spring;'time ; the only pretty rang time, 

When Btrds do jing, hey ding a ding , ding. 
S1JJeet Lovers love the Spring. 

And therefore t~tke the prcje11t time, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 

For Love is crowned With the prime, 
In the Spring time, &c. 

Between the Acres of the Rye, 
VWth a hey., and a ho, and a hey "onin~; 

Theje pretty Country -folks wottld lye, 
In the Spring time, &c. 

The Carrol tbey began tha.t hour, 
Wtth a hey and a ho, and a hey nonino; 

How that a Life was but a FloJJJer, 
In the Sjring time, &c. 

Clo. Truly young Gentlemen, though there WJs. no great 
matter in the ditty, yet the Note wa5 very u.r1tur.a bJe. 

I Pa,ge. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we lci] not 
our tim~. 

Qo. By m.y troth, yes: I count it but time lofl: to hear 
fuch a foolith Song. God b,w'y you, an<1 Go:J mFnd your 
Voi~es. Come, Ar1dr.ey. [ E~;:eun:. 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Dte~e Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver; 
and Ce1ia. 

Dttk§ Sm. Do!l: thou believe, Orlando, that the. Boy 
Can do all this that he hath pcomifed? 

Or/~. I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not; 
As thofe th~t fear they h,Jpc, and know they fear. 

Enter Rofalind, Sylviu<:, and . Pnebe. 
Rof. Patien1:e once morr, whiles our CompaCt: is urg'd: 

You fay, if I bring in your Rf'falind, [To the DNk!. 
;¥ou will bellow her on Orl~Zndo here? 
Du~e Sen. That wauld T, had I Kingdoms to give with her· 
Ro.f. And you fay you will htlve her when I bring her~ 

L To OrJando. 
Or la. That would I, were I of alJ Kingdoms King. 
Ro[. Y .Jll fay you'll M.1rry me, if I be willing. l To Phe. · 
Phe. That will I, lhould I die the hour after. 
Roj: But if you do refufe to marry mr, 

'J ou'll give your felf to this moH faithful Shepherd. 
Phe. So is the BHgain. 
Rof. You fay. that you'll have Phebe, if 1he will! [To Syl. 
Sy!. Tbo' t;J n ve her apd D~ath were both one thir.g. 
Rof. I have promis'd to make all this m~tter even; 

K ~.. ep you your word, 0 Duke, to give your Daughter; 
You, yours, Orlando:~ to recei\·e his Daughter: 
Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me; 
Or e!fe n:f'J!ing me, to \\red this Shepherd. 
Kci'P your word ... '\ytvitn, that you'Jl marry her, 
Jft .e refufe me; and froml1ence I go 
~ro m .. ke thefe Doubts all even, [Exit Rof. dndCelia. 

Duk._e Sen. I do remember in this Shepherd-Boy, 
Some Jivd y touchEs of my Daughter's Favour. · 

Or la. r\1 y Lord, tf:e fir ft time that I ever faw him, 
MLrhought he was a Brother to your Daughter; 
Bur, my gocd Lord, this Boy is Forefi born, . 
And hath been tutor'd in the Rudiments 
Of many dcfpcr2tc Studi ~ s by his Uncle, 
vVho he reports to be a great Magician, 

Entey Clown and Audtey." 
Obfcured in the Circle o · th'is Forell. 



Jaq. There is fure another Flood tow a d, and thcfc Cou
ples are coming to th ... Ark. Here comes a pair of very 
fhange Btall:s, which in ati Tongues are ca1l'd Fools. 

Clo. Sah .. tation and Grteting to you all, _raq. Good my Lord, b;d him welcome~ Th"s i the 
Motle)'- in<icd Gt. ntlema that I h~ve fo ofi en m ... t in de 
Fordl : HI:; bath been a Courtier he fwcars . 

Clo. If any Man dou t that, let him put me to my Purga .. 
tion; I havetroda Meafure, I have flatter'da Lady,I have 
been poht1ck with my Fnend, fmooth with mme Enemy, I 
have undone t hrce Tailors, I have had four Q 1arrd s, and 
like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that t 'en up? 
Llo. 'Fa th we met, and faund the Quarrel was upon the 

{even h Crtu e. 
/ Jaq. How the feventh Caufe? Good my Lord, like 

this Fellow. 
Dulze Sen. I like him very very well. 
Clo. God'ild you, Sir, I ddi re you of the like: I pref sin 

here, Sir, a m•gl1 the refi of the Country Copulatives_, to 
fwe r, and to forfwear, according as Marriage .- it d~, ::nd 
Blood breaks: A poor Virgin, Sir, an il1-favour'd thi r g, Sir, 
but mine own, a poor Humour of m.ne, Sir, to tak that 
th~t no M~l'l el(e will. Rich Honefiy dwells like a M"fer, 
Sir, in a poor Houfe, as your Pearl in your Oyfl:er. 

Duk,s Sen. By my Faith, he is very f wift and fe tenrious." 
Clo. According to the Fool's bol t, Sir, and fuch dulcet 

Dife4fcs. 
'Jaq~ But for the fevcnth Caufe; how did you find the 

Quarrel on the fevcnth. Caufe? 
Clo. Upon a Lie feven times removed; (bear your Be>dy 

more feemint;, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did 1:i ifl tke the Cut of 
a certain Courtier's Beard; he fent me word, 1 f I fa id his 
Beard was not cut wdl, he was in the mind it was : This is 
call'd the R.ttort Courteous. If I rent him WO: d <Jgain, it 
was well cut, he would fend me word, he cut it to ple:afe 
himfclf. T"his is call'd the Quip Modefi. If 2gain, ic was 
not well cut, he difabled my Judgment :This is caWd the 
Reply Churli!h. If again, it w2s not well cut, he would 
anfwer, I fpake not true : This is call'd the Reproof V alianr. 
If again, it was not well cut, he would f,~y, I lie : This is 
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s yotJ 
~all'd the Countercheck Quarrelfome; And fo the Lie 
~umfi:antial • and the. Lie Diretl. 

J~tq. And how oft did you fay his Beard was not well 
cut! 

Clo. I durft go· no further than the Lie Circumfiantial; 
nor he durft not give me the Lie Direct; and fo wemeafur'd 
Swords, and parted. 

Ja'J• Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the 
Lie~ 

Clo. 0, Sir, we quarrel in Print, by the Book; as you 
have Books for good Manners. I will name yon the Degrees. 
The fir!t, the Retort Courteous; the fecond, the Quip Mo• 
defi; the thit d, the Reply Chur Jifu; the fou rth, the Re• 
proof V J,ant; the fi fth, the Countercheck Quarrelfome; 
the fixth, the Lie Wltll Circumfiance; the feventh, the Lie 
Din.ct. All thefe you nay avoid, but t~e Lie dtrect; and 
you may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when feven 
Juft .ces could not take up a Quurel, but whtn the Parties 
were met themfelves, one of them thought but of an If; as, 
If you . f.t id fo, then I fa id fo; and they .lhook Hands, and 
fwore Brothers. Your If is the only Peace-maker ; mud1 
virtue :n 1 f. 
· Jaq. Is not this a rare Fellow, my Lord? Hes good at 
any thing, and yet a Fool. 

Duk.! Sen. He ufes his Folly like a Sta]~ing-Horfe, and un• 
der the Prefentation of that he ilioots his Wit. 

En11r Mymery, Rofalind in Woman's Goths, And Celia. 
Still MH/icf?.: 

H ym. Then is there Mirth in Heav'n, 
VVhen earthly things rJade even 

Atone together. 
Good Duke receive thy Daughter, 
Hymen from Heav'n brought her, 

Yea, brought her hither, 
That thou mtghrj/ join her hand with his~ 
Wl,ofl Heart witbin hiJ Bojom is. 

Rof. To you I give my {elf; for 1 am yours. [To the iJuk.!,-. 
To you I give my feJf; for I am yours. L To OrJando. 
Du~e Sen. If there b~ truth in fight, you are my Daughter. 

Or/A. 



Orla. If there be trurh in fig t you are my RofolinJ. 
Phe. If fight and iliape c t rue, \l.;uy then my Love ~d1eu: 
Rof. 1 '11 have no F thcr, Jf y ou be not he; 

I'll have no Hus!Jand, if y u be not he; 
Nor n'eer wed W man, if you be not fhe. 

Hym. Peace hoa ; I 1ar Cdnfufion .: 
r'T1s I mufl:: m ke conclufion 
Of thefe moll: it range E vem~: . 
Here's eight that mull: take Hand~, 
To join in Hymen's Band~, 
If Truth holds true Contents. 
You and you no Crt>fs 01all part; 
You and you are Heart in Heart; 
You to his Love mutt accord, 
Or have a Woman to your Lord.· 
You and you are rure rogether, 
As the Winter to foul Weather: 
Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we ling; 
Feed your felves with q uefl::ioning: 
That Reafon, Wonder may d1minilh; 
How thus me met, and thcfe things finilh ~· 
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Wedding is greAt J uno's Cro1vn, 
0 bleffiJ Bond of Board and B(d ! 

~Tis Hymen Peoples ev'ry Town, 
High Wedlock_ then be honoured: 

Honour, high honour and Reno1vn 
To Hymen, God of ever1 Town. 

_ Du~e Sen. 0 my dear N eice, welcome thou art to me~ 
E.ven Daughter, wekome:. in no leE degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine-, 
Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine. · 

Enter J aques de Boyes. 
Jdq. de B. Let me have= audaence for a word or two : 

1 am the fecond Son of old Sir Row/and, 
That bring thefe tiding~ to thts fair Afl..:mb!y. 
Duke Frederick_ hean rg how th;a evtry day 
Men of gre;t W onh re forte( to this F.>t efi, 
A~drefs:d a mighty ~.ower wh1~h w .. re on foo~ 

In 



In his own Conduet, purpofely to take 
His Brother here, and pu: him to· the Sword : 
And to the Skirts of this wild Wood he came, 
Where meeting with ~n old Religious Man, 
After fome quefl:ion with ~im, was converted 
Both from his Enterprize, and from the Wor~d; 
His Crown bequeathin~ to his banifu:-d Brother, 
And all their Lar.ds reflor'd to them ~gain 
That were with h1m Exil,d. This to be true, 
I do eng~ge my Life. 

Duk! Sen. vV elcome, young Man : 
Thou offer'ft fairly to thy Brothers Wedding; 
To one his Lands with-held, and to the other 
A Land it felf at Jiirge, a potent Dukedom. 
Firfi, in this For ell, let us d..> thofe Ends 
That here were well begun, and we I begot: 
And after, every of this ha py Number 
That have endur'd tbrewd Days and Nights with us 
Shall flure the good of our ret •rncd Fortune, 
According to the meafure of their States. 
Mean time, forget this ncw-faJl'n D:gnity, 
And fall into our Rufl:ick Revdry: 
Play l'v1 ufick, and ycu Brides and Bridegrooms a H. 
Wnh Meafllre heap,d in Joy, to th'Meafurers fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience : If I heard yo~ rightly; 
·The Duke hath put on a Religious Life, 
And thrown ir.to negl~ct the pompous Court • 

. Jttq. de B. He hath. 
}aq. To him will I: <?ut of thcfe Convertitcs 

There is much matter to be heard and lcarn'd. 
You to your former Honours I bequeath, -[To the Duke 
Your P .1tience, ~nd your Virtue well de{erves it: 
You to a Love that your true Fairh doth merit; [To Oda. 
You to your L~nd, and Love, and great Allies; [7 o 01;. 
You to a long and vn~11-deferved Bed; i_ To Syl. 
And you to Wrangling; for thy loving Voyage [To the Clown. 
Is but for two ~1onths victuatl'd: So to your Pleafures: 
i am for oth~r th1n f~>t· Dancing Mcafures. 

Duk.,.c Sen. Stay, .!aques, fray. 
jtaq. To fee no Paftime, I: \Vhat you would h;vr., 

j'll iby to know "t ycur abandon'd ,Cave. [Exit. 
Duk; .. 



Duk.§ Sen. Proceed, proceed, we will begin thefe Rites' 
As we do trufr they'll end in true Delights. 

J(o[. It is not the Faibion to fee the Lady the Epilogue; 
but it is no more unhandfome than to fee the Lord the Pro
logue. If it be true, that good Wtne needs no Bufb, "tis 
trur, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to good 
Wine they do ufe good Bufh c: s; and good Plays prove the 
better by the help of good Epilogues. What a cafe am I 
in then, that <1m neither a good Epilogue, nor cannot infi
nuat :. with you in the behalf of a good PJ~y! I am not fur
nifh'd likt: a Beggar; therefore to beg will not bet;ome me. 
My way is to CorJjure you, and I'll begin with the Women. 
I charge you, 0 Women, for the love you bear to M.en~ 
to like as much o! this Phy as pleafes you : And I eh ar.ge 
you, 0 Men, for the love y0u bear to Women, as I , t· 
ceive by your Simpring, none of you hates them, that be
tween you and the Women, the Play may pleafe. If I were 
a Woman, I would kifs as mJ.ny of y~u as had Beards that 
pleas~d me, Complexions that lik"d me, and Breaths that I de
fy'd not: And, I am fure, as many as have good Beatds, or 
good Faces, or fweet Breaths, will for my kind Offer, when· 
I make Courtfie, bid me farewel. [E.t'eunt. 
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A Lord, bf(ore whom the Play is fuppos'd to he 
plaid. 

c;;hriftophero Sly, a drurtken Tinker. · 
H~ifs. . 
Page, Players, Httntfmen, and other S~rvants 

attending on the Lord. 

!he Perfons of the Play it folf ar~ 

Bapti!l:a, Father to Kath!.rina arJJ.l Biancha, vtrJ 
rich. 

Vincentio, an old Gentlemart ofPifa. 
Lucentio, Son to Vinc~ntio, in Love with Biancha. 
Petruchio, a Gerttleman of Verona, a Sttitor to 

Katharina. 

H
Gremt io~ } Pretenders to Biancha. 

or entlo, J 
Tranio, 1 . 
Biondello, j Servants to Lucent1o. 

Grumio, Ser·vant to Petruchio. 
Pedant~ an old Fellow [et ztp to perfonate Vin .. 

centto 
Katharina, the Shrew. 
Biancha, her Sift er: 
Wtdow. 
Taylor, Haberda.fhers, with Servants attending on 

· Bapfiita and Petruchio . 

. S C EN E in the latter End of the third, and 
beginning of the fourth A El iit Petruchio' s 
Houfe irt the Couutry; for the refl of the PlaJ 
i11 Padua. 



fhe <Jaming of the S brew. 
----·---------------------------------------
ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Hofiefs and Sly. 

SLY. 

r=~~-~-, =~~'~t~~~ 'LL pheeze you, in Faith. 
~~:Y- ·~ · Hoft. A Pair of Stocks> you Rogue; 
; Sly. Y'are a Baggage ; the Slies are n() 

~-: Rogues. Look in the Chronic/as, we came 
~~~~ with Richard Conqutror ; therefore Paucus 

liiiiii:~-..iiiiiiiiiiiiO--.. -.. , paltabris, let the World flide : Sdfa. 
Hoft. You will not pay for the Glafies you have bur!H 
SLy. No, f\()t a Deniere: Go by S. Jeronimy, go to thy 

cold Bed. and warm thee. 
Hoft. I know my Remedy; I mufr go fetch the Head-

borough. · . [Exit. 
Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth Borough, I'll :mfwer h1m by 

Law; I'll not budge an Inch, Boy; let him come, and kind
ly. [IaLl.s ajleep. 

Wind Horns. Enter 4 Lord from Hunting, with a Train. 

Lord. Huntfman, i' charge thee tender well my Hounds, 
Brach Merriman, the gcor Cur is imbofl, 
And couple C/,waer with the deep-mouth,d Bracb. 
Saw,fi: thou not, Boy, how Silver made it good 
At the Hedge C::>rner, in the coldefl: Fault; 
I would not lofe the Dog for twenty Pound. 

H•n. Why, BelnMn is as good as he, my Lord; 
tle cried upon it at the meere{l Lofs, 

And 



'And twice to Day pick'd out the dulleft Scent: 
T rufi me, I take him for the better Dog. 

Lord. Thou art a Fool, if Eccho were as fleet, 
l would dteem him worth a Dozen fuch. 
But tup them well, and look u11to them a11, 
:To Morrow I intend to hunt again. 

Hun. I will, my Lord. 
Lord. What's here~ one Dead, or Drunk! See; doth he 

breathe~ 
z. Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he notwarm'd with 

Ale, this were a Bed but cold to fieep fo foundly. 
Lord. 0 monfirous Beafl:! how like a Swine he lyes! 

Grim Dtath, how foul and loathfome is thine Image! 
Sirs, I will pratlife on this drunken Man. 
What thmk you if he wcreconvey'd to Bed, 
W rapt in f we et Cloaths: Rings put upon his Finger; 
A moll delicious Banquet by his Bed, 
And brave Attendants near h1m wben he wakes; 
.Would not tht Beegar then forget himfdH 

I Hu11. Bdieve me, Lord, I think he cannot chufe. 
lr HNn. It would feem firange unto him when he wak'd, 
Lord. Rven as a flau·ring Dream, or worthlefs Fancy. 

Then take him up, and manage well the Jell: 
Carry him gently to my fairell Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton Pictures; 
:B~lm his f. ul H ead in warm dillilled Waters, ' 
And burn fweet Wood to make the Lodging fw~et~ 
Procure me Mufick ready when he wakfs, 
To make a Dulcet and a Heav'nly Sound; 
And if be chance to fpeak, be ready llraight, I 

And with a low fubmiilive Reverence, · 
· Say~ what is it your Honour will command ; 

Let one attend him with a filver Bafon 
full of Rofe-water, and befirew'd with Flowers,· 
Anothtr bear the Ewer; a third a Duper, 
And fay, will pleafe your Lordlh ip cool your Handsr 
Some one ee ready with a cofi y Suit, 
And a5k him what App~rel he will wear; 
,Another tell him of his Hounds and Horfe, 
And that his L2.dy mourns at his Difeafe; 
Perfuade hi11-1 th .. t he hath b~en Lunatick, 

And 



And when he fays he is poor, fay that he dre~ms, 
For he is nothmg but a mighty Lord: 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs; 
It will be Pafiime paffing excellent, 
If it be husbanded with Moddl:y. 

I Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we will p1ay our Pat t, 
As he iliall think by our true Diligence, 
He is no lefs than what we fay he is. 

Lord. Take him t p ~ently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his Office when he wakes. 

[Sound TrHmpeu. 
Sirrc~. , go fee what Trumpet 'cis that founds, 
Belike fome noble Gentleman that means, 
Travelling fome J oUiney, to rtpofc him her·. 

Enter Servant. 
How now? Who is it? 

Ser. n't pleafe your Honour. Players 
That offer Ser ice to your Lordlb ip. 

Lord. Bid them come ne r: 
Enter Players. 

Now Fellows, you are welcome 
Play. W c tha k your Honour. 

,..-• ,.....,. 

Lord. Do you intend to fray with me to .. Tight? 
2 Play. Sopl afe your Lordiliip to accept our Duty. 
Lord. With all my Heart. This Fellow I remember, 

Since once he play'd a Farmer's eldefi Son; 
'Tw~s where you ~roo'd the Gentlewoman fo well: 
I have forgot your Name; but fure that Pa1t 
'Vas apt!y fitted, and natura Jy perform'd. 

Stm. I think 'cwas SfJto that your Honour means. 
Lord. 'Tis very true, thou didfi it excellent: 

W elf, you are come to me in happy time, 
The rarher for I have fome Sport in Hand, 
\Vherein your Cunning can affifi me much. 
There is a Lord wil1 hear you play to Night; 
But I am doubtful of your ModeHies, 
Lefi: over eying of his odd Behaviour, 
(For y t hts Honour never heard a Play,) 
You break into fome merry Paffion, 

· And fo offend him: For I tel1 you, Sirs, 
If you fiHmld fmile1 he grows impatiel~t 
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Pl~y. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain our felves; 

Were he the veri eft .An tick in the World. 
Lord. Go Sirrah, take them to the Buttery, 

Let them want nothing that the Houfe affords. 
[Exit one with the Plttyers • 

.. Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my Page, 
And fee htm drefr in all fuits like a L1dy: 
That done, conduCt: him to the Drunkard's Chamber, 
·And ea 1 him Madam, do him Obeifa ce. 
Tell him from me, as he will win my Love, 
'H-e Dear h.mfelf with honoura\:)le AB:ion, 
Such as he hath obferv' d in noble La die~ 
Unto their Lords, by th.::m accom hilicd; 
SJch Duty to r: e L un d l~t h1 o, 
With f ftlo fong-., nd le 1l· '""urrefie; 
A. d fay; ha;: ;s~t ur 'on ur will cc mm nd, 
\1\! h •r in yrwr Lady, al · y · ur · nv1e W tf.·, 
M:ty n . er 'Dl ty, and ma. kno .. ·n : .... ~ L ,..., ; 

1c· t heli w th kind Embraccmer ts, te'l":-'";"t> Kiff,s; 
A !d with dLdining Head in his ofom, 
Bid him ibo;;:d Tears, as :>ei 1g overjoy'd 
To fee her noble Lord refior'd to Health, 
Who for this C ven Years hath eficcm'd himftlf 
No better than a poor and loathfome Beggar : 
And if the Boy have not a Woman's Gift 
To rain a Shower of commanded Tears, 
An Onion will do well for fuch a Shift, 
Which in a Napkin being dofe convey' d., 
Shall in defpight enforce a watry Eye. 
Sec this difpatch,d with aH the hafl:e thou canfi, 
Anon l'Jl give thee more InftruB:ion~. [Exit Servant. 
I know the Boy \yill wcl ufurp the Grace, 
Voice, G_.tr, and Aetion of a Gentlewoman. 
I long to hear him call the Drunkard, Hus hand, 
And how my Men will fhy themtdves from Laughter, 
When they do Homage to this fimple Peafant; 
I'll in to counfel them: fl;.ply my Prefence 
1~1:1 y well ~bate the over-merry Spleen. 
\Vhich otl1erwif~ VI ou!d ~row into Extre ms, 



Enter Sly with Attendants, fome with Apparel, and 
Ewer, and other Appurtenances. 

Sly. For God's fake a Pot of fmaU Ale. 
I S-erv. Will't pleafe your Lordihip drink a Cup of Sack? 
:z. Serv. Wdl't pleafe your Honour tafle o~ tbefe Con-

ferves? 
3 Serv. What Raiment will your Honour wear to Day~ 
Sly. I am Chriftophero Sly, calJ not me Honour, nor Lord-

1hip: I ne' er drank Sack in my Lifd and if you give me 
any Conferves, give me Conferves of Beef: N1/er ask me 
what Raiment I'll wear, for I have no more Doublets tha'l 
Backs, no more Stockings than Legs, nor n(j more Shooes 
than Feec; nay fomctimts more Feet than Shooes, or fuch 
Shooes as my Toes look through the over-leather. 

Lord. Heav'n ceaft this J ile H:Jmour in your Honour. 
On tl t a mighry Man of filch Defcent, 
Of ... u h Poffeilions, and fo high Efieem, 
Shou!d b inftlfed with (o foul a Spirit. 

Sly. Vhat, r ould you makP me mad? Am not I Chri
flophero Sly~ old Sly's Son of /Jutton-heath"~ by Birth a Ped
Jer) by Eaucatwn a C rd a ·er, by Tr rfmutation a Bear
herd, and now by prefent P ·ofeffion a Tin ~er. Ask M~tr
rian Hac bet, the fat Ale· wife of 'Win cot, if. lbe know me not; 
if ihe fay i am not fourteen Pence on the Score for Slteer 
Ale., fcore me up for the lying'fi Knave in· Chrifiendom. 
What I am not befl:raught: here's----

1 Man. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourn. 
:z. Man. Oh this it is that makes your Servants droop. 
L~rd. Her.ce comes it that your Kindred fhun your Hou(·, 

As beaten hence by your firange Lunacy. 
Oh noble Lord, bethmk thee of thy Birth, 
CaH. home thy ancient Thoughts from Banithmcnr, 
And bani!h hence thefc ahje8: lowly Dreams: 
Look h w thy Servants do attend on thee, 
Each in his Office ready at thy Beck. 
Wilt thou have Mufick ~ Hark, .Appollo plays, [ ... Mtlj1ck_. 
And twe~ty caged Nightingales do 1ing. 
Or wilt thou fleep~ We•H have th~e to a CoPcb, 
S fcer and fweeter than the !uftful Bed 
Qn purpofe ttimm·d ~p for Semirami1,. 

p J. Say 



Say thott wilt walk, we vill befirow the Ground: 
Or \vilt thou ridd Thy Horfes 1ha11 be trapp,d, 
Their Harnefs fludded all with Gold and P~:arl. 
Dofi thou love Hawking~ Thou hafl: Hawks will foar 
Above 1he Mor11ing Lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 
1'hy Bounds ihall make the Welkin anfwer them, 
And fttch lhnh Eccoes from the hollow Earth. 

1 Man. Say thou .11it courfe, thy Grayhounds areasfwift 
'As breathed St gs; ay, fleeter than the R.oe. 

2. M1.n. DoH. thou iov · PiCtures?We will fetch thee lhaight 
.Adonis ?amted hy a running Brook, 
And Ci~herea a 1 in S dgcs hid, 
W h1ch fcem to move, ar.d wanton with her Breath, 
Even ~ rbe wa 7ing S d?es pay with Wind. 

Lord. Wt'Jl ibtw thee lo, as fut.: was a Maid, 
And how fhe was begu'led and furpris'd, 
As livdy pa:uud as he Deed was done. 

3 Man. Or Daphne rcroi r g through a thorny Wood, 1 
Scratch n.., her Lq;s, that oi.e fiHll fwear 1he bltt:ds; 
And at the S ' ght fhall fad Apollo weep: · 
So wo1kmaniy the Blood :u.d Tears are drawn. 

Lod. Th( u art a Lord, and nothmg but a Lord: 
Thou h:dl: a ady far more beautiful, 
;Than lr y \Voman in r h is waining Age. 

1 lttan. And ,cill the Tears rhat 1he bath lhed for thee, 
Like en ·ious Floods, o',r-rt..n her lovely I~ace, 
She w1s the fairefi Creature in the World, 
Afld vet fue is inferior to none. 

Sly. Am I a Lord, ard have I fuch a Lady? 
Or de I drt"am? Or have I drlam'd 'till now~ 
I do rot fl. p; l fte, I hea', I fpeal<; 
I fmell f ee· Savours, and I f cl foft Thir<gs: 
Upon my L1fe I am a Lord "ndted, 
A11d rot a Tink r, nor Chri/lrphcro Sly. 
Wcl1, bring our La(Jy hnho· tt our Sight, 
A~d cnce a -a;n a Pot o'th, fmaHell Ale. 

2 .Man. Wil't pkafc your M ightinefs to waf11 your Han~s~ 
Oh hnw we joy eo f c your Wits rdl:or'd, 
Oh th t once more y c1 t knew bu~ what you are? 
Thcfe fifteen Y ars you have been in a Dre:;m, 

Or 
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Or when you wak'd, you wak'd as if you flepr: 

Sly. Thefe fifteen Years 1 by my Fay, a goodly Nap: 
But did I never fpeak of all that time~ 

1 Man. Oh yes, my Lord, but very idle Words. 
For tho' you lay here in this goodly Ch•mber, 
Ye.c would yo· fi y, ye were beaten out of Door~ 
And ra1l"d upon the Hollefs of the Houfc, 
And fay you would prefent her at the Leer, 
Becanfe f11e bought Stone Jugs, ar,d no fe.ll'd Quarts: 
Someci es you we uld call out for Cicel;- Ricket. 

Sty. Ay, 1e Woman's Mad of the Houf~, 
~ MAn. WhySir,youkuow no Houfe, 110• nofuchMaid:. 

Nor no fuch Men as you have reckon'd up, 
A Stephen Sly, 2nd old 'John Naps of Gree~e. 
A .d Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, ' , 
And twenty more fuch Names and Men as thefe, 
Which never were, nt)r n) M1., ever faw. 

Sly. Now Lord be thanked fur my good amends~ 
.All. ben. 

Enter Lady 'JJJith .Attendanu. 
Sly. I thank thee, thou lhalt not lofe by it. 
L~tdy. How fares my noble Lord? 
sty. M1rry I fare well, for here is Cheer enough. 

Where is my Wife~ 
L~tdy. Here noble Lord, what is thy Will with her! 
Sly. Are you my Wife, and will not call me Hu~band ~ 

l\1y Men 1hould call me Lord, I am your good Man. 
Lady. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husband, 

.I am your Wife in all Obedience. 
Sly. I know it well, whac muft I call her? 
Lord. Madam .. 
Sly. .A lee Madam, or Joan Madam! 
Lord. Madam, arid nothing elfe, fo Lords call Ladies. 
Sty. Madam Wife, they fay that I have dream'd, 

And fiept a hove fome fifteen Years and more. 
Lad7. Ay, and the Time feems thirty unto me, 

' Being all this Time abandon·d from your Bed. 
Sly. 'Tis much. Servants leave me and her alone: 

MJdam, undrefs yeu, and come now to Bed. 
P 3 L~tdy. 
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Lady. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you; 

To pa;don me yet for a Night or two: 
Or if not fc, until the Sun be fet; 
For your Phyficians have exprefiy charg,d, 
In Peril to incur your former 1\ialady, 
.. fhat I fhoutd yet abfent me from your Bed; 
I hope this Reafon fiands for my Excufe. 

Sly. Ay, it fl:ands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long; 
But I would be loath to fall into my Dream again : I will 
therefore tarry in defpight of the Flefu and the Blood. 

ENter a Mej[enger. 
Me.JT. Your Hanour's Players, hearing your Amendment; 

Are come to play a pleafant Comedy ; 
For fo your DoCtors hold it very meet, 
S'eeing to much S.dnefs bath congeal'd your Blood, 
And Melancholly is the Nurfe ofFrenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play, 
And frame y')ur Mind to Mirth and Merriment, 
Which bars a thoufand Harms, and lengthens Life. 

Sly. l\1arry 1 wiil, ld them play, it is not a Comonty, 
a Chriftmas Gambold, or a tumbling Trick~ 

Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more pkafing Stuff. 
sty. What, Houibold Stuff~ · 
Lady. It is a kind of Hifiory. 
sty. well, well fee't: 

Come, Madam W1fr, fit by my Side; 
And let the World fi1p, we fualJ neer be Younger. 

Flourifb. Enter Luccntio and Tranio. 
Luc. Tranio, fincc for the gr at D fire I had 

To fee fair Padu.,, Nud· ry of Arts, 
I am arriv'd for frl!itful LuJr;bardy, 
The pleafant Garden of great Italy. 
A.nd by my FatheJ's Love and Leave am arm'd 
With his gond W 1ll, and thy good Company. 
Mofl: trufiy Servant well 2pprov'd in a1l, 
Here let us breathe, and a pp'., inftitute 
A Cout fe of Learning, and ingenious Studies.; 
Ptf.1, renowned for grave Citizens, 
Gave me tny Being, a)Jd my Father firll: 
A Mercharit of g .. e.1t Traffi~k thtough th vVo1ld: 
f'incmtit/s eo~~ of the Bentivolii, 
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Pinctntio's Son, brought up in Florence, 
It {hall become to ferve all Hopes conceiv'd 
To deck his Fortune with his virtuou Deeds~ · 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I fiudy, 

.. Virtue and that put of Philofophy 
Will I apply to, that treats of Happinefs. 
By Virtue fpecially to be atchiev'd. 
Tell m~ thy Mind, for I have Pifo lefr, 
And am to PadHa come, as he that leaves 
A fhallow Plaili to plunge him in the Deep, 
And with Satiety feeks to quench his Thirfi. 

Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle MaO:er mine, 
I am in all affccced as your felf; 
Glad that you thus continue your Rtfolve, 
To fuck the Sweets of fwect hilofophy: 
Only, good Mafl:er, while we do admire 
This Vtrcue, and thjs moral Difcipline, 
Let's be no Stoicks, nor no Stocks, I pray; 
Or fo devote to Arij}otle's Checks, 
As Ovid be an Outcaft quite 'abjur'd. 
Talk Logick with Acquaintance that you have, 
And practice Rhetorick in your common Talk; 
Mu£ick and Poefie uft:! to quicken you, 
The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyficks, 
Fall to them as you find your Stomach ferves you: 
No Profit grows, wher~ is no Plealure ta 'en: 
In brief, Sir, fl:udy wh~t you mofl: affect. 

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doll: thou} advife; 
If, Riondello, thou wert come athore, 
We could at once put us in readinefs, 
And take a Lodging £it to entertain 
Such Friends, as time in Padua fhall beget. 
But Hay a while, what Company is this? 

Tra. Mall er, fome Shew to welcome us to: Town~ 

EnJtr Baptill:a with KathJr·ina and Bianca, Gremio, IINJ. 

Hortenfio. Lucentio and Tranio ftand~ by. 

Bap. Gentlemen;-' importune me not farther~ 
For how I firmly am refolv'd you know ; 
That is, not to befl:ow my youngeft Daughter, 
Before I h1ve a Husband for the Elder: 

. . - ....... 
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If either of you both love J(atherina, 
llecaufe r know you well, and love you welJ., 
Leave iball you have to court her at your Plet1fure. 

Gre. To cart her rathc;r. She"s too rough for me, 
There, there, Hurtenjio, will you any W 1fe? 

K~uh. I pray yvu, Sir, is it your Will 
To make a Stale of me amongfi: thofe Mates l 

1-Ior. 1\·lates Maid, how me;.n you that? 
No M tes, for you; · 
U nlds you were of gentler milder Mould. 

Kath. !'faith, Sir, you lhaJl ne\'er need to ft:ar, 
I wis it is not half way to her Heart: 
But if it were, doubt nor, her Care ihall be, 
To comb your Noddle With a threc-legg'd Stool, 
And p:1int your Face, and ufc you like a FooJ. 

Hor. From all fuch Devils, good L01d, deliver us; 
Gre. And me too, good L rd. 
Trtt. H uib'd, Mafier, here's fome g0od Pallime toward, 

That vV en eh is fhrk mad, or wonderful froward. 
Ltec. But in the other's Silence I do fee, 

Maid's mild Behaviour and Sobriety. 
Pt.ace, Trt-znio. 

7ra. Well faid, Mafier, mum, and gaze your fill. 
B.zp. G.:mlemen, that I may foon make good 

What I ha vc Lid, Bianc:z gtt you in, 
And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca, 
For I will Jove thee ne'er the I r~, my Girl. 

P~ath. A pretty P .. t, it is beft put Finger in the Eye, 
And {he knew why. 

Bian. Sdl:er, content you in my Difcontent. 
Sir, to your Pleafure humbly I fubfcribe: 
My Books and Infiruments fhalJ be my Company, 
On them to look, :.nd practife :>y my fe f. 

Luc. Heark, Tranio, thou rnaiH hear ./14bzerva fp.ak. 
Hor. Signior Baptifta, wi!J you be fo ftrange; 

Sorry am I that our good \¥ill effects 
B:anc .. "'s Grief. 

Gre. Why will yon mew her up, 
Si~mor Bap1ejla, for this Fiend of Hd , 
A::1 m ke ! er bear the Penance of, er T onjue? 
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Bap. eientlemen, content ye ; I am refolv'd 1 

@o m._ Bianca. 
And f~r I know file taketh moll: deli6ht 
In MuGck, Infrruments, and Poetry, 
School-maHers will I keep within my Houfe, 
Fit to infiruB: her Youth. If you, Hortenjio, 
Or Signior Gremio, you know any fuch, 
Pre£ r them hither, for to cunning Men 
I will be very kind and ltberaJ, 
To mine own Children, in good bringing up, 
And fo farewel. J(atherina, you may fray, 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit. 

ICuh. Why, I truff I may go too, may I not~ 
Wh1t lhall I be appointed .Houn-, as tho,, 
Belike, I kne11.· not what to tJke, 
And what to leav~? Ha ! [Exit. 

Gre. You m~y go to the Devil's Dam: Your Gifts are fo 
good, here is none will hold you. Our Love is not (o nreat, 
Hortenjio, but we may blow our Nails together, and fail: it 
fairly ou~. Our Cake's pow on both fides. Farewel; yet 
for the Love I bear my fweet Bian·ca, if I can by any means 
light on a fit Man to teach her that wherein the delights, I 
will wi fh him to her Father. 

Hor. So will f, Signior Gremio: But a word, I pray; 
tho' the nature of our Quacrd yet never brook'd Parlee, 
know now upon advice, it coucheth us both, that we may 
yet again have accefs to our fair MHlrefs, and be happy 
Rivals in Bianca's Love, to labour and elfett one thing 'fpe-: 
ciall y. 

'Gre. What's that, I pray~ 
Hor. Marry Sir, to get a Husband for her Siller. 
Gre. A Husband! a Devil. 
1-Ior. l fay a Husband. 
Grc. I fay a DeviL Think'fl: thrm, Hortenjio, th~' her 

Father be very rich, any Man is fo very a Fool to be married 
to Hell l 

Hor. Tutb, Gremio; tho' it pafs your Patience ar.d mine 
to endure her lewd Alarms, why, Man, there @e good Fel
lows in the World, and a Man could light on th m, would 
take her with all her Faults, and l\1ony enough. 

Gre. 
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Grc. I cannot tell ; hut I had as Jief t~ke her Dowry 
with this Condition, to be whip'd at the High-crofs every 
Morning. · 

Hor. 'Faith, as you fay, there's fm~il ~hoice in rotten 
Apples: Come, fince this bar in Law makes us Friends, it 
1hall be fo forth friendly m~intain'd, 'till by helping Bap
tifta's cldefl: Daughter to a Husband, we fet his youngell: free 
for a Husband, and then have to't afreib. Sweet Bianca l 
happy Man be his dole; he that runs fafl:eft gets the Ring; 
how fay you, Signior Gremio. 

Gre. I am agreed, ~nd would I had given him the be£1: 
Horfe in Padua to begin the wooing that would throughly 
woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the Houfe of her. 
Come on. [Exeunt Gre. andHor. Manet Tra. andLu.cen. 

Tra. I pray, Sir, teJI me, is jt poffible . 
That Love ihould on a fudden take fuch hold? 
· Luc. Oh Tr,anio, 'till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poffible or likely. 
But fee, while idly I fiood looking on, 
I found the effeB: of Love in Idlei:Jefs • 
. .l\.nd now in plainnefs to confefs to thee, 
'1 hat art to me as fecret and ac; dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Ci.rthage was, 
TYanio, I burn, I pine, I perii11, Tranio, 
If I atchicve not this young mod ell: Girl: ,. 
Co:.1fel me, Tranio, for I know thou caofl:; 
Affifl: me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Mafl:er, it is no. time to chide you now .. 
A ffefrion ic; not rated from the Heart ; 
If Love harh touch'd you, nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 

Luc. Gramercy, Lad; go forward, this contents-, 
The rea will cornforf, for thy Counfel's f<>Uod. 

Tra. Maflcr, you look'd fo longly on the Maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of a11. 

Luc. 0 yes, I faw fwect Beauty in her F.:cc, 
Such as the Daughter of J1genor had, 
That mlde great rove to humble him to her Hand, 
\Vhen with his Knees he kif\'d tbe Cretan Strand. 

Ttvl. Sa v: you no ffi'HC? Mark'd you not how her SJter 
B ·gar~ to S..:old, and raifc up fuch a Storm, 

That 
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That mortal Ears might hardly endure the Din. 

Luc. Tranio, I faw her Coral Lips to move; 
And with her Breath fhe did p rfume the Air, 
Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her. 

Tra. Nay) then 'tis time to fi.ir him from his Trance: 
I pray awake·, Sir; if you love the Maid, 
Bend Th mghts and Wits to ate hi eve her. Thus it fiands ~ 
Her eldeft Sifier is fo curll: and ibrew'd, 
That •till the Father rids his Hands of her, 
Mafi:er, your Love mufi live a Maid at home, 
And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up, 
Becaufe {he iball not be annoy'd with Suitors; 

Luc. Ab, Tranio, what a cruel Father's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took. fome care 
To get her cunning School-mafiers to infirucc her~ 

Tra. Ay marry am r, Sir, and now 'tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 
Tra. Mafier, for my Hand, 

Both our Inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firfr. 
Tra. You will be School·mafier, 

And undertake the teaching of the Maid: 
That's your Device. 

Luc. It is : May it be done? 
Tra. Not poffible : For who ihall bear your part, 

And be in Padua here Vincentio's Son, 
Keep Houfe, and ply his Book, welcome his Friends; 
.Vifit his his Countrymen, and banquet them? 

Lt~c. Bajf11, content thee, for I have it full. 
'We have not yet been feen in any Houfe, 
Noc can we be di£Hngui1h'd by our Faces, 
For Man or Mafier: Then it follows thus. 
Thou fiult be Mafier, Tra11io, in my fread; 
Keep Houfe, and Port, and Servants, as I ili ould, 
I will fome other be, Come Florentb-ze, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner Man of Pifo. 
'Tis hatch'd, and fuall be fo ; Tr~mio, at once 
Uncafe thee: Take my colour'd Hat and Cloak, 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee, 
But I will charm him firft to keep his Tongue. 

Tnt. So had you need. 
In 
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. In brief, Sir, fith it your pleafure is, 
And I am tied to be obedient, 
For fo your Father charg'd me ~t our parting; 
Be ferviceable to my SJn, quoth he_, 
Altho', I think, 'twas in another fenfe, 
I am content to be Lucentio, 
Becaufe fo well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Trattio, be fo, becau{e Lucentio loves; 
And iet me be a Slave t'atchieve that Maid, 
Whofe fudden fight hath thral'd my wounded Eye. 

Enter Biondello, · 
Here comes the Rogue. Sirra) where have you been ? 

Bion. Where have I been? Nay, how now, where are 
you? Mafier, has my Fellow Trani~ fioll'n your Cloaths, 
or you fi:oh'o his, or both? Pny what's the News! 

Ls1c. Sirra, come hither, "tis no time to jefi, 
And therefore frame your Manners to the time. 
Your Fellow Trttnio here, to fave my Life, 
Pu.ts my Apparel and my Count'nance on, 
And I t'or my cfcape have put on his: 
For in a Quarrel, fince I came afhore) 
I kill'd a NJ.an, and fear I am defcry'd: 
W .1it you on him, I charge you, as btconH:s; 
While I make way from hence to fave my Life. 
You underHand me? 

Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. 
Lr1c. And not a jot of Tranio in your Mouth, 

Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Bion. The better for him, would I were fo too: . 
Tra. So would I, 'faith Boy, to have the next W ifh af

rer, that Lucentio indeed had Baptifla's youngefi: Daughter. 
Bur, Sirra, not for n1y fake, but your Maficr's, I advife you 
ufe your Manners dilcreetly in all kind of Companies : 
When I am alone, why then I am Tranio; but ir~ all Places 
eJfe, your l\1aflcr Lucentio 

Luc. Trttnio, let's go: 
One thing mole rdt, that thy felf execute, 
To make one 'mong thefe W~ocrs; if thou ask me why, 
SJ.ffi.:eth roy Reafons a ·e both gorJd ar.d weighty. [Exeunt. 

The 



The Prefenter s above [peak_: 
I Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Piay. 
Sly. Yes, by Saint .Anne, do I; a good matter furcly. 

Come's there any more of it~ 
L~dy. My Lord, 'tis but begun. 
Sly. 'Tis a ve1 y excellent piece of Work, Madam Lady, 

would 'twcre done. [They fit and mAr~ 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 

Pet. v Erona or a wl1le I take my leave, 
To ftc: n1y Frie ds in Pad11a; but of all 

~1y bdl: belovtd a' d c1 proved Friend, 
Horte11jio; .. nd I tro this is de Houfe: 
Here Sirra, Grumio, knock I fay. 

G·ru. Knock, )a? w om fhotl I knock~ Is there any 
Man has rebm'd your Worfhip? 

Pet. Villian, I fay, knock me here foundly. 
Gru. Knnck you here, Sir? Why, Sir, what am I, Sir, 

'I'hat I fho uld knock you here Sir? 
Pet. Villain, I fay, knocl· me at this Gate, 

A rd rap me well, or I'll knock your Knave's Pate. 
Gru. My ~1aller is grown quarrelfome: 

I fuould knock you firfi, 
And then I know after, who comes by the worfi. 

Pet. Will it not be? 
'Faith, Sirra, and you'll not knod:, I'll ring it, 
I'll try how you can Sol, Fa, and fin~ it. , 

LHe rings him by the Ears. 
Gru. Help, Mifrrefs, help, my lVhfier is mad. 
Pet. Now knock when I bid you: Sirr:z, ViliaiD• 

Emcr Hortenfic. 
Hor. How now, what's the matter? My old Friend 

Grumio, and my go:>d Friend P(truchio! How do you all 
at Verona? 

Pet. Signior 1-!ortenfio, come you to part the Fray? 
Contntti le core bene tro'{lato, may I fay. 

1/o~. 



Hor. .Alltt noftra ea fa ben venf.$to multo honorato Signior 
mio Petruchio. 
Rife, Grumio, we will compound this Quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. I£ 
this be not a bwful Caufe for me to leave his Service, look 
you, Sir: He bid me knock him, and rap h1m foundly, Sir. 
Well, was it fit for a Servant to ufe his M after fo, being 
perhaps, for ought I fee, two and thirty, a peep out~ 
Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firft, then had 
not Grumio come by the worfi:. 

Pet. A fenfelefs Villain. <fiood Hortenjio, 
I bad the Rafcal knock upon your Ga ce, 
And could not get. him for my Heart to do it. 

Gru. Kflock at the Gate~ 0 Heav'ns! Spake you not 
the{e words plain~ Sirr~, Knock me here, rap lnt;! here, 
knock me well, and knock me foundly ~ And come you now 
.with knocking at the ~ate? 

Pet. Sirra, be gone, or talk not, I advife you. 
Hor. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumio's Pledge: 

Why this is a heavy Chance 'twixt him and you, 
Your ancient trufl:y pleafant Servant Grumio; 
And tdl me now, fweet Friend, what happy Gale 
J3lows you to Padtta here, from o d Verona~ 

Pet. Such W md as fcatters young Men t uough the World, 
To feek their Fortunes farther than at home, 
Where fmall Experience grows b• t in a few. 
Signior Hortenjio, thus it fiands with me, 
AtJtonio my Father is deceas~d, 
And I mull: rhrufl: my felf into this maze, 
Happily to \Vive ar:d 1 hrivr,. as hdll may: 
tCr<>wf)s in my Purfe I .have, and Goods at home; 
And !o am come abroad ro fee the \:Vor:d. 

Hor~ Pctrttchio, fhall I then come roundly to thee, 
._A ... nd wifh thee to a tbrc 'd ill-favour'd \V1fe~ 
Th 1u'dfi: thank me but a little for my C'1unfeJ, 
And yet ru promife th, ~ e il1e lh all be rich, 
.f\.nd very rich: But thou'rt too much my Friend, 
.And I'd not wilh thee to h~r .. 
· Per. Signior Hortcn.fio, •twixt fuch Friends ss we 
few words fufficc; and the ref~te, if thou know 

One 



One rich enough to be Petruchio's Wife: 
As Wealth is burthen of my wooing Da:.1cc; 
Be {he as Foul as was F/orentius Love. 
As Old as Sybel, as Curfi: and Shrew'd 
As Socrates's Zantippe, or a worfe, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leafi, 
AffeCtions edge in time. Were fue as rough 
As are the f welling Adriatick Seas. 

b: I come to vVive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then h1ppily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what his 
1\1.ind is: Why give him @old enough, and marry him to 
a Puppet, or an Aglet Baby, or an old Trot with nc'er a 
T oth in her Head, tho• the have as many D~feafes as two 
and fifty Horfes; why nothing comes amifs, fo Mony comes 
wirhal. 

Hor. Petruchio, fince we are flept thus far in, 
I will concinuc that I b oach'd in. J efi, 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a Wife 
With W e.tlrh enough, and Yours and Beauteous, 
Brought up as belt becomes a Gentlewom~n. 
Her only f.mlr, and that is fault epough, 
Is, that lhe.is intolerable Curs'd, 
And tbrew'd, and f(oward, fo beyond all meafure~ 
That were my State far worfer than it is, 
I would not wed her for a Mine of Gold. 

Pet. Hortenjio, peace; thou know'fi not Gold,s Effe6l: ; 
Tell me her F~ther's Name, a~d 'cis enough: 
For I will board her, tho' lhe chide as loud 
As Thunder, when the Clouds ·n Autumn crack. 

Hor. Her Father is Baptifta lldinola, 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her Name is Katherin.1 Minola~ 
Renown'd in Padua for her fcolding T ngue. 

Pet. I know her Father, tbo' I know her 
And be knew my deceafed Far her well: . 
I will not fleep, Hortenjio. •till I fee he~, 
And therefore let me be thus bo!d with you~ 
To give you JVer at this firfi Encounter, 
I..! nlefs you will accompany me thither. 



Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the Humour lafis. 
A my word, and fhe knew him as well as I do, ilie would 
think Scolding would do little good upcn him. She may 
perhaps call him half a fcore Knaves, or fo: Why that 's 
nothing ; :md he begin once, he'll rail in his rope Tricks. 
I'll ~ell you what, Sir, and tbe fiand but a little, he will 
throw a Figure in her Face, and ~o di~figure her w~th it, 
that ilie iluH have no more Eyes to fee withal than a Cat: 
You know him not, Sir. 

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I rnufl: go with thee, 
For in Baptifta's Houfe my Treafure is: 
He hath the Jewel of my Life in hold, 
His youngefi: Daughter, beautiful Bianca, 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more 
Sutors to her, and Rivals in my Love: 
Suppofing it a thing impoffiSie, 
For thofe DefeCts I have before rehears'd, 
That ever Katharine will be woo'd; 
Therd(~re this order hath Baptifla ta'en, 
Th t none fhall have accd:, UlJtO Bianca, 
'fill Katherine the Cun/d have got H· sband. 

Grrt. Katherine the C urs'd, 
A Title for a Maij, of all Titlos the worll:. 

Hor. Now tball my Friend Pcteuchio do me gracr; 
And offer me d fguis'd in {('ber Robes, 
To old Blitpti.fta as a Sch .!-mafier. 
Well feen m Mufick to in Hr uti Bianca, 
That fr) I m~y Gy this Device, ~t leafl:, 
Have leave and le1fure to make Love to her, 
And unfufpeeted Court her by her felf. 

Enttr Gremio and Lucer.tio di[guifed. 
Grtt. Here's no Knavery! Sfc, to begmle the old Folks, 

M after, 
I-Iow the young Folks Jay their Heads togtther. 
:M .. fter, 1· k about you: Who comes there? ha. 

1-Ior. Peace, Grumio, it is the Riva! of my Love. 
Petruchio, fiand by a while. 

Gru. A proper Stripling, and an amo. ous. 
Gre. 0 very well, I have perus'd the Note. 

H;uk )o·:, Si:-, I'll Juve them very fairly bouad, 
All 
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All Books of Love, fee that at any hand, 
And fee you read no other Lectures to her: 
You underfiand me., over ~nd befide 
Signior Bapti/ia's Liberality, 
l'Jl mend It with a Largcfs. Take your Paper .. too, · 
And let me h..,ve them very well perfum'd,. 
For 1he is f weeter than Perfume it felf 
Towhom l1e go: Whltwillyou readtoher? 

Luc. Whace"er I read eo Ler, ,I'll plead for you, 
As tor my Parron, fiand you la affured; 
As firml as your felfwere Htll in place, 
Ye and perhaps with more fuccefsful words 
Thar• you, nnlefs you were a "cholar, Sir. 

Gr-e. Oh rh1s Ll'arnin~, what a thing it is. 
Gru~ Oh this Woodcock, what an Afs it is. 
Pet. Peace, Sirra. ' 
Hor. Grumio, mum! God fave you, Signior Gremio~ 
Grc. Ana you arc well mH, Signior Hortenjio. 

Trow you whither I ~m going~ To Baptifta Mim;la; · 
I pr~mi~·d to enquire carefully -
About a Schoo1-mall:er for the fair Bianctt, 
And by good Fortune I have ligk'ted well 
On this young Man: For Lc~rning and Behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, 
And other Books, good ones, I warrant ye. 

Hor. '1 is well; t~nd I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A ~ne Mufician to inlhuct: our Mifirefs, 
So flull I no whir be behind in Duty 
To f.tir Rianca, fo belov'd of me. 

Grc. Belov'd of me, and that my Deeds ihall prove; 
Gru. And that his Bags 1hall prove. 
Hor. GremiD, 'cis ,now no tirne to vent our Love. 

Lifl:en to me, and if you ~<Jeak me fair, 
I'll tell you News indifferent good for either, 
Here is a Gentlem1n whom by chance I me..c 
lJpon agr~ement from us to his Liking, 
\Vrll undertake to woo curs'd Kath4rine, 
Yea, and to marry he1·, if her Dowry pleafe~ 

Gre. So faid, fo done, is well; 
llortenjifJ, have you told him all her Faults! 

Y o L. II. · Q Pet~ 



Pet. I know file is an irkfcme brawling Scold; 
If that be all, Mafiors, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, fayefl me f•, Friend~ What CQuntryman~ 
Pet. Born in Verona, old A11tonio's Son; 

My Father's dead. my Fortune lives for me, . 
And I i.io hope good Days, amd loag, ta fee. 

Gre. Oh Sir, futh a Life with fuch a Wife were firange; 
But if yc.u have a Stomach, to't a God's Name, 
You 1ha11 have me affifimg you in all. 
But will you woo this wild Cat I 

Pet. Will I live~ 
GrH. Will he woo her~ ay, or I'll hang her. 
Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent~ 

Think: you a little Din can daunt my Ears~ 
Have I not in my time hc~rd Lions roar~ 
Have I not beard the Sea, puff,d up with Winds, 
Ragtlike an angry Boar, chafed with Sweat; 
Have I nut hc:ud great Ordnance in the Field~ 
And tleav'ns At tillery thunder in the Skies~ 
Have I not in a pitched Battel heard 
Loud Larums, r1e~ghing Steeds, and Trumpets Clar.gud 
And do you tell me of a Woman's Tongue, , 
That gives not half fo great a blow to hear, 
As will a Cbtfout in a Farmer's Fire~ 
1·u1b, tufh, fe~r Boys with Bugs. 

Gru. For he fears none. 
Gre. Hortenjio, hark~ 

This G entlernan is h~ppily arriv'd, 
My Mind prtfumes for his own good, ~nd yours. 

Hor. I promis'd we would be Contributors, 
And bear his Gharge of wooing whatfoever. 

Gre. And fo we wilJ, provided that he win her. 
Gru. I would I were as fure of a good Dinner. 

Enter Tranio brAflt, and Biondello. 
TrA. Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold, 

Tell me, I befeech you, which is the readied way 
To the H:mfe cf Signior B4ptijla Minola i 

Bion. He that has the two fair Daughters; is't he yoa 
mean~ 

Tra. Even he, Biondello. 
Gre. Hark you, Si-, you mean not her ~o-

Tr~; 



Tr~. Perhaps him and her, what have you to do! 
Pet. Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray)~ 
Tra. I love no Chiders, Sir: Bi~nde//q~ let's away. 

, Luc. Well begun, Trani,. 
Hor. Sir, a wotd e•cr you go: 

Are you a StJtor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no~ 
?"r11. And if I be, Sir, is it any Offence? 
Gre. No~ if without more Words you '#ill gee you hence~ 
Tr~. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the Streets as free 

For me, as for you~ 
Gre. But fo is not lhe. 
Tra. For what reafon, I befeec;h you• 
Gr1. Pbr this Reafon, if you'll know, 

That .fhe's the choice Love of Signior Gremio. 
Hor. That the's the Chofen of Signior HfJrtenfio~· 
Tra. Softly, my Mafiers: If you be Gentlemen;· 

Do me this Right; hear me with Patience. 
Baptifta is a noble Gentleman, 
"J'o whom my Father is not all unknown, 
And were his Daughter fairer than the is, 
She may more S\ltors have, and me for one~ 
Fair L~da's Daughter had a thoufand Wooers~ 
Then well may one more fair, Bi11nca have, 
And fo lhe ihall. Lucentio thall make one, 
Tho' PariJ ('ame, in hope to fpeed alone. 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out talk us aH. 
Luc. Sir, give him head, I know he" Jl prove a fade.; 1 
Pet. HorttRfo, to what end . are ail thefe words-~ 
Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold · as to ~sk you, 

Did you yet ever fee Baptifta's Daughter? 
. TrA. No, Sir; but hear I do that he bath two= } 

The one as famous for a fcolding Tongue, 
As is the other for beauteous M~jefiy. 

Pet. Sir, Sir~ the firfi's for me, let her go by. 
GY'e. Y w, leave that Labour to great Herc11leJ, 

And let ic be more than .A/1ides twehe. 
· _ Pet. Sir1 underHand you this of me, infootb~ 
The youngell: Daughter, whom you hearken for. 
Her Father keeps from aU accefs ofSutors, 
And wiiJ not promifc he-t· to any Mao; 

' . ·" 
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Um ·1 the elddl: Sifi:er firfr be Wed: 
The young~r thtn is free, and I~ot before. 

Tra. If 1t be fn, Sir, that you are the Man 
M u!l fh,d us all, and me amongfr the refr : 
And if you break ·the Ice, and do this feat, 
A tchieve the Elder, fet the Younger free, 

. For our acccfs, whofe hap {h~ll be to have her; 
· VviH not fo gr&celefs be, to be ingrate. · 

/tor. Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceivt: 
And fince you do profefs to be a Sutor, -
Y ~u mufi, :JS we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 
To \J..·lnm we all rcfi generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I Hull not be fiack, in fign whereef, 
Pleafe ye, we may contrive this Afternoon, 
And qu4ff Caroufes to our Mifirefs's Health, 
And do as Adverfaries do in L~w. 
S:rive mightily, but eat and dr.ink as Friends; 

Gru. Bion. 0 excellent Motion: Fellows, let's be gone: 
IIor ~ The Motion's good indeed, and be it fo, 

Pe:rr1chio, I fi1 all be your B_en venuto. (Exeunt. 
Enter K•tharina and Bianca. 

Bian. Good Slil:er, wrong me not, nor wrong your felf, 
To maJ.:e a Bondmaid ar.d a Sla\'e of me; 
That I d:Cdain: But for thefe other Goods, 
'Lhbind my Hands, I'll pull them off my fdf, 
Y C;.l, all my Raimer t, to my Petticoat, 
(.)r wh~t you will command me will I do ; 
So wt ll I know my Duty to my Etders. 

J(ath. Of all thy Sutors here I char~e thee tell 
vVhom thr:>u lov'fi bell: See thou diffemble nor. 

Bian, Believe me SiHer, of all the Men alive 
J n··vcr y{t beheld rhat fi.)ecial Face, 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

f(rll h .. l\1.inior, rh nu licfi; is ~t nut Hortenfio? 
Bian. l f you affeft him, Sifi:er, here If wear 

I'll plead for ycu my ie!f, but you l11all have him. 
K.:rb. Ob then bclike you fancy Riches more, 

Yo11 will have Gremio to keep you fair. 
Bitm. Is it f:Jr him you do em y me fo! 

N ,y then rou jd'l:, ~nd now I v:c:H perceive . ,/ Yoa 



The Tanzi'i1g of tbe Shrew. 

You have but jefl:ed with me al this while; 
I prethee, Sifh:r Kate, untie my Hdnd~. 

Kat h. If that be J eH, then all the refi is fo. [Strikes her. 
Enter B-.ptifia. 

Bap. Why how now D:1m~, whence grows this !nfoJer.c( ~ 
Bianca, fiand a fide; poor Girl, fhe weeps; 
(;o ply thy Needle, meddle not with he ... 
For 1harne, thou H1lding of a devilifh Spirit, 
Why doll: thou wrong her, that did ne'cr wrorgthee~ 
When did ilie crofs thee with a bitter word~ 
· Kath. Her Silcnc·e flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd. 

[Flies after Bianca. 
Bap. What in my fight ? Bianca, get thee in. lExit Bian. 
J(ath. What, will you not fuffer me? :Nay, I fee 

She is your Treafure, fhe mufi nave a Hmband, 
I mull Dance _bare-foot on her W edding·day, 
And for your Love to her lead A pes in Hell: 
Talk not to rot>, I will go fit and weep, 
~Till l can find occafion of Revenge. [Exit K-:1th. 

Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd as I? 
But who comes here~ 
'Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the Habit of a me~-m Jlrlan, Petru

chio with Hortenfio lik! a Ll1tifician, Tra11io and Biandell0 
bearing a Lute and Book}. 
Gre. Good morrow, Neighbour Baptifta. 
Bap. Good morrow, Neighbour Gremio: God fave you 

Gentlemen. · · 
Pet. And you, good Sir; Pray have you not a Daughter 

C3ll' d Katharina, fair and virtuous? 
Bt1p. I have a D.wghter, Sir, call•d Katharina. 
Gre. You are too blur,t, go to it orderly. 
Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leav • 

I am a Centlem.w of Verona} Sir, 
ThJt hearing of her Beauty :ind her Wit. 
Her Affability and bafnful IV1odd1:y, .' · 
Her wo~derous Q1~lities, and mild Heh:c\·icur, 
Am bold to i11ew my J!.:lf a for-.uard Guefl: 
\:Vithin your Hou!e, to make mine Eye the \Vitnefs 
OF thlt Rfp~rt, v.·hich I fo oft haye heard. 
And f ran er.tratKe to my Entrrtainmcnt, [Prrflnting Hor. 
I do prcfcnt you with ~: !',1an of ~ine, 

. Q) 



Cunning in Muftck, and the Mathematicks, 
·ro inlh.utl: her fully in thofe Sciences, 
vVhere(Jf I know fhe is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong, 
His Name is Licio, born in lt1antua. 

B~!p. Y'are welcc.me, Sir, and he for your good fake. 
But for my Daughter Ka.tharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my Grief~ . 

Pet. I fee you do not mean to part with her. 
Or tlfe you J1ke not of my Company. 

Bap. Mifl:ake me not, I fpeak but what I find. 
t\Thence are you, Sir~ What may I call your Name! 

Pet. Petruchio is my Name, Antonio's Son, 
A Man well k1)own throughout all Italy. 

B~p. I know him well: You are welcome for his ftke. 
Gre. Saving your T~Ie, P~truchio, I pray let us that are 

poor Petitioners fpeak too. Baccare, you are marvellous 
fo rward • 
. Pet. Oh~ pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would f~in be 

doing. 
Gr~. I doubt it notl Sir, but you wiiJ curfe 

Your wooing, Neighbours. This is a Gift 
Very grateful, I am fure of it: To exprefs 
The like kindnefs my felf; that have been 
lVlore kindly beholding to you than any: 
Free Ieaye give unto this young Scholar~ t~at h~th 
~een long fl:udying at Rhemes, as cunning [ Pr~fenting Luco 
ln Greek, Latin, and other Languages, 
As the other in M ufick and ~hthematicks; 
l-1 is Name is C1mhio; p~ay accept his Service. 

BaP.· A thoufand thanks, Signior G:c~ic: 
~ dcome, good Cambio. ~ut, gentle Str, 
1Vlethinks you wa:k like a Stranger, [T9. Tr3ttio~ 
~Jay l be fJ b0Jd, tO knoW the ~aufe of your coming? 

7'ra. Pardon m~, Sir, the Baldnefs is mine own, 
·rhat being a Strangei in this City here," 
J.)o m4ke my felf a Sutor to your Daughter, 
Unto Bi?!nca, Fair and V.irruous: 
Nor is your 'firm Refolve unknown to we, 
In the Preferment of rh~ e!defl Sifier. . 
Th1s Libtrry is -u that I rc:que~, 

·· .-;' .· .: ·· · · · ··· T-hat 



Tht Taming of the Sh 
That U?On knowledge of my Parentage, 
I may have welcome 'mongfl: the reft that woo, 
And free accefs and favour as the refi. 
And toward the Education of your Daughters, 
I here 0efi:ow a fimple Infirument, 
And this fmall Packet of Greek and Latin Books. 
Jf you accept them, then their Worth is great. 

Bap. L~tcentio is your Name~ of whence, I pray~ 
Tr11. 0 f Pifo, Sir, Son to f/incentio. 
Bap. A mighty Man of Pifo ; by Report 

I know him well; You are very welcome, Sir. 
Take you the Lute, and you the fet of Books,, 
You iliall go fee your Pupils prefently. 
Holla,. within. 

Enter a Servant. 
Sirra, lead thefe Gentlemen 
To my two D4ughters, and then tell them both 
Thefe are their Tutors, bid them ufe them well. 
We will go walk a little in the Orchard, 
And then to Dinner. You are paffing Welcome, 
And fo I pray you all to think your felves. 

Pet. Signior Baptifta, my Bufinefs asketh hafte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You know my Father wen, and in him me, 
Left folely Heir to all his Lands and Goods, 
Which I have better'd rather than dec:reas'd, 
Then teJJ me, if I get your Daughter,s Love, · 
Whlt Dowry lhalll have with her to Wife. 

Bap. After my Death, the one half of my Lands, 
And in poffeffion twenty dioufand Crowns. 

Pet. Ai1d for that Dewry~ I'll affure her of 
Her Widowhood, be it that ihe furvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leafes whatfoever, · 
Let Specialities be therefore drawn betwee!l us, 
That Covenants may be kept on either hand. · 

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtain,d, 
That is, her Love: · for that is ·all in ~n. 

P:t. Why that is nothing : For I tell you, Father, 
I am peremptory as the proud-minded. 
And where two r~ging Fires meet together . 
They do con fume the thing that feeds their F~ry. 

Q 4 Tho' 



Tho' little Fire grows .great with little Wind, 
Yet extream Gufl:s will b!ow out Fire and all: 
So I to her, and fo R-le yielcls to me, 
For I am r~ugh, and woo 11ot like a Babe. 

B~-zp. Well may'ft thou woo, and happy be thy fpced : 
But: be tho'u arm'd for fome unhapp-y \Vords. ' 

Pet. Ay, to the proof, as Mountains are for VVinds, 
~hat ihake nor, tho' they blow perpetually. · 

Enter Hortenlio with his He11d broke. 
Bap. How now my Friend, why dt fl: thou look fo paie l 
Hor. For fe:ar., I promife you, if I look pale. 
Bap. \Vhat, will my Daughter prove a good Mufician ~ 
l-lor. I thmk fhe'H fooner orove a Soldier, 

Iron m a v ~ h old ith her, bu; never Lutes. 
·Bap. '\Vhy then thou canfr not brt:ak her to the Lute ~ 
I-br. Why no, for fhe hath broke the Lute to me; 

I did bur tell her ilie miaook her Frets, 
And bow'd her Hand to t each l:er Fingering, 
\V hen, with a m ;fi: impatic:nt devilifh Spirit, 
Fr:.ts ca,l you them? quoth f11e, I'll Fume with them: 
A['jd with that word fbe firuck me on the Head, 
And throogh my lnfirumenr my Pate made way, 
And there I flood am~zed for a while, 
A~ on a Pillory, looking through the Lute; 
\Vhile ihe did ca!l me Rafcal, Fidler, 
And twangling J H~k, wi·th twenty fuch vile Terms, 
As ilie had !l:udied to mifufe me {o. 

Pet. Now, by the World, it is a 1ufly Wench, 
I love her ten times more than e'er I did; 
Oh how r long tO Ha ·e fom e ch~t with her. 

Bap. Well go with me, a ~d be not fv difcomfited. 
Proceed io pratlife wi th my youngn Daughter, 
She's apt tO le-rn~ and rhmkful f(H good turns; 
Signior Petrucbio, will you go with us, 
()r lhall I fend my D~ughter Kate to you. 

Per. I pray you do. I w!ll attend her here~ 
[Exit B"P· -Manet Pttruchio. 

And wo her with fomc fpirit w 11' n fhe comes. 
Say that lh · Rail, ~· hen then I'll tell her plain 
She S r f!s as fweedy as a Nightirgale: 
S.y that fhe Frown, !'11 fay lhe looks as dear 

.As 
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As Morning Rofes newly walh'd witn Dew; 

Say ihe be mute, and will not fpeak a Word, 
r-1 nen l'Jl commend her Volubility, 
And fay fhe uttereth piercing Eloquence: 
If t'he do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks~ . . 
As tho' the bid me: fl:ay by her ·a Week; " · · 
1 f fhe deny to wed~ I'll er 'e the Day . 
\Vhen I fl1 all a$k the Banes, and when be marned. 
But here .the c~mes, and now Petruchio fpeak. 

Enter Katharma. 
Good Morrow I<.~tte, for that s your Name I hear. 

Kat h. \V ell have yeu htard, but fomething harq ·of hear .. . . 
]~g. 

They call me Katherine, that do talk of me. 
Pet. You lye infaith, for you are nli'd plain Kate, 

And bonny ](ate, ~nd fometimes ](ate the Curfi: 
But J(ate, the p. ertie'fi ](ate iR Chnfl:endom, 
J( ate of J(ate-hPZLI, my Supper-dainty Kilte, 
For Dainties are all J(ates; and therefore J(ate 
Take th s of me, ](ate f my Confolation, 
Hearing thy I\'lildnefs prai~'d in every Town, 
Thy Virtues fpoke of, and thy Beauty founded, 
Yet not fo deep I y as to thee belongs, 
My felf ;m mov'd to \voo thee for my Wife. 

Kat h. Mov'd 1 in good tin: e ; let him that mm:'d you hither; 
Remove yoa htnce; I Iwew you at the lidl: 
You were a Moveable. 

Pet. Why, whar's a Moveable? 
Karh. A join\~ Stool. 
Pet. Th'm haft hit it; Come, fir o. me. 
Kat/; . Alfes are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to beJr, and fo are you. 
K.,uh. No fuch Jade, Sir, as you, if me you m~an~· 
f. et. A 'a(', good Kt:tc, I will not burthen thee, 

For kr.owin!! thee to be but youn.o and Jioht-
" n r> 

Kath. Too light for ft~ch :l S.v::~in a') vo• to catch. 
And yet a~ hea~y 3S my v;cigh t :fh•Jul ~be. 

Pet. Should be! l11ould ! b~.;z. 
Kath. \V t1I t 'en, and like a B·1zzard. 
Pet • . Oh fi >w-wrng'd Turtle, fuaH a Buzzud t4kc thee ? 
K ~z~h. Ay, for a Turtle, as he t\l~ cs a Buzzard. 
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Pet, Come, come you W af p, rfaith you are too an-

.gry. 
K4th. If I be wafpith, •bell: beware my Sting. 
Pet. My Remedy is then to pluck it out. 
Kath. Ay, if the Fool could find it where it lyes. 
Per. Who knows not where a Wafp doth wear his Sting~ 

-In his T 2il. 
' Kath. In his Tongue. 

Pet. \Vhofe Tongue ~ 
Kat h. Yours if you talk of Tales, and fo fareirel. 
Pet. What with my Tongue in your Tail. 

Nay~ come ~gain, good Kate, I am a Gentleman. 
Kat h. That I'll try. [She f/ri~es him. 
Pet. I fwear I'll cuff you, if you fl:rike again. 
J(ath. So may you lofe your Arms. 

If you {hike me you are no Gentleman, 
And if no Gentleman, why t·hen no Arms. 

Pet. A Herald, KAte ~ On put me in thy Books. 
Kath. What is your Crefi, a Coxcomb ? 
Pet. A comblefs Cock, fo Kate will be my Hen. 
Kath. No Cock of mine, you crow too like a Craven. 
Pet. Nay, come !(ate; come) you mufr not look fo fower. 
Kdth. It is my Failiion when I fee a Crab, 
Ptt. Why liere·s no Cr~b, and thert:fore lcok not fow er, 
Kath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then fhew it me. 
l(ath. H;td I a Glafs ·r woukl. 
Pet. What, you mean my Face. 
Kath~ Well 'aim'd of fuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by St. George l am too young for you. 
Kath. Yet you are wither'd. 
Pet. 'Tis with Cares. 
Kat h. I care not. 
J(e!. ):hy, hear you Kute. Infooth you '[cape not fo, 
K11uh. I chaf~ you if I tarry; ltt me go. 
Pet. No, nor a whit, I find you palllng gentle: 

~Twa:, told me you were rough, and coy, and full-en, 
An<i now 1 find Reporr a very Liar, 
For th~ll art pleafanr, ga~nefome, paffing courteOtJ~ 
But flow in Speech, yet fweet as fpring-time Flowers. 
Thou catt'll not frown, tho~ can'ft no~ look a fcance, 
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Nor bite the Lip, as angry Wenches wiJ1, 
Nor hall thou Pleafure to be crofs in T~lk: 
But thou with Mildnefs entet~tain'fl: thy Wooers; 
With gentle Conference, fofr, and affable. 
Why doth the \VorJd report that K6tte doth limp 1 

' Oh fland'rous World: K~tte, like the Hazle Twig, 
Is frraighr, and flender, and as brown in hue 
As H2zle Nuts, and fweeter than the Kernels, 
Oh let me fee thee walk: thou doll: not haltlt 

Kath. Go FooJ, and whom thou keep'fi command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian fo become a Grove; 

'As Kate this Chamber with her princely Gate: 
0 be thou Dian, and let her be K11te~ , 
And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportfuJ. 

K~tth. Where did you ftudy all this goodly Spee(b ~ 
Pet. It is extempore, from my Mother-wit. 
Kath. A witty Mother, witlefs e-lfe her Son. 
Pet. Am I not wife~ 
Kat h. Yes. keep you warm. 
Pet. Mu:y fo I mean, fweet Kt~thArine, in thy Bed: 

And therefore fetting all this Chat afide, 
Thus in plain ·r erms: Your Father bath confented 
That you lhall be my Wife; your Dowry •greed on, 
And wiU you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Now, Kate, I am a Husband for your turn, 
For by this Light, whereby I fee thy Be:1uty, 
Thy Beauty that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou mufi be married to no l\~an but me. 

Enter Baptifia, Gremio tmd Tranio • 
. For I am he am born to tame you Katt, 
1\nd bring. you from ~wild Cat· to a Kate, 
Conformable as other HoulhoJd !<ates; 

• 

Here comes your F.aher, r.evep--make Denia7, 
I muft and will have Katharine to my Wife: 

Bap. Now, Signior Petruchi~, how fpee6l ' you ...yith m~ 
Daughter? 

Pet. How but weH, Sir? How but well? 
It were impoffib!e I lhould fpeed amifi. 

B,ap. Why how now Daughter f4th~trinf1 in your 
· Du~psf 
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· Kath. Call you me Daughter? Now I promife y:>u 
You have iliew'd a tender fatherly Regard, 
To wifh me wed ~o one half Lunatick, 
A madcap Ruffian, and a f weari~1g Jack, 
That thinks with Oaths to face the Matter out. 
. Pet. Father, 'cis thus; your felf and all the World 
Th.tt talk'd of her, h1ve talk'd amifs of her; 
If fue be curlt, it is for Policy, 
For the's not forward, but moddl as the Dove: 
She is not hot, but temper.ate as the Morn; 
For Patience ihe will prove a fecond Griffi!, 
And Roman Lucrece for h~ Chafiity. 
And to conclude, we have 'greed fo well together; 
:That upon Sund.1J is the wedding Day. 

J(ath. I'll fee thee haog'd on Sunday firfl. 
Gre. Hark: Petruchio, il1e fays ihc,ll fee thee hang'd Grfr. 
7ra. Is th~s your Speeding~ Nay, t hEn good night our part. 
Tet. Be patient, Ge;~tlcmen, I chufe her for my f~lf, 

If ihe and f be pleas'd, wh~ t's that to you~ 
•Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain being ((lone, 
That {he fi12ll fiill be curfr in Company. 
I tdl you 'ris incredible to bel ieve 
How much ilie loves me; oh the kind eft Kau, 
She h t.mg abont my N eck, and kifs and kifs 
She v1'd fo fafi, protdl:ing Oath on Oath, 
That in a Twink the won met her Love. 
O h you are Novices, 'tis a World to fee 
How t:.me when Men and Wom(n are alor.e, 
.A m acock \VrHch can make the curfie!l Shrew; 
Give me thy I·h r: d, I<ate, I w1 ll unto Vcniet, 
-r o buy A ppard 'gai n11 t he \V edding Day; 
J>n vide the Fear., Father, ar. d bid th~ Gudl:s. 
I \Vill be fure my J(at/J.,1.rine il1a!l be fine. 

Http. I know not wnat to Ly, but give me your Handr, 
Gp.:i lend you Joy, Petruchio, 'tis a l\llatch. 

·{Jre. Tra . .Amen fav v:c, we will be \VitndTes. 
Pet. Fat he ~, and Wife, ar:d G ·ntiemen, adi~u, 

Twill to Venice, Stmday com!s apace, 
\V, e v. ill h«.v"' Rings aPd Thir~g~, and fir.e Array, 
A.nd kii; me Katc, 'w will be married a Sunday. 

[ E:dt 1\trucbio and Kltharina. 
Q,;c. 



Gre. Wa~ ever Match clapt up 'fo fudden1y! 
'aap. F~lCh, Gentlem~n, now I play a Merchant's Part, 

Anu e tun: m dly on a defpe ate Mart . .... 
Tra. ' i y .~ s a C mmodity lay fretting by you; 

~Twill brin: you Gain; or perifh on the Seas. 
Bap. T r; Gain I fe k, is qui,~ t me the Match. 
Gre. No d u ·~· u 1e hath got a quiet Catch: 

But now Baptlfta, to your younger Daughter, 
Now is the Day !e lave long looked for: 
I , am your N .:1ghbour, and was Suitor firft. 

Tra. And I am one that love Bia:nca more 
Than Words can witnefs, or your Thoughts can guefs~ 

Gre. Youngling, thou canft not love fo Dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard, thy Love doth freeze. 
Gre. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, fiand back; ~Tis Age that nourilheth. 
Tra. But Youth in Ladies Eyes that fiouriflH:th. 
Bap. Cor.tent you Gentlemen, I will compound this 

Strife; 
'Tis Deeds mu£1: win the Prize, and he of both 
That can affure my Daughter greatefi: Dower, 
Shall have Bianca's Love. 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you affure her? 

Gre. Fidl, as you know, my Houfe within the City 
Is richly furnifhed with Plate and Gold, 
Bafons and Ewers to lave her dainty Hands: 
My Hangings all of Tirian Tapdhy; 
In Ivory Coffers I have fluft my Crowns, 
In Cyprcfs Chefis my Arras Counterpoints; 
Cofily Apparel, Tents and Canopie~, 
Fine Linnen, · THrk§) Culhions bofi with Pearl. 
V aliens of Venice Gold, in Needle. work; 
Pewter and Brafs, and a1J things that belong 
To Houfe, or Houfekeeping: Then at my Farm 
l have a hundred Milch-kine to the PaiJ, 
Six(core fat Oxen fl:anding in my StalJs; 
And all things anfwerable to this Portion. 
My felf am fl:uck in Y cars, I mufi conf<oi)·, 
And if I die to Morrow, this is hers, 
f whilll I live 1he will be·only mine. 

Tr~. 



Tra. That only came well in: Sir, lift to me; 
I am my Father's Heir, and only Son; 
If I may have your Daughter to my Wife~ 
~,l_lleave her 'Houfes three or four as good, 
Within rich Plja Walb, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio ha§ in Padua; 
Befides two thoufand Ducats by the Year 
Of fruitful Land; a11 which fhall be her Jointure,,' 
What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio~ · 

Gre. Two thoufand Ducats by the Year of Land! 
My Land amounts not to fo much in all: 
That fhe fhall have, befides an Argo.fte 
That now is lying in Marfllties Road. 
\V hat, have I thoakt you with an Argofe~ 

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known r.ny Father hath no lefs 
Than three great Argojies, be tides two Galliaifes, 
And twelve tight Gallies; thefe I wiJI atfure her, 
And twice as much, wh2t e·er thou offer'fr next. 

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all; I have no more; 
And the can have no more than all I have; 
If you like me, fhe fuall have me and mine. 

·TrA. Why then the Maid is mine from all the Worl.l 
By your firm Promife; Gremio is out-vied. 

lJap. I mufl: confefs your Offer is the befi 1 
And let your Father make her the fame Atfurance, 
She is your own, elfe you muft pardon me: 
If you thould die before him, where's her Dower~ 

Tra. That's but a Cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young Men die as well as old~ 
Bap. WelJ, Gentlc:men, I am thus refolv~d, 

On Sunday nexr, you know, 
My Daughter Kat~arine is to be married: 
Now on the Sund~J following !hall Bianca 
Be Bride to you, i( yo'l make this Affurance; 
If not, to Signior Gr1mi1J: 
And fo I take my l~.tve; a(\d thank you both. [ E~it. 

Gro. Adie~ go9d Neighbour. Now I fear thee not: 
~irah, young Gatriefler, your Father were a Fool 
To give thee all, and in his waining Age 
Set Foot under thy Table: tut, a Toy ; 
An old Italian Fox is ntJt f" kmd, my Boy • . [ E:tit~ 

TrA• 



rra. A Vengeance on your crafty wit 
Yet I have fac"d it with a Card of ten: 
'Tis in my Head to do my Mall:er good; 
I fee no Reafon, but fuppos'd Lucentio 

.May get a Father, call'd fuppos'd Pince11tio; 
And that's a Wonder: Fathers commonly 
Do get their Children; but in this Cafe of wooing; 
A Child lhall get a Sire, if I I ail not of my Cunning~ 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 

Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio~ And Bianca • 
., 

LNc. prdler, forbear; y~u grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you fo foon forgot the Entertainment 

H ~ r Siller J(ath~trine welcom'd you withal? 
Hor. But wrangling Pedant, this is 

The Patronefs of Heav'nly Harmony; 
Then give me leave to have Prerogative; 
And when in Mufick we have fpent an Hour, 
Your LeCture 1hall have Leifure for as tnuch. 

Luc. Prepofierous Afs, that never read fo far, · 
To know the Caufe why Mufick was ordain'd: 
Was it not to refrclh the Mind of Man 
After his Studies, or his ufual Pain? 

[Exito 

Then give me leave to read Philofophy, 
And while I paufe, ferve in your Harmony. 

Hor. Sirrap, I will not bear thefe Braves of thine; 
Bian. Why, ~entlemen, you do me double Wrong. 

To !hive for that which refierh in my Choi'e: 
I am no brcechicg Scholar in the Schools; 
I'JI not be tied to Hour, nor pointed Times, 
But learn my Ldfons as I plelfe my fdf; 
And to cut off all Strife, here fic ·we down. 
Take you your lntl:rumect, pl~y you the whiles~ 
His LeCture will be done e'er you have tun'd. 

Hor. You'll leave this LeCture when I am in Tu ne I 
L11;! T~at will be never: Tune your Iull:rument. 

BiAII. 



Bian. \V here left we Iafi? 
Lt~c. Here, Madam: Hie ibat Simois, hie eft Sigeia telltu, 

hie ftcterat Priami regia celfa jenis. 
Bian. Confirue them. 
Lue. Hie ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I am Lucen· 

tio, hie eft, Son -unto Vineentio of Pifa-, Sigeia telfus, dif
guifed th~s to get your Love, hi' fteterat, and that Lucen· 
tio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my Man Tranio, regia, 
hearing my Port, celfa fenis, that we might beguile the old 
Pantaloon. 
· Hor. M.1dam, my Infl:rument's in tune, 

Bian. Let,s hear. 0 fie, the Treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the Hole, Man, and tune again. 
Bian. Now let me fee if I can confirue it: Hie that, Simo· 

is, I know you not, hie eft jigeia ullus, I trufi you not, hie 
fteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, prefume not, 
ce!fa {enis, defpair not. 

Hor. Mad<~m, 'tis now in tune. 
Luc. All but the Bafe. 
Hor. The Bafe is right; 'tis the bafe Knave th~t j!rs. 
Lue. How fiery ~nd froward our Pedant. i~ 1 

Now for ~Y Life that Knave doth court my Love; 
Pedafcule, I'll watch you better yet: 
In time I 11?ay be!icve, yet I mi!l:rufr. 

Bian. Miftrufl: it not, fur fure e/.Eaeides 
\Vas Ajt!.r:, call'd fo from his Grandfc1ther. 
l muft believe my Mafi:er, elfe I promife you, 
I fl1ould be arguing Hill upon that Doubt; 
I~ ut let it refi. Now Licio to you: 
(irod Ma{hr, take it not unkindly, pray, 
Tlnt I have been thus pleafant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while; 
My Ldfons make not l\1ufick in three Pa~ts. 

Lue. Are you fo formal, Sir? well, I mufl: wait, 
.And watch wttlnl; for, but I be decciv'd, 
Our fine Mu!ician groweth amorous. 

/for. Madam, hc~)re yon touch the lnfirumem> 
To Ie~11·n the Ord.r of my Fingering, 
I fJlUfi begin with Rudiments of Art, 
Tn teach yrHI Glilmtu in a briefer .fort, 
MJre p1-.fiwt) pnhy, ard dftetua1, 

Than 



11 I 
Than bath been taught by any of my Trade ; 
And there it is in \Vriting fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, I am pafi my Gttmut long~· 
Hor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenjio. 
Bian. Gamut I am, the Ground of aJI Accord, 

.Are, to plead Horten/io's P11ffion, 
Beeme, Bianca, take him for thy Lord, 
Cfaut, that loves thee with a11 AfFection, 
D fo/ re, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 
Elami, lhow Pity, or I die. 

• Call you this Gamut? Tut, I like it not; 
Old Fil.lhions pleafe me bell; I am not fo nice 
.To change true Rules for old Inventions. 

Enter a ServAnt. 
Serv. Miftrefs, your ~.at her prays you leave yolU' Books; 

.And help to drefs your Sifrer's Chamber up; 
,You know to Morrow is the Wedding .. Day. 

Bian. FareweJ, f weet Mafiers both; I mpfr be gonr.[Ex. 
Luc. Fiith MifireE, then I have no Caufe to fiay. [Exit. 
Hor. But l have Caufe to pry into th1s Pedant; 

Methinks he looks as tho' he were in love : 
Yet if thv Thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble 
To cafi thy wandring Eyes on every Stale; 
Seize thee that lifi; if once I find thee ranging~ 
Hortenjio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit. 
Enter Baptifia, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, Bianca, 

and .Attendants. 
Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed Day 

That K~ttharine and Petruchio fhould be married; 
And yet we he~r not of our Son-in-law. 
Whu wiJI be faid~ what Mockery will it be, 
To want the Bridegroom when the Priefi attends 
To fpe~k the ceremonial Rites of Marriage? 
What fays Lucentio to this Shame of ours? 

Kath. No Shame but mine; I muft, forfooth, be forc'd 
To give my Hand oppos"d againll my Heart, 
Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of Spleen, 
Who WQo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leifure. 
I told you J, he was a funtick FooJ, -
Hiding his bitter Jells in blunt Behaviour: 
And ro be noted (pr a merry Man. 

-y o L. ~I. Jt Hen 



Ht'll woo a thoufand, point the Day of Marriage, 
Make Friends, invhe yes, and proclaim the Banes; 
Yet never means to wed wh~re he bath woo'd. 
Now mu£1: the World point at poor J(atharina, 
And fay, lo there is mad Petruchio's W1f , 
lf it would pleafe him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patience, gGod K~th1.rine, and Baptifta too; 
Upon my Life Petruchio means but well, 
VJhatever Fortune ftays him from hi~ Word. 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him palling wife; 
rho' he he merry, yet v..·it:1al he's honelt. 

K,uh. Would J(atharine hLd never fcen him tho' 
[Exit wuping. 

B.tp. Gn, Girl; I cannot bl~me thee now to w -~p; 
For fuch n Injury would vex a Sainr, " 
Much Jllorc a Shrew of thy impatie.n Humour. 

Enter Bionddlo. 
Bion. Maflcr, Mafier; old N ws, and fuch News as you 

ncve-- heard cf. 
B.tp. Is it new and old too~ How may that be~ 
B1on. vVhy, is it not N (WS to hear of Petr1schi~ 's coming. 
Bap. ls l.e con e? 
Bton. \Vhy, r.o Sir. 
B::r{J. Vi! 11at th~;:n. 
B1~n. He 1s c,;)ming. 

... Bap. \\T},en will he be h"'re ~ 
Bwn. When he ihnds where I am, and fees you there. 
Tra. But fa:·, ,h t to :hy old Nnv;:,~ 
Bion. \Vby Perruchio i (0 l11 g in a r. · Hat and an old 

Jerk n; a Pair of old Br cht:s tLnce m n'd; a Pair of 
Boots that hav " o C rd e-r.:afc", one 1.>· ck!ed, ~nother 
lac'd; an old rt fry S ord ta' t out of t e Town-Arnnry, 
wit11 a hroken Hllr, a 'hape1ef.s, with two br l· n Points; 
l1is Hnrfc hip 'd v-.rith an old mothy Saddle, the Stir · cf 
no Kin9red, bdi 'es p .He twit '1 th Giat. · rs, and iike to 
m0fe in rhe 'hi e, troul:led 'ith tl e Lampaffc, infeetfd 
with the Fat iom:, full of Win •gall., fp d r ~rh S vins, raicd 
with th" Y~llows, pafi Cure of 1 i~ F1ves, Hark :i~ oiled with 
the St~ggaF, begnawn '11 ith the: Be tS:. waid in the Ba 1 and 
St·oul 'er-rnDtten, t~ear le ,•d b(for , ;nd ·~ith e half ~h c t 

~if, and a H~adfiall o Sllcep's Learbcr, which being re
ihain'd 
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flrain•d to keep him from fium)ling, bath been often b rfr, 
a d no 11 1 tp.lir'd with Knots; one Girth fix times piec'd, 
an1 ~ Woman's Crupper of Vtlure, which hath two Let
ters for her Name, fairly fet down in Studs, and here and 
there pi~~ 'd WltrJ Pack·hred. 

Bap. Who c0mes wirk him? 
Bion. Oh Sir, his Lack y, for all the World compa i- · 

fon'd 1ike the Horfe, with a linnen Stock on one Leg, and a 
kerfey Boot·hofe on the other, garter'd with a red and blue 
Lifr, an old Hat, and the Humour of forty F.m-cies prick:t 
up in't for a Feather: A Monfter, a ve-ry Monfier in A pp<i.
rel, a~d not l;ke a Chrifl:ian Foot·boy, or G ... ntleman's Lackey. 

Tra. 'Tis fome odd Humour pricks him to this Fafhion; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean ppareU'd. 

Bap. I am glad ht's come, ho,foever he comes. 
Bion. Why Sir, he comes nor. 
B~tp. Didfr thou not fay he comes? 
Bion. Who? that Petruchio callle! 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio carre. 
Bion. No, Sir; I fay his Horfe comes with him on his 

Blck. · 
Bap. Why that's all one. 
Bion. Nay, by St. }amy, I ]old you a Penny, a Horfe 

and a Man is more than one, an,f yet not many. 
Enter Petruchio and <5nimio fam#zftically habited. 

Pet. Come, where be thefe Gallants~ who's at Home~ 
'Bap. You ~re welcome, Sir. 
Pet. And yet I come not well. 
Bap. And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not fo wdJ ApparelJ'd ~s I wifh you were, 
Pet. Were it better·{ ihould rulh in thus. 

But where is Katd where is m} lovely Bride~ 
How does my Father? Gendes, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly Company, 
As if they faw fome wondrous Monument, 
Some Comet, or unufual Prodigy? 

. B~tp. Why, Sir, you know this is your Wedding-dcy: 
F1rfi were we fad, fearing you would not come; 
~ow fadder, that you come fo llnprovided. 
Fie, daff this Habit, flume to )'OUr Ellate. 
An Eye~ fore to our folemn Fefl:ival. 

· Rz ~ ~A; 



Tra. And tell us what Occafion of Import 
Hath all fo Jong dnain·d you from your W 1fe, 
And fent you hither fo unlike your felf ~ 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, :~nd hadh to hear: 
St..lfliceth I am come to keep my Word, 
Tho' in fome Part enforced to digrefs, 
'Nhich at more Leifure I will fo excufe, 
As you fiull well be fati!lfied withal. 
But where is Katd I fray too long from hPr; 
The Morning wears; 'cis time we were at Church. 

Tra. See not your Bride in thefe unreverem Robes ; 
Go to my Chamber, put on Cloaths of mint·. 

Ptt. Not I; believe me, thu l'll vi fit her. 
Bap. But thus, I trufi, you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good footh, even thus; therefore ha' done 

Words; 
To me the's married, not unto my Clothes: 
Could I repai r what the will wear in ffiP, 

As I could change thefe poor Accoutrements, 
'Twere W< IJ fi)r Kate, and better for my felf. 
But what a Pool am I to chat with you, 
Whc:n I ili uuld bid good Morrow r:o my Bride, 
And fr al the Title with a lovely Kifs~ 

Tra. He harh fome Meaning in his mad Attire: 
\V c will pt'l{il:.de him, be it poffibh', 
To put on bftt.r ('u he go to Church. 

B(fp. I'll afctr him, and fee the £vent of this. 
Tra. Bm, Sir, Love concerneth us to add 

Her F:ther's likinf!; which to bring to pafs, 
As be£ re I imp1r ted to your Wodl1ip, 
I am to gf t a Man; v .. hat e'er he be 
It skills not much; we'll fit him to our Turn, 
And he £hall be Vinccntio of Prfa, 
And make Affurance here in P ,dua, 
Of greater Sums than I have promifed: 
S) f-lull you quietly njoy your Hope, 
And marry fweet Bitmca with Confcnt. 

Luc. Were it not that my ·f··llo , Schol·mafier 
Dorh watch Bianca's Steps fo nanowly, 
'Twcrc good m~thinh t fleal our !\1arriage; 

with 

[Exit. 

[&xit. 

Which 
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which once perform'd, let all the World fay nG, 
I'll keep mine own, defpight of all the World. 

Trlt. That by De r'· ~. w ... mean t Jook into, 
And w.ttrh our V a tage n t is Bufinets : 
We'L ov.~r-reach d.e Gaay-l ·ard Gremio. 
The nan· •. w p ying F. tht:r Minola, 
The quaint Mufi ian morous Licio; 
All for my lVht tr'3 fa e Lucentio. 

Ent .. r Gremio. 
Signior Gremio, came you rom the Church? 

Gre. A w~l ingly as e'er I came from School. 
Tra. And is th Bri o and Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A Bridegroom fay yoll.? 'Tis a Groom indeed,. 

A grumbling Groom, and that the Girl1hall find. 
Tra. Curfl:er thc~.n 1he? why 'tis impoilibJe. 
Gre. Why he's a DeviJ, a D~viJ, a very Fiend. 
Tra. Why the's a Devil, a Devil, the Devil's Dam. 
Gra. Tut, 1be's a Lamb, a Dove, a ,Fool to him: 

I'll tdl you, Sir Lucentio, when the Priefi 
Should ask tf Kathar·ne iliould be his Wife~ 
Ay, y Gogs-woons, quoth he; and fwore fo loud, 
l·hat, all amaz'd, the Priell: let fall the Book; 
And as he ll:oop'd again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd Bridegr<~orn took him fuch a Cuff, 
That do wn fell Priefl: and Book, and Book and Prielt. 
Now take them up, quoth h?, if any lilt. 

Tra. \.V hat fa id the W ~nch, when he rofe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and ihook; for why, he lhmp'd and fwore; 

As ifthe Vicar meant t <i cozen him. 
But after many Ceremonies done, 
He ca'Is for Wine: A 1-Iealth, quoth he; as if 
He had been Aboard carowzing to his Mates 
After a Storm; quaft off the Mufcadel, 
And threw the Sops all in the Sexton's Face; 
Having no other Reafon, but that his Beard 
Grew thin and hunger!y, and feem'd to ask 
His Sops as he wa~ drinkintr. This done, he took 
The Bride about the N eck,u and ki£1: her Lips 
·with fuch a clamorous Sm1ck7 that at th .: Parting 
All the Church did Eccho; and I feeing t4li·s, 

R 3 Cam~ 



Came thence for very Shame; and after me 
I know the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 
Never was before. Hark~ hark, hear the Min!l:rels play: 

[. MPjick.,plays; 
Enter Petruchio, Kath rina, Bianca, Hortenfio and Baptifia. 

Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your Pains: 
I know you think to din. with me to Day, 
And have prepJr'd great Store of wedding Cheer; 
But fo it i1), my Hafl:e cloth call me hence; 
And therefore here I mean to take my L~ave. 

Bap. Is't poffib1e you .will away to Night~ 
Pet. I mufr :j,way to D1y, before Ntght come: 

Make it no Wonder; 1f you knew my Bufinefs~ 
You would ir.treat me rather go them fhy. 
And honeff: C0mp•ny, I thank ycu all, 
That have beheld me give wax my felf 
To th1s moll: patient, {we t and virtuous Wife= 
Dine with my Father, d, ink a Health to me~ 
For I mufl: hence, and farewel to you alJ. 

Tra. Let us intreat you fiay •till after Dinner~ 
Pet. It may not be 
Gre. Le~ me intreat you. 
Pet. it cannot be. 
Kat h. Let me in treat you. 
Pet. I m content. 
Xath~ Are you content to fray~ 
Pet. I am content you fuall intreat me flay ; 

But yet not fiay, intreat me how you can. 
Kath. N()w, if you love me, fray. 
Pet. Grumio, my H')'"fe. 
Gru. Ay ,Sir, they be re dy: the Oats have eaten the Horfes. 
!(.,rh. N ll) then 

Do ,hat thou canfi, I win n t go to Day; 
!.Jo, no tn Morrow, nor 'till I eafe my felf: 
The Door is open, Sir, there lyts your WCJ.y, 
Yo" may be jogging whi c:s your B ors are gre,n, 
For me, 'H not be gone 'rill I ple:af, my felf: 
• fis like you'll pmve a jolly furly Groom, 
That t~ke it on you at che firfi fo roundly. 

Pet • . 0 Kate1 eo. ent d cc; pr th e be not angr • 



Kath. I will be ang y ; what haft thon to 
Father be qu"et; he fhjll fray my Leifure. 

Gre. Ay, many Sir, now it begins to "orlc. 
l(ath. Gentlemen, forward to the B idal-dinner. 

I fie a W · m"n m y be made a Fool, 
H fh h d not a Spi ·jt to nfifl. 

Pet. They lhail go forward, Kate, ~t thy Command. 
Ob y t 1e Bride, you thiit atten~ on her : ' 
Go to the Feafl:, revd and d mmcer; 
Car 1W fe nll Meafure t J her l\1aiden-head; 
Be mad an merry, or go lung your fclves; 
But for tny b .. mny J(ate, fhe mufl: with me. 
Nay, look t big, nor fl:amp, nor fl:arr, nor fret~ 
I will be M·!lerofwhatis mine 0 1Vn; 
She is my Goods, my Chattels, ihe is my Eiouf~, 
My Hou!ho!d Stuff, my Fie d, my Barn, 
My Horfe, my Ox, my Afs, my any thing; 
And here lhe fiands, touch her who ever dare; 
I'll brjng my Afrion on the proudtfl: he, 
That fl:ops my way in Padua: Grrtmio, 
Draw fvrth thy Weapon; we are befet with Thieves; 
Refcue thy Mifhefs if thou be a Man: 
Fear not, fweet Wench, they fhail not touch thee) Kate; 
I'Jl~ buck'er thee againfi a l\1illion. [ E.tet,mt Ptt. and Kath. 

Bap. Nay, let them gn, a (oup)e of quiet ones. 
Gre. W cnt they n 1t quickly, I iliould die with Laughing. 
Tra. Of ~11 mad M ltch~;:s, never was rh'" l ike. 
Luc. M'fl:refr., whatss yonr Opinion of your Sifier? 
Bian. Th~t being mad her fdf, tht's madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 
Bclp. Neighbours and Friends, tho~ Bride and Bridegroom 

wants 
For to~ pply the Places at the Table ; 
You know there wants no Junkets at the Feafl:: Lucentio,· 
.You lhall fupply the Bridegroom's Place. 
And let Bianca take her Sifier's room. 

Tra. Shall f wee t Bianca practife how t0 Bride it? 
Bap. She flBll., Lucentio: Come, Gent'Ierilen, let's go. 

[E.t·eunt~ 



Enter Grumio. 
Gru. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all m 3d Mafiers, and 

all foul ways : Was ever Man fo be,ten ~ w"s ever Man fo 
raide? was ever Man fo tteary ? I am fent bt;[o, e to mcka 
a p ,re, and t~ey are coming after to warm them : Now were 
I not ~ little Pot, and foon hot, my very Lips tni~h· tre .. ze 

. to my Teeth, my Tongue to the Roof of my Mouth, my 
Heart in my Belly, e'er I _fhould come by a Fu e ·o tna w . 
me; but I with blowing the F ire lhall warm my feJf; for 
confiderirg the We~thu, a taller Man than I will take cold: 
Holla, hoUa, Curtis! ~ 

Enter- Curtis. 
Cart. Who is it that calls fo coldly? 
Gru. A Pifce of lc:e. If thou d0ubt it, thou may'fl: flidc 

from my Sbo ~J lder to my Heel, w;th no greater a run but 
my Head and my Neck. A Fue, good C1trtis. 

Curt. Is my Mafl:er and his W 1fe commg, Grumio ~ 
Gru. Oh ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore Fu ,Fiie, cafl: on 

no Water. 
Curt. Is fhe fo hot a Shrew as the's reported? 
Gru. She was, good C:trtis, before this Frofl:; but thou 

~now · fl: \V inter tames M~n, Woman and Be ail ; for it hath 
tam'd my old lVlaller, and my new Mifirefs, and my fdf, 
fellow Curtis. 

Cttrt. Away:o you three-inch'd Fool; I am no Beafr. 
Gru. Am I but three Inches ? why thy Horn is a Foot, 

and fo long am I at the leafr. But wilt thou make a Fire, 
or 1ball I complain on thee to our Mifirels, whofe Hand, 
fue being now at Hand, tl-ou fb aft foon feel to thy cold 
Comfon, being flow in thy hot Office, 

Curt. I prethee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes the 
World~ 

GJ·tt. A cold W orJd .. Curtis, in every Office but thine; 
and then fore Fire: Do thy Duty, and have thy Duty; for 
my M ai1er and M iftrcfs are almofi frozen ro Death. 

C~rt. There's fire ready; and therefore, good GrumifJ, 
tl.e News. 

Gru. Why, Jarlz Boy, ho Boy, and as much News as 
tl'tou wilt. 

(urt. Come, you ~re fo full of Conycatchir-(7. 
§rf!, Why therefore Fire; {of I have cautht ~xtrcam cold: 

· lJVhen.~s 
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Where's ·the Cook ~ is Supper ready, the Houfe trimm'd, 
Rufhes firew'd, Cobwebs fwept, the Serving-men in their 
new Fufiia.n, thair white Stocki1gs, and every Officer his 
wedcli g Garment on ~ ~e the Jacks fai~ wi.thin, the Jil 
fair without, Carpets latd, and every thmg m order ? 

Cur. AIJ ready : And therefore I pray thee what News! 
Gru. Fidl, know my Horfe is tired, my Mafier and Mi

firef~ fJ1 'n out. 
Cttr. How ~ 
Gru. Out of their Saddles into the Dirt ; and thereby 

hwgs a Tale, 
Cr1r. Let's ha't, good Grumi(}. 
Gru. Lend thme Ear. 
Cur Here. . 
Gru. ·There. [S.trik!s him. 
Cur. This 'ris to feel a Tale, not to hear a T ale. 
Gru. And therefore 'tis call'd a fenfible Tale : nd this 

Cuff was but to k ,q·k at your Ear, and bef~ech lifrning. 
Now I begin: Imprimis, we came down a foul Hill, my 
Mafl:er riding behind my M ilhefs. 

Cur. Bot on one Horfe~ 
Gru. What's that to thee? 
f:nr. Why a Horfe. 
Gru. Tell rhnu the Tale. But h~ll thou not crofl me, 

thou lhou)d 'fl: h:lve he2rd how her Horfe fdl, and 1he under 
het: Horfe: thou lhould'll: have heard in how micry a p!ace, 
how lhe was bemoil'd, how he lcfr her wit the Horfe upon 
her, how he beat me becaufe her Horfe fi mbled, how 1he 
waded through the Dirt to pluck him off me; how he fwore, 
how the pray'd th«t never pray'd btfnre ; how I cry'd, how 
the Horfts ran aWa}, how her Bridle w~s budl, how I loft 
my Crupper; with m.a.1y things of worthy Memory, wh i~h 
now lhall die in oblivion, ana th0u return unexperienc'd to 
the Gr,we. 

Gur. By this reckoning he is more Shrew than fl1e. 
Gru. Ay, and that rhou and the proudefl: of you allfl1a ll 

find when he comes home. Bt t whlt talk I of this I Call 
forth Nathtmiel, Joflph, Nichola.s, Philip, }Valrer, Sugerfop, 
and the refi: Let thetr Heads be flickly comb'd, their blue 
C ats brufh 'd, and r heir Garters of an indifferent knit; let 
them curtlie with their left Legs, and not prefumc to touch 

a hair 



amtng 
a hair of my Mafl:er's :t:Iorfe Tail, 'til they kifs their Hands. 
Are they all ready~ 

Cur. They are. 
Gru. Call them forth. 
Cur. Do you hearr ho ~ You mull: meet my Mafter to 

Countenance my Mifirefs. 
Gru. Why fi1e hath a Face ofher own. 
Cur. Who knows n t that? 
Gru. Thou it feems, that calls for Company to Counte· 

nance her. 
Cur. I call them forth to Credit her. 

Enter four or five Serving-Men ' 
Gru. Why the coa1cs to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat. W clcome home, Grumio. 
Phil. How now, Grumio? 
Jof. What, Grumio l 
Niclz. Fellow Grumio ! 
Nath. How now, old Lad. 
Gru. Welcome you; how now you; what you ; fellow 

you; and thus much for Greeting. Now, my fpruce 
Companions, is all ready, and all things neat~ 

Nat. All things are ready ; how near is our Mafled 
Gru~ E,en at ha'1d, alighted by this ; and therefore be 

not-Cocks P.r.ffion, filerce, I h~ar my Mafier. 
Enter Petruchio and !(ate. 

Pet. Where be t1 fe Knave5~ What, no Man at Door to 
hold my Stirrup, nor to take my Horfe ? Where is Natha-
niel, Gregory, Philip? 

.All Ser. 1-lere, here, ~ir; here, Sir. 
Pet. B ere Sir, here Sir, hfre Sir, here Sir, 

You loggc:rhead•d and unpolitb'd G tooms: 
· What~ no Attt:ndancc~ no R. cgar.d no Duty? 

Where is the foolifh Knave I f~nt before? 
: (}ru. Here S1r, as fo iifh as I rras before. 

Pet. You P afa .. , Sw .. in, you Whorcfon, Malc-horf: 
Drudge. 

icl not I bid thr c m., or m~ in the Park, 
Anr brir.g : bng the raf(al 1:11aves witb thee? 

Gra. Narh.miel's o, t, Sif, W:l~ not fully made: 
! nd Gabricl's PtJmPs were ~L unpink'd i'th' H'cl : 

"here was no .Lint\ to colour Peter·'s Hat, 
And 
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And W'~lter's Dagger was not come from iheathing: 
Th re w ·e none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory, 
The reil: were ragged, old, and begg, rly, 
Yer a5 they are, they come to meet you. 

Pet. Go, Rafc Is, go and fetch my Supper in. [Exit Ser; 
Where is the L1fe t 1

1 t late I led ~ 
Wh-:re are thofe ~ Sit down ](ate, 

And welcome. S ud fond, foud, foud. 
Enter Ser7;. t with Supper. 

Why when I fuy ~ Nay, good fweet J(ate .be _merry~ 
Off with my Boot~, you Rogue: You V11lams, when? 

It 'JJJ.:s the Friars of Orders grey, [Sings. 
J-Ms he forth wal~ed on his way. 

Out you oguP, you pluck my Foot awry. 
Take hn, and mind the plucking off the other. [ Stri~s him.· 
Be merry, Kate: Some Water here; what hoa. 

Enter one with Water. 
Where's my Spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my Coufin Ferdinand come hither: 
One, Kate, that you mufi kirs, and be acquainted with~ 
Where are my Slippers ? fllall I have fome Water f 
Come Kate, and wafh, and welcome heartily: 
You whorefon Villain~ will you let it fall? 

Kat. Patience, I pray you, 'cwas a fault unwilling~ 
Pet. A w horefon, beetle·headed, Bat·ear'd Knave: 

Come, /(ate, fit down, I knew you have a Stomach. 
Will you give Thanks, fweet J(ate, or eife 1hall I l 
What's this, 1viutton ~ · 

r Ser. Yes •. 
Pet. Who brought it ? 
Ser. I. 
Pet. 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the Meat: 

What Dogs are thefe ~ where is the rafca] Cook? 
H t w dudl you, Villains, bring it from the Drdfer; 
And ferve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, Trenchtrs, Cups and all; 

[Throws the Murt, &c. abo111 tlJe Stag ,; 
You heedlcfs J oh-heads, and unmanner'd Slav s. 
W 1lat, do you grumb'e f I'll be with you firaight. 

Kat. I pray you, Husband, be not fo difquier, 
The fvleat was wcl , if you were fo contemcd. 

Rtt. 



Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas !Du ·nt and dry'd away; 
And I exprd1y am forbid to touch it: 
For it engenders Choler, planteth Anger, 
And better 'twere that both of us dicl faft. 
Sinte of our feJves, our fel ves are Chole1 ;ck, 
Th:m feed it with fuch over-rofied Fh 1h : 
Be patient, to morrow't iliall be mend~..d, 

,. And for this Night we'll fafi for Com~any. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy Brid"i Ch~mber. [Exeunt. 

Enter Servl!lnts fevertJlly. 
Nath. Peter, didfl: ever ftt? the :ik ~ ~ 
Peter. He kil;:; her in her own Humour. 
GrH. Where i he f 

Enter Curtis, a Servl1nt. 
Cur. In l er Ch.amher, making a Sermon of C ntiaency 

to her, and rails, and f w ~rs, and rates, an~ lh e, poor Soul, 
knows not which w~y to frand, to look, to fpeak, and fits 
as one new rifen from a Dre~rn. Away, away, for he is 
coming hither. 

Enter Petruchio. 
Pet. Thus have I p( 'itickly begun my Reign, 

And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfully : 
~fy F~ulcon now is fharp, and palling empty, 
And 'cill t'he fioop, fue mull: not be full gorg'd, 
For then ihe never looks upon her Lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keeptr's call: 
pfhat is, to watdl her, as we watch thefe Kites, 
That b.lit and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no Me:at to day, nor none fhall eat. 
La!l: night lhe ilept not, nor to night lhall not: 
As with the Meat, fome undeferved f.iult 
1'11 find about the making of the Bed. 
And here I'lJ fling the Pillow, there the BoHler, 
pl his way the Coverler, another way the Sheets; 
A}, and amid this hurly I intEnd, 
·rhat all is done in reverend care of her, 
And in cor clufon, i11e Gull watch till night, 
.A .. nd 1f t11e char.ce to nod I'll rail and brawl, 
And with the cl:~mour keep her fii11 awake. 
T 1 is is a way to kill a Wife with kindncf., 

And 



And thus I'll curb her mad and neadfirong 
'He that knows better how to tame a Sh~ew, 
Now let him fpeak, 'tis Charity to iliew. [Exit. 

Enter Tranio and Hortenfio • . 
Tra. Is't poffible, Friend Licio, that Mifrrefs Bianca 

Doth fancy any other but LucelJtio? 
I tell you, Sir, fhe bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to fatisfie you in what 1 h ve faid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. ; 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 
L11c. Now, Mifirefs, profit you in what you read! 
Bian. What Mafler read you firfi, refo]ve me that~ 
Luc. I read that I profefs, the Art to Love. 
Bian. And may you prove, Sir, Mafl:er of your Art. 
Luc. While you, fweet Dear, prove Mill:refs of my Heart~ 
Hor. Quick Proceeders marry; n0w tell me I pray, you 

that durfr fwear that your Mifrrefs Bianca lo,/d none in the 
World fo well as Lucentio. 

Tra. Oh defpightful Love, unconfiant Womankind; I 
tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Mifiake no more, I am not Licio, 
Nor a Mufician, as I {eem to br, 
But one that fcorn to live in this Difguife, 
For f uch a one as le~ves ~ Gentleman, 
And makes a God of fuch a Cullion; 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenjio. 

T ra. Signior Hortenjio, I have often heard 
Of your entire Affea:ion to Bianca, 
An~ fin~e mine Eyes are wirnefs of he! Lightnefs, 
I w1ll wtth you, if you be fo contented, 
Forfwear Bianc11 and her Love for ever. 
· Hor. See how they kifs and court. Signior Lucentil, 
Here is my band, and here I firmly vow 
As one unwortlly ~11 the former Favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. · 

Tra. And here I t.1ke the like unfeigned Oath, 
Never to marry with her, tho• fhe would entreat. 
Fie on her, fee how beafl:ly 1he dorh court him, 

Hor. Would al1 the World but he had quite forfwora. 
For .me, that I may furely keep .mine Oath, 
I will be Married to a wealthy Widow, 

E'er 



E'er three days pafs, which h2s as long lov'd me; 
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful Haggard. 
And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio. 
Kindne(s in Women, not their beauteous Looks, 
Shall win my Love; and fo I take my leave, 
In refolution as I f wore before. [Exit Hor. 

Trd. 1.\ttifl:refi Bianca, blefs you with fuch Grace, 
As longeth to a Lover's bleffed Cafe: 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle Love, 
And have forfworn you with Horten/io. 

Bian. Tranio, you jefi: But have you both forfworn md 
Tra. Mill:refs, we have. 
Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. 
Tra. !'faith he'll have a lufiy Widow now, 

~hat ihall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 
Bian. God give him Joy. 
Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. 
Bian, He fay s fo, Tranio. 
Tra. 'Faith he is gone unto the taming School. 
Bian. The taming School: Whac is there fuch a place? 
Tra. Ay, Mlflref,, and Petruchio is the M..1fi:er, 

That teachnh Tricks eleven and twenty lone-, 
To tame a S\rew, and charm her cha t~ring Tongue. 

Enter Biondello. 
Bion. h Mafl:er, Mafl:er, I have watch'd fo long, 

That I am Dog-weary; but at laH: I 'fpicd 
An ancient Angel coming down the Hill 

Vill ferve the turn. 
Tra. \V hat is he, Biondello ~ 
Bion. MJPar, a !\1arcantant, or a Pedant; 

I know not what; but formal in Appa1el; 
In Gate ar.d Countenance furly, like a F rher. 

Luc. And what of him, Tranio? 
Tra. If he be credulous, and t rufi my Tale, 

rn· m.lke him glJ.d to [ecm f/tncetr:-io, 
d give :tfur:wce to BP1JJifttt M u;ola, 

As if he were tl e right Vincentio: 
Take me your Love, and then let me aione. [ E~-.:. Li.lC. & Bian. 

Enter a Ped:mt. 
Ped. God fc ve von, s·r. 
7r~t. And you,· ~ir; you are welcom e : 

Tuvd y u far on, or are y u at t~1C r~ r thefl? Ped. 
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Ped. Sir, at the farthell: for a Week or two; 

But then up farther, and as far as Rome; 
·And io to Tripoly, if God lend me L'fe. 

TrtJl. W .at Co ·ntryman, I pray~ 
Pcd. Of MarJttJtt. 
Tr11. Oi M antt-M, Sir; marry God (or bid; 

'And come to Padu11; r lefs of your Life? 
Ped. My L,fe, a! how, I pray! for that goes hard. 
7ra. 'Tis Death for any one in A1antua 

To come to Padua; know you D'lt the Caufe? 
Your Ships :lre fraid at Venice, and the Duke, 
For private Quarrel 'twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publiili.d and proclaim'd it openly: 
'Tis marvel, but rhat you are but newly come, 
:'f ou might have heard it elfc proclaim'd abour. 

Ped. Alas, Sir, it is wor:fi for me than fo; 
For I have Bills for Mony by Exchange 
From FLorence, and muff: here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Courtefic, 
This will I do, and this I wiH advife yo:1; 
Fir fr tell me, have you ever been at Pija. 
. Ped. Ay, Sir, in Pifa have I often been; 
Pifa renowned for grav Citizens. 

Tra. Among them kn )W you one Pincentio~ 
Ped. I know him not, ·but I have heard of him; 

A Merchant of incomparable W ea! rh. 
Tra. l-Ie is my Father, Sir ; and footh to fay, 

In Count'nance fomewhat doth ref\:mble you. 
. Bion. As much as an Apple doth an Oyfl:er, and all or.e. 

Tra. To fave your Life in this Extremity., 
This Favour wili J do you for his fake; 
And think .it !lOt the W'ldt of all your Fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio: 
His Name and Credit fhall you undertake, 
And in my Houfe you fha1l be friendly Lodg'd; 
Look that you take upon you as you fl1ould. 
You underfiand me, Sir: So fball you flay 
'"fill you have done your Bufinefs in the City. 
If this be Court'{ie, Sir, accept of it. 

P(d. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
1-he Pa~ron of my Life ~nd Liberty. 

[Aftde. 

Trtt. 



Tr~. Then go with me to make the matter good: 
This by the way I let you underfiand, 
My Father is here look'd for every day,. 
To pafs affurance of a Dowry in Marriage 
'Twix.t me and one B~-iptifla's Daughter here: 
In all thefe Circumfhnces I'll infirutt you: 
Go with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. [ExeHnt. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 
Enter Katharina and Grumio. 

Gr11. NO, no, F<;>rfooth, I dare not for my Life. . 
Kath. The more my Wrong; the more hts 

Spite a?pears: 
What, did he marry me to famifh me~ 
Beggars that come unto my Father's Door~ 
Upon intreaty, have a prefent Alms; 
If not, elfewhere they meet with prefent ~harity: 
But I, who never knew how to intteat, 
Nor rever needed, that I fhould intreat, 
Am fiarv' d for Meat, giddy for leek of Sleep; 
With Oaths kept waking, and with Brawling fed; 
And that which fpights me more than all thefe Wants, 
He does it under name of perfeCt Lov': . 
As who would fay, if I tbould ileep or ·eat 
'Twere deadly Sicknefs, or elfe prefent Death: 
I prethee go, and get me fome Repafi; 
I cue not what, fo it be whf)lfome Food. 

Gru. What fay you- to a Neat's Fcot? 
Kath. 'Tis pafftng gooo; I prethre let me have it. 
Gru. I fe;,r it is too Flcgmatick a l'vl ~ ~ • · 

How fay you to a fat Tripe find y broil'd? 
Kath. I like it well; good G'rumio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot telJ, I fear it is Cholcrick: 

What fay you to a pie(e of Beef and Muflard? 
Kath. A Difh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gr11. Ay, bu,. the Mufiard is too hot 2 little. 
Kath, Why then the Beef, and let the l\1:ufiud refi. 
Gru. N ~y then I will no ; you fu ~ ll have the r,1uflard, 

Or elfe you get no Beef of Grumio~ J(ath. 



Kath. Then both, or ene, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why then the Mutlard without the ~e~f. 
J(ath. Go, get thee gone, tho.u faJfe deludmg Slave, 

That feed'fi: me with the very ume of Meat: 
[Rears him. 

Sorrow on thee, and all tbe pack of you 
That triumph thus upon my Mirery. 
Go, get thee gone, I fay. 

Enter Petruchw and Eortenfio with Mtat. 
Pat. How fares my Kate l What, Sw,eting, all amort! 
Hor. Mifirefs, what cheer~ 
Kath. 'Faith as cold as can be. 
Pet. Pluck up thy Spirits; look cheerfully t.tpon me; 

Here Love, thou f~efi how diligent I am, 
To drefs thy Meat my felf, and bring it thee: 
I am fure, f\veet Kare, this Kmdnefs merits Thanks. 
W h2r, not a word? Nay thenJ thou Iov'ft it not: 
And all my P<1ins is forted to no proof. 
Here take away the Difi1. 

Kath. I pray you let it £hnd. 
Pet. The poorefi Service is npaid with Tha.nk~, 

And fo iliaH mine before you touch the Meat. 
Kate. I thank you, SJr. 
Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are too blame: 

Come, M1ftrefs Kate, 1'11 bear you Comp•ny. 
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenjio, if rhou lovdl: me~ 

Much good do it unto thy gentle Heart; 
/(ate, eat apace. And now " y honey L0ve, 
WiiJ we rerurn ur.to thy Father's Houfe, 
And Revel it as bravely as the befi, 
Wich fiJken Coats, and Caps. ~nd golden Rings; 
W ath Ruffs, and Cuffs, ard Fardingals, and th1ngs: 
With Scarfs, and Fans, and double change of Bra •'t y, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this Knav'ry. 
What, hafl thou Din'd! The T:1ylor frays thy lcifure, 
To deck thy Body with his ruffimg Treafure. 

Enter T#iylor. 
C~me, Taylor, let us fee thefe Ornaments. 

Enur Habrrdtijher. 
-Lay forth the Gown. What N tws with you, Sir ? 

H"b. Here is the Cap your Worfhip did befpeak. 
V 0 L. 1!. s Pit. 



e Shrew. 

Pet. Why this was moulded on a Porrenger, 
A Velvtt Difh ; Fie, fie, 'tis lewd and filthy; 
Why 'tis a Cockle or a W allnut-f11e1l, 
A Knack, a Toy, a Trick, a Baby's Cap. 
A w2y with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

K'ctth. I'll have no bigger,this doth fit the time; 
A 1d Gentlewomen wear fuch Caps as thefe. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you !hall have one too, 
\l\nd not 'till then. 

Hor. That will not be in hafl:e; 
[(.uh. ~/hy, Sir, I trufi I may have leave to fpeak, 

And fpeak I wi!l. I am no Child, no Babe, 
Your Bc;tters have endur 'cl me, fay my mir.d; 
.i\nd 1f you cannot, bell you fl:op your Ears. 
My Tongue will tell the Anger of my Heat t, 
Or elfe my He rt concealing it wi 1 break : 
And rather than it f11all, l will be free, 
Even to the \lttermofl: as I pleafe in words. 

Pet. Why thou fay'fl: true, it is a paltry Cap, 
A cuflard Coffii'l .. a Bauble, a filken Pie, 
1 love thee weil in th.it thou lik'fi lt not. 

Kat h. Love me, or love me not, I like the Cap, 
A no 1t I will hav<', or I will ha\ e none. 

Pet. Th:· Gown, whyay; come, Taylor, Jetusfee't~ 
0 mere God, what m1sking Stuff is here ? 
' I , a ~ th1s a Sleeve? ' is like a Demi-cannon; 
'\iVhat, t p a, d down carv'd l1ke an Apple Tart~ 
H~rc, fnip, and nip, =and cut, and £lifb,andildh, 
l A: ke t a Cenfor in a Barber's Shop: 
W hy hat a D(v;rs name, T~ylor, call'll thou this~ 

Hor. r fee fl1e·s like to have neither ap nor Gown. 
Tay. You bid me make it orderly and weJJ, 

Accord in to the Faih ion of the Time. 
Pel. Marry and dtd: But if you be remembred, 

I d:d not bid you marr it to the Tim~. 
Gt) hop me over every Kennel home, · 
For you lhall hop without my Cufiom, Sit:: 
1'11 none of ir; hence, mal'e your befi of it. 

Kath. I never faw a better falhion'd Gown, 
More queint, more plea.fing, nor more cc mm n 'able: 
Bdike you mean to make a Puppet of me. 

Pet. 



Pet. Why true, he means to make a Puppet thee. 
Tay. She fays your W orlh ip means to rnak~ a Puppet of 

her. 
Pet. 0 h moll monfirous Arrogance! 

Thou Jyeft, thou Thread, thou Thimble, 
Thou Yard, three Quarters, half a Yard, Quarter, Nail, 
Thou Flea, thou Ntr, thou winter Cricket thou! 
Brav·d in mine own Houfe with a Skein of Thread! 
Away, thou Rag, thou Qtantity, thou Remnant, 
Or I tbaU fo be-mete thee with thy Yard, 
As thou ilialt thinl< on prating whil'll thou Iiv'il:: 
I tell thee I, that tbou Hall marr'd her Gown. 

Tay. Your Worih1p is deceiv'd, the Gown is maeie 
Juft as my Mafier had direction. 
Grumio gave Order how it ihould be done. , 

Gru I gave him no Ordf' r, I gave him the Scuff. 
Tay. But how did you defire it ihould ~e made f 
Gru. Marry, Sir, with Netdle and Thread. 
Tay. But diCl you not requefi: to have it Cut~ 
Gru. Tl;J.ou haft fac'd many things. 
Tay. I have. 
Gru. Face not me: Thou hafl: brav'd r.o~.oy Men, brave 

not me; I will neither be fac'd nor bnv'd. I fay unto thee; 
I bid thy Mafi:er cut out the Gown, but I did not bid him 
QJt it to pieces. Ergo thou Jiefi. 

T'aJ. Why here is the Note of the Fathion to tefiif_y. 
Pet. Read it. 
Gru. The Note.lies in's Throat if he £1y I faid fo; 
T"J· Imprimis, a loofe-bodied Gown .. 
Gru. Mall~r, if ever I faid Ioofe·bodied Gown, fow me 

in the Sfdrts of it, and beat me to Death with a Bottom of 
brown Thread: I faid a Gown. 

l'et, Proceed. 
T"J· With a fmall compall Cape. 
Grt~. I confefs the Cape. 
Tay. With a Trunk S'eeve. 
"ru. I confefs two Sleeves. 
Tay. The Sleeves curionfl y CtJt. 
Pet. Ay there's the Villany. 
Gru. Error i'th' Bill Sir, Error i'th* Bill: I c·:.mmandeCl 

the Sleeves ili~uld be cue out, and fow'd up agair, and that 
s 1. I'll 



1"11 prove upon thee, tho' thy little Finger be armed in a 
Thimble.. · 

Tay. ~fhis is true that I fay, and I ha1 thee in place 
where, thou fhould'fi know it. . 

Gru. I am for thee firaihht: take thou the Bill, give me 
thy mete yard, and fpare not me. 

HoY. <:J.od-a-mercy, Grumio, then he fhall have no odds. 
Pet. WeiJ, Sir, in brief the Gown is not for me. 
Gr11. You are 'th' right, Sir, 'tis for my Mift:refs. 
Pet. Go take it up unto thy Mafier's ufe. 
Gru. Villain, not for th v Life: Take up my Mifrren•s 

Gown for thy Mafi:er's ufe! 
Pet. Why, Sir, what's your Conceit in that~ 
Gru. Oh, Sir, the Conceit is deeper than you think for; 

Take up my Mifirefs's Gown unto his Mafter's ufe. 
Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Pet. Horunjio, fay thou wilt fee the Taylor paid. [.Afi.Je. 
Go take it hence, be gonf, and fay no more. 

Hor. Tayl?r, I'll pay thee for thy Gown to morrow, 
Take no uz:kindnefs of his hafiy Words: 
Away I fay, coma1end me to thy Mafier. [Exit Tail, 

Pet. W eH, t:ome my Kate, we will unto your Father's, 
Even in thefe honefr mean h1biliments: 
Our Purfes tball be pro~d, our Garments poor; 
For 'tis the Mind that makes the Body rich. 
And as the Sun breaks thtough the darkefi ClOuds, 
So Honour peereth in the meanefi Habit. 
What is the Jay more precious than the Larl<, 
Becaufe his Feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the Adder btt·er than the Eel, 
Becaufe his painted Skin ccntents the Eye? 
Oh no, good K.1te; neither art thou the worfe 
For this poor Furniture, and me<~n Array. 
J f thou at.:coum•fi jt Shame, Jay it on me, 
And therefore Fro1ick; we will hence forthwith~ 
.. ro Feafl: and Sport us at thy Father's Houfe. 
Go call my Men, and let us finight to him, 
And bring our Horfes unco Long·lflne end, 
There wiiJ we mount, and thither walk on Foot. 
I~et ·~ fer, I think 'ds now fome feven a Clock, 
A11d well we may come there by Dinner time. 
• t Kat/; 
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The Taming of the Shrew. 
Kat h. I dare aff ure you, Sir, 'tis almofl: two; 

And 'twiU he r: upper·time e'er you come there. 
Pet. It ilia tl O(; feven e'er I go to Horfe: 

Look what I fpeak, or do, or thi .. k to do, 
You are fr ill croffing it; Sin, h t ' t alone, 
I will not go to day, and t'er I do, 
It 1hall be what a Clock l f.oy it is. 

H11r. Why fo: This @al!ant will command the Sun. 
[Exeunt Pet. Kat h. and Hor. 

Enter Tranio,and the Pedant dreft li~e Vi cent io. 
Tra. Sirs, thi;. is ·the HouE, pleafe it you that I call. 
Ped. Ay whlt clfe, and but I be deceived, 

Signior Baptifta may remember me 
Near twenty Yeau ago in Genoa. 

Trtt. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegafos: 
~Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe 
With fuch Aufrerity as longeth to a Father. 

Enter Biondello. 
Ped. l warrant you: Bur, Sir, here comes your Boy; 

~Twere good he were fchool'd. 
Tra. Fear you not him ; Sirrah Biondello, 

Now do your Duty throughly I advife you: 
Imagine 'twere the right Yinct11Ztio. 

Bion. Tut, fear not me. 
Tra. But hall thou done thy Errand to Baptiflte ~ 
Bion. I told him that your Father was in Yenice, 

An~ that you look'd for him in Padua. 
7ra. That's a tall Fellow h0ld thee that to dt1nk, 

Here comes Baptifta; {et y gur Countenance, Sir. 
Enter Bapti fi:a and Lucenrio. 

Tra. Signior Baptift~, yoa are happily met: 
Sir, this is the Gentleman I told you of; 
I pray you fiand, gooa Father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca for my PatriM:l;,y. 

Ped. Soft, Son. Sir. by your leave, having come toP~dNil 
To gather in fome Debts, my Son LucelJtio · 
~hde me acquainted with a weighty Caufe 
Of Love between your Daughter and hi.,nfdf; 

nd for the good Report I hear of you. 
S ~ A~d 



And for the Love he beareth to your Daughter, 
And fhe to h im; to fiay him not too long, 
I am content in a good Father's care 
To have hjm match•d, ~nd if you plc~fe to like 
No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome Agreement, 
?vie ihaU you find mo£l: ready and mofi: willing 
With one confent to have her fo beftowed: 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptift~z, of whcm I hear fo weU. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay, 
Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me wdl_: 
Right true it is, your Son Lucentio here . 
Doth love my Daughter, and lhe loveth him. 
Or both diffemble deeply their Affecbo~s; 
And therefore if you fay no more rban this. 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And pafs my Daughter a fufficient Dowrr, 
The M1tch is made, and all is d~ne, 
Your SJn Hull have my Daugt1ter with confent. 

Tr~t, I thank you, Sir, wnere then do you know belt 
We be afEe , and fuch affuran~c ta'en, 
As fhall with either Parts Agreement ftand. 

Bap. Not in my Houfe, Lucc»tio, for you know 
Pitchers hil ve Ea1 s, and I have many Servants; 
Befides old Gremio ts h.earkning fiiiJ, 
And haply we might be imerrupted. 
· Tra. hen at my Lodging, and it like you, Sir; 

There doth my Father lye; and tliere this Night 
\Ve'll pafs the Bufinefs privately and well : 
Send for your Daughter by your Servant here~ 
l\1y Boy fhall fetch the Scrivener prefently. 
The worfi i; this, that at fo flender warning~ 
You are :ike to have a thin and fiender Pittance; 

Bap. It likes me weJJ. 
Cambio~ hie you Jhome, and bid Bianc~ make ber ready 

t raight: 
An( tf you will, telJ what hadt h3ppen'd, 
Lur:entir/ Failier is arriv'd in Padtut, 
. nd how 111e's like ro be LHcentio's \Vife. 
· L11c. 1 p <~y tlle ~ods llie may with .. 11 my Heart. [Exit~ 

• • ~ • · · 1 • Tr11. 



Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Enter Peter. 

Sip"1ior Baptifta, ili.all I Je~d the way~ 
Welcome, one Mefs is like to be your Cheer, 
CoiJ?e, Str, we will bet tcr it in Pifa. 

Bap. I :DJllow you. 
Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 

Bion. Cambio. 

[E:t:eunt. 

Luc. What fay»fi thou, Biondello ? 
Bion. You faw my !vfafter wink and laugh upon you. . 
Luc. Biondello, what of that ~ 
Bion. 'Faith nothing; but. 'has left me here behind to ex

pound the Meaning or Morral of his Signs and Tokens. 
Luc. I pray thee mora1ize them. 
Bion. Then thus. Baptif/a is fafe talking with the decei

ving Father of a deceitful Son. 
LHc. And what of him~ 
Bion. His Daughter is to be brought by you to the Sup· 

per. 
Luc. And then ? 
Bion. The old Priefi at St. Lufte's Church is at your corn~ 

mand at all hours. 
Luc. And what of all this ? 
Bion. I c.mnot tel1, except they are bufied about a cour.

terfeit A ffurance; take you Alfurance of her, Cum privi
legio ad Imprimendum fo!um, to th" Church take the PrieH, 
Clark, and fome f. fficient honeft Witneffes: 
If thts be not th~t you J"ok for, I have no mor~ to fay, 
But bld .Bifmca farewel for ever and a day, 

Luc. Hear'fi thou, Biondello ~ 
Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a \Vench married in an 

Afternoon as Che went to the Guden for P.ufd y to fiuff 
a Ra1it, and fo may you, Sir: An.l fo ad .eu, Sir • my 
Mafier bath appointed me to go to S c. Luke's, to bid the 
Prieft be ready to come ~gainfi you come with your Ap
pendix. [!'Ail. 

[,uc. I may a'ld wilJ, if fhe be fo contented: 
She wi!l be plea~'J, then wherefore fl1ou~d we doubt~ 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about he1: 
It thall go h.ud if Ca1-~biQ go without her. L Exit. 

s 4 EIIS:el' 



Enter Petruchio, Katharina, and Hortenfio. 
Pet. Come on ~ God's name, once more towards our Fa· 

ther's. 
Good Lord, bow bright and goodly lhines the Moon. 

Kath. The Moon! the Sun ; it is not Moon-Jight now. 
Pet. I fay it is the Moon rh.lt fhines brig ht. 
Kat/;, I know it is the Sun that ihines fo bright. 
Pet. Now by my MDt.htr's Son, and that's my felf, 

It £hall be Moon, or Sur, or what I lift, 
Or e'er I journey to your Fathe; ·s Houfe: 
Go on, ~nd fetch cut H orfcs back ~gain. 
'E. vermot·e crofl: and crofi, nothing but croft. 

Hor. Say as he fays, or we !hall never go. 
Kath. Forward I pray, fince we have ~ome fo far, 

'And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pk<if<. : 
A nd if you plea{e to call it a Ruth Candle, · 
Henceforth I vow it lhall be fo for me. 

Pet. I fay it is the Moon. 
Kath. I know it is the Moon. 
Pet. Nay then you Jye; it is rhe blel!ed Snr, 
Knth. Then God be bld1:, it is the blt fied Sun, 

Bur Sun it is not, when you fay it is not 
Anq the Moon (;hanges even as your Mind. 
What you wJ!l have it nam'~, even that it is, 
And io it ili ll br., f , for Kt~tht-rinc. 

Hor. Petruchio, go thy way, the Field is won. 
Pet. Well, f0rwotrd, forward, thus the Bowl ihouJd run; 

And not unluck;ly againlt the Bias: 
But foft, Company is comin~ here. 

Enter Vincentio. 
Good Morrow, gentle Mdhff:, \Yhere aw~y? [Tu Vjn. 
Tell me, f we et Kate, and teJl me truly too, 
HaLl: thou b< hdd a frdh er Gentlewoman: . 
Such war of white aod i·ed within htr Cheeks: 
What Stal s do fpangk Heav'n with /uch Beauty 
·.As thof~ two E y~s become the ~ea~/nly Face 1' 
F.1ir lovely l\'h1d, once more ~ood day to [hee: 
Sweet Katt, emhrace her for her Btauties fake 

Hor. He will ~ake d~e Man m~d to make ; WoJllan of 
him. · · j • 

'Kat h. 
~, : ·. 
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Kath. Young buddin~ Virgin~ fair, and frclh, and fwe(t' 

Whither away, or where is thy Aboad? 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a Chrld; 
Happter the Man whom r vourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovel) BedfeJiow. 

Pet. Why lww now, K~tte, I hope thou art not mad! 
Thts ts a Man, old, wrinkltd, faded, whithered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou fay'fl: he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old Father, my m fiaken Eyes, 
That have been fo bedaz ed w1th the Sun, 
That every thing I look on feemuh green. 
Now I perceive thou art a reverend Father: 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mifiaking. 

Pet. Do, good old Grandfi 1, and withal make known 
Which way thou travellefi; if a!ong with us, 
We fhall be joyful of thy Company. 

Vin. Fair Sir, and you. my merry Milhefi, 
That with your flr.,nge 'Encounter much amaz'd me: 
My Name is call'd kincentio, my Dwe1Iing Pifo, 
And bound I am to ;fadua, there to vifit 
'A ~on of mine, which lor.g I h:ne not feen. 

Pet. What is his Name? 
Pin. Lucentio, G entl.e Sir. 
Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son; , 

And now by Law, as well a~ reverent Age, 7 ~ 
I m~y in title thee my loving Father: 
The Sifl:cr of my W ife, this Gentie •.uoman, • 
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev'd, ilie is of good Eltetm, 
Her Dow1y wealthy, and of worthy Birch; 
Befid·e, fo quali fi ed, as may befeem 
The Spoufe of any noble G"'ndeman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 
And wand tr we to fee thy hondl Son, 
Who will of thy Arrival be full Joyous. 

Ym. · But is this true, or is it elfttyour Pleafure, 
Lik~ pJt:>afant Tra ·d le1 s to br ectk a J ~a 
Upon the Company you over ak ? 

Hor. I do afTure chee Fathu, fo it is. 
Pet. Cc me, go along, and fee the Truth he~eor. 

for our 6rft Merriment hath made thee jealous. [ ExeNnt. 
Hor. 
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flor. Well Petruchio, this hath put me in f:Ieart. 
Have to my Widow. and if the be froward, 
Then haft thou taught Hortenjio to be untoward. [Exit: 

Enter Biond ollo, Lucentio And Bi~nca, Gremio walking 011 

one Sidu .. 

Bion. Softly and fwiftly, Sir, (or the Priefi is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Bi~ndello, but rhey may chance to need thee 

at Home, therefore leave us. 
Bion. Nay, Faith, l'll fee the Church a your Back, and 

die~ come back to my MifhefJ as fooi:l as I can. [ E~·eunt. 
Gre. I marvel C.:lmbio comes not all this while. 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina~. Vincentio and Grumio, 
7JJith AtrendantJ. 

, Pet. Sir, here's the Door, this is Lucentio's Hou[c, 
My father's bears more toward the Market·Place, . 
Thither mufi I, and here I leave you, Sir. 

f/in. You fh~U not chufe but drink before you go; 
I think 1 flull command your welcome here ; 
And by all Likelihood fome Cheer is toward. [Knock_. 
' Gre. They're buue within, you were befl: knock louder. 

[Pedant look!_ out of the Wtndow. 
Ped. \Vhat's he that knocks as he woud beat down the 

Gate~ 
Pin. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir? 
Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be fpoken withal .. 
f/m~ What if a Man brjng him a hundred Pound or two 

to make merry withal. . 
Ped. Keep your hundn:d Pounds to your fe1f, he 1hall 

need none as long as ~ live. 
Pet. Nay, I told you your Son was bdov'd in PadHa; do 

y<'lu hc~r, Sir, to leave fnvolous Circumfiances; I pray you 
t 11 Signior Lttcemio that his Father is come from Pij:1, and 
is here at the Door to ft')cak with him. 
' Pcd. Thou hefi, his Father is come from Padtta, and here 

Ped. 

lcoking out ~he Wirdow. 
f';1J. Art thou his Father? 
Ped. Ay, Sir, {( his Mother fays, if I may believe her. 
Pet. Why h:>W now, Gentleman ! why this is flat Kna: 

very to take upon you aoo her Man's Name. 
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Ped. Lay Hands on th~ Villain, I believe be means to 

~ozen {erne Body in this City under my Countenance. 
Enter Biondello. 

Bion. I have feen them in the Church together, C!;od fend 
•em good Shipping: But wbo is here! Mine old Mafier Pin· 
centJo ~ Now we are undone, and brought to nothing. 

Pm. Come hither, Crackhemp. [Seeing BiondeUo; 
Bion. r hope I may chufe, Sir. 
Ym. Come hither you Rogue, what have you forgot me? 
Bion. Forget you, no Sir: I could not forget you, for I 

never faw you before in all my Life. 
Pin. What, you notorious VjlJain, did'lt thou ne vet fee 

thy Mafier,s Father P'incentio! 
Bion. What, my old worlhipful old Mallet~ Yes, marry 

Sir, fee where he loQks out of the Win~ow. · 
Vin. Is't fo indeed ? [He hetttJ Bionde1lo. 
Bion. Help, help, help, here's a Mad-man will murther 

me. 
· Ped. Help, Son, help Signier· Baptift~t, 
Pet. Preethee, Kate, let's fiand afide, and fee the End ol 

this Controverfie. 

Enter Ped~r.t with Servants, Baptifra and Tranio. 

Trtt. Sir, what ne you that offer to beat my Servant? 
Pin. What am I, Sir ; nay, what are you, Sir? Oh Im

mortal Gods ! Oh fine ViUaiQ_, a fi!ken Doublet, a velvet 
Hofe, a fcarlet Cloak and a copatain Hat: Oh I atq un
done, I am undone; while I play the good Husband at 
Home, my Son and my Servants fpend all at the Univer
fity. 

Tra. How now, what's the Matter l 
Bap. What, is this Man lunatick! 

. Tra. Sir, you fi em a fober ancient Gentleman by y9ur Ha.: 
~bit; but your \Vords thew you a M~d-man ; why, Sir, what 
concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold ; I thank my 
good Father, I am able to maintain it. r 

Pm. Thy Father! Oh Villain, he is a ~ail-maker in Ber· 
gamo. 

· Bap. You mifiake, Sir, y u mifiake, Sir; pray what do 
you think is his N dme ~ . 

~in. His Name, as if I knew no~ his Name: I hav 
bJC llf.,b 
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brought him up ever lince he was three Years old, and his 
Name is Tranio. 

Pea. Away, away mad Afs, his Name is Lucentio, and 
he is mine only Son, and Heir to the Lands of me Signior 
}'ince1tttio • 

. Pm .. Lucentio! Oh he hath murthcred his Mall:er; lay 
hold on h1m I charge you in the 'Duke's Name; oh my 
Son, my Son ; tell me. thou Villa,n, where is my Son Lu· 

eentio ~ 
. Tra. Call forth an Oflicer; cury this mad Knave t~ the 
Goal; Father, Baptifta, I charge you fee that he be forth-
coming. 

Y,n. Carry me to Goal ? 
Grt. Stay, Officer, he tb all not go to Prifon. 
Bttp. T 'alk nor, Signior Gremio: I fay he tball go to Pri· 

fon. 
Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptift,a, lell: you be Cony· 

catch'd in this Bufinefs; I dare twear this is the right pj,.. 

centio. 
Ped. Swear if thou dar'fi. 
Gre. Nay, I dare not fwe~r it. 
Tra. Then thou were bell fay, that I am not Lucentie. 
Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 
Bap. A way wi~tt the D-.>tud, to Goal with him. 

Enter Lucentio awd Bianca. 

Vin. Thus Strangers may be hal'd and abus'd ; oh mon• 
firous Vill~in. 

Bion. On we are fpoil'd, a.nd yonder he is, deny him, for· 
fwear him, or elfe we are all undone. 

[ E~·it BiondeJlo, l'"ranio and Pedant as f~ft dJ m~J ~e. 
Luc. Pardon, fweet Father. [Knee(ing. 
Vtn. Lives my fweet Son? 
Bitm. Pardon, dear Father. 
Bap. How hall: thou offended ; where is Lucentis? 
Luc. :Here's Lucenti.o, right Srm to the right 17incentio. 

That have by Marriage m:~de thy Daughter mine: 
W 1ile cotln erfeit Suppofers blfer'd thine E yn. 

Gr~. Here's packing wirh a wirne(c; to deceive us all. 
Pin. Where is tbat darnn'd Vi:lc?in 7ranio. 

That fac'd ~nd buv'd me in this'Matter fo? 
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B..tp. Why, tell .:ne. is not this my Cam~io f 
BiPln. C~tmbio is chang'd into LuceNtio: 
Luc. Love wrought thefe Miracles. BianGII's Love 

Made me exchange my State with Tranio, 
While he did bear my Countenance in the Town: 
And happily I have arriv 'd at lafr 
Unto the wifbed Haven of my Blifs; 
What Trllnio d1d, my fell enforc'd him to ; 
Then pardon him, fweet Father, for my Sake; 

Vin. I'll flit the Villain's Nofe that would have fe11t me 
to the Goal. 

Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you marry'd my Daugh· 
ter without a~king my good Will~ 

f/in. Fear not, Bapifla, we will content you, go to; but 
I will in, to be reveng'd on this V ilJain. [ E:~.·it. 

Bttp. And I to found the Depth of this Knavery. L Exit. 
LHc. Look not pale, Btanc11, thy Father will not frown. 

[Exeunt. 
Gre. My Cake is Dough, but I'll .in among the refi, · 

0..1t of Hope of alJ, but my Share of the Feafi. [Exit. 
Kath. Husband let's follow, to fee the end of this ado. 
Pet. Fidl: kifs me, Kate, and we will. 
Kat h. What, in the midll of the Street~ 
~et. What, art thou afham'd of me~ 
Kath. No. Sir, God forbid, but afham'd to kifs. 

~ Pet. Why then let's Home again: Come, Sirrah, Jet's ~~ 
way. 

K~th. Nay, I will give thee a Kifs; now pray thee Love, 
fiay. 

Pet. Is not this well! Come, my f weet K11t1; 
Better once than never, for never too late [ ExtNnt. 

ACT 
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Enttr Baptifra, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio, Bi
anca, Tra.1i , l:SJOndello, Petruchio, Katharina, Grumio, 
Hortenfio and Widow. Tranio•s Sefvanu bringing in • 
Banquet. 

Luc. AT lafi, tbo' long, our jarring Notes agree, 
And time it is when raging War is done, 

To fmile at 'Scaoes and Perils over-blown. 
My fair Bianca, k bid my Father welcome, 
While I with feJf.fame Kindnefs welcome thine; 
Brother Petruchio; Siller Katharine, 
And thou Hortenfio with thy loving Widow; 
Feafl: with the bell, and welcome to my Houfe, 
My Banquet is to dofe our Stomat:hs up 
After our great good Cheer: Pray you fit down, ' 
For now we fit to chat as well as eat. 

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat f. 
Bap. Padua affords this Kindnefs, Son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hor. For both our Sakes I would that Wora were true~ 
Pet. Now for my Life Hortenjio fears his Widow. 
Hor. Then never truft me if I be aft*.lrd. 
Pet. You are very fenfible, and yet you mifs my Senfe: 

I mean H ortenjio is afeard of you. . 
Hlid. He that is giddy thinks th~ World turns round. 
Pet. Roundly replied. 
Kath. Mifhe.,fs, how mean you that? 
wtd. Tlius I conceive by htm. 
Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenjio that? 
Hor. My Widow fays, thus the conceives her Tale •. 
Pet. VEry well mended, kifs him for that, good Wi· 

dow. . 
Kat h. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round-

1 pr,ay you tell me what .you meant by that. 
Wid. Your Husband being troubled wi[h a Shrew 

Meafures my H1.1sband's S;)rr~w by his Woe; ' 
· And now you kn~w my Meanmg. 
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Kath. A very mean Meaning. 
W1d. Right, I mean you. 
K~ath. And I am mean indeed, refpeCl:ing you. 
Pet. To her, J(ate. 
Hor. To her, \Vidow. 
Pet. A hundred Mar s, my !(ate do put her down, 
Hor. Thafs my Office. 
Pet. Spoke like an Officer; ha, to thee Lad. 

7 t5 

[Drinks to Hortenfio. 
Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quick·witted Folks~ 
Gre. Believe me, Sir, they butt together weJJ. 
Bian. Head, and but, an hafly-witted Body 

Would fay, your Head and But were Head ana Horn; 
. Pm. Ay, Mifirefs Bride, aath that awaken'd you~ 

Bi~tn. A :y, out not frighted me, therefore I'll fleep 
agam. 

Pet. Nay, that you 1hali not fince you have begun: 
Have at you for a berrer J efi or two. ' 

' Bian. Am I your Bird, I mean to tbifc my Butb. 
And then purfue me as you draw your Bow. . 
Y~u are welcome ail [Exit Hianca, Kath. and ffidow. 

Pet. She bath prevented me. Here Signior Tranio, 
This Bird )'OU aim'd at, tho' you bit it not, 
Therefore a Health to all that lhot and mif~'d. 

Tra. Oh, Sir~ Lucentio flipr me like his Gray·hound, 
Which runs himfelf~ and catches for his M after. 

Pet. !i good fwift Simile, but fomething curri1h. 
Tra. 'Tis well~ Sir, that you hunted for your felf: 

'Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a Bay. 
Bap. Oh, oh PetrHchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. I thank thee for that Gird, good Tr~tnio. 
Hor. Confefs, confefs, bath he not hit you there~ 

Pet. He has a little gaJl'd me, I confefs; 
And as the J efr did gJance away from me, 
~Tis ten to one it 111aim,d you two outrighr. 

Bap. Now in good Sadnefs, Son Petrhchio, 
I think' thou haft: the veriefl: Shrew of aJJ. 

Pet. W eH, I fay no; and therefore for A{f uranc:e, 
Let's each one fend unto his Wife, 
And he whofe W jfe is m oft obedient, 

To 



To corn~ at fidl: when he doth fend for her, 
Shall win the Wager which we will propofe. 

Hor. Content, what's the Wager~ 
Luc. Twenty Crowns. , 
Pet. Twenty Crowns! 

I'll venture fo much on my Hawk or Hound. 
But twenry times fo much up:.m my V.fife. 

Luc. A hundred then. 
1 Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match, stis done. 
Hor. Who fhall begin! 
Luc. That will I, 

<:io, Biondel!o, bid your Mifirefs come to me~ 
Bion I go. [Exit. 
Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc. I'll have no halves: I'll bear it all my felf. 

Enter Biondello. 
How now, what News? 

Bion. Sir, my l\1iClrefs fends you Word 
That fhe is bufie, and cannot come. 

Pet. How? fue's bufie, and cannot come: Is that an An-

fwer~ 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: 

Pray God, Sir, your Wife fend you not a worfe. 
Pet. I hope better. 
Hor. Sirrah BiondellfJ, go and intreat my Wife to come 

to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 
Pe1. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then fhe mull: needs come. 
Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 

Enter Biondello. 
Yours will not be entreated: Now, where's my Wife f 

· Bion. She fays you have fome goodly J eft in Hand, 
She will not come: She bids you come to her. 

Pet. Worfe and wo,fe, ilie will not coml! 
Oh vi!d~ intolerable, not to be indur'd: 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your Milhefs, 
Say I command her to come to me. [Exit Gru; 

Hor. I know her Anfwer. 
Pet. What l 
RQr. She will not. 

Ptt. 
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Pet. The fouler Fortune mine, and there's an end. 

Enter Katharina. 
Bap. Now, by my Hollidam, here comes Kath~trine~ 
!(at h. What is y.our ~'ill, Sir, that you fend for me~ 
Pet. Where is your Sifrer, and Hbrtenjio's Wifr: f 
l(ath. They fit conferring by the Parlour Fire. 
Pet. Go, fetch them hither ; if they deny .to come; 

Swinge me them foundly f,:,rth unto their Hu~ba_nds: 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither ll:raight. l Exit Katlt; 

Luc. Here is a W ondcr, if ou talk of a Wonder: 
Hor. And fo it is: I wonder what it boads. 
Pet. Marry, Peace it boads, and Love, and quiet Life~ 

An awful R.ule and right Supremacy: 
And to be thort, what not, thlt's fweet and happy. 

B~tp. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio; 
The W ~ger thou hafl: won, and I wilJ :tdd 
U oto their Lolfes twenty thoufand Crowns. 
Another Dowry to another Daughter. 
For {he is chang'd as fhe had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my V/ ager better yet, 
And thow more Sign of her Ob dience, 
Her new-built Virtue and Obedience. 

Enter Katharina, Bianca and Wtdow. 
See where fl1e comes, and brings your froward Wive$ 
As Prifoner!t t:> her womanly Perfuafion: 
J(atharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Off with that Bauble, and throw it underfoot. ~ 

[She pulls off her Cap ~tnd throws it down~ 
Wtd. Lord, let me never have a Caufe to figh, 

;Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs. 
BiaYJ. Fie, what a foolifh Duty call you this~ 
Luc. I would your Duty were as foolilh too: 

The 'Vifdom of your Duty, fair Bianca, 
H3th coll: me an hundre:l Crowns fincc Supper-time; 

Bian. The more Fool you for laying on my Duty. 
Pet. J(atharinc, I charge thee tell thefe headfrrong Women~ 

what Duty they owe to their Lords and Husbands. 
Wzd. Come, come, you·re mockinz; we will have no 

telling. · 
Pet. Come on, I fay, and firR: begin with her. 
V 0 L, II. T lV:d; 
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U'id. She lhall not; 
Pet. I fay fhe fhall, and fir{l: begin with her; 
l(~th. Fie, fie, unknit that threatniog unkind Brow; 

And dart not fcornful Glances from th'lfe Eves, 
To wound thy Lord, thy K:ing·, thy Gove;nor. 
It blots thy Beauty, as Frofl.s bite the Meads,. 
Confvunds thy Fame, as Whirlwinds fluke fair Budsi 
And in no Senfe is m "et or amiable. 
A Woman mov'd is l1ke a Fountain troublc9, 
l\1.uddy, ill feeming, thick, bereft of Beauty 1 
And while it is lo, none fo dry or thidl:y 
WIll dain to fip, or touch one Drop of it • 
... rhy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper; 
.. Thy Head, thy Sovcraign; one thtt cares for thee, 
And for thy l\1aintcn:mce: Commits his Body 
To painful Labour, both by Sea and Land; 
~o watch the Nigkt in S~orms, the Day in Cold; 
\Vhil'fi: thou ly'fi: warm at home, fecare :wd fafe, 
And craves no other T-ribute at thy Hands, 
But Love, fiir Looks, and true OoeJience; 
Too little Payment for fo great a Debt. 
Such Duty as the Subject owes the Prince, 
Even fuch a Woman oweth to her Husba d ~ 
And when fhe is froward, peevifl1, fullen, fower~ 
:And not obedient to his honefi Will : 
What is lhe but a foul contending Rebel, 
'And gracelefs Traitor to her loving Lord.~ 
I am alham'd that Women are fo fimplc, 
To offer War where they fbould kneel for PeaGe; 
Or feek for Rule, Supremacy, and Sway, 
When they are bound to fc:rve, love, and obey. 
Why are o•Jr Bodies fofr, and weak, and fmooth; 
lJ napt to toil and trouble in the W>orld, 
But that our foft Conditions, and our Hearts, 
Sh'JUld wen agree with our external· Parts~ 
Come, come, you,ar froward and unable Worms; 
My Niind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My Heart-is great, my Reafon hlply more, 
To bandy Word forWord,and Fcown for Frown; 
But n~w I f~e our ~aun,~s ~~~ but ~tr~ws, · 



Our Strength is weak, our Wea~nefs paft corlll'tlft'. 
That feeming to be moll, which we indeed leafi are: 
Then vale your Stomachs, for it is no Boot, · 
And place your Hands below your Husband's root: 
In token of which Duty, if he pleafe, 
My H.tnd is ready, may it do him .E.afe. 

Pet. Why, there'! a Wench: Come on, and kifs me 
Kat e. 

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old Lad, for thou .!halt ha't~ 
Pin. 'Tis a good Hearing when Children are toward. 
Lu,. But a harth Hearing when Women are lro~ard~ 
Pet. Come, Kat1, we'll to bed, 

We two are married, but you two are fped • 
. Trwas I won the Wager, tho'you hit the White. 
And being a ~inner, God give you good Night. 

( li.xit Petruchio ~tnd K'ath. 
Hor. Now go thy Ways, thou haft tam'd a curft 

Shrew. 
Luc. 'Tis a Wonder, by your leave, 1he wiU be tam'd fo.· 

- [ExeHnt. 
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.All's well tbat T.tzd.r well. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Bertram, the Countcfs of R.offilion, Helena, and Lafeu 

in Mourning. 

CO V NT E SS. 

N delivering my Son from me, I bury a r,~ 
cond Husband. I 

Ber. And in going, J\!I1dam, l weep o'er 
my F~ther·s Death anew; but I muH attend 
uis M~jdly 's Command, to whom ~m now 
in Ward, evermore tn SubjeCtion.. * 

Laf. You· fua,l find of the King a Hu';band, Madam; you 
Sir, a Father. He that fo generally is at all tir s gor)H~ 
mull: of neceffity hold his Vutue to you, wh(\f.:: voithinef$ 
would fiir it up were it wanted, rather than hck it wh~re 
there is fuch abundance. 

Count. What hope is ch~re ofhis MJjefiy's amendment? 
Laf. He hath aba don•d his Phyficians, lVladam, un~~r 

whofe Pracrices he hath perfecuted Time with Hop·, anct 
finds no mher advantage in the Procds, but only the lofiog 
of Hope by Time. I 

CoHnt. This young Gentlewoman h~d a Father, 0 that 
had ! .How f~d a Pafrage 'tis ! whofe Skill was aimdl: as great 
as his Hondl:y; had it firetch'd fo far, it would have ma' e 
Nature immort ,J ), ~nd Death ilio9ld have play for lack of 
work. Would, for the King's fake, he were living, I th; iik 
~t would be the Death of the King's Difeafe~ 

Laf. How call'd you the .l 1an you fpeak of, l\'l3dam? 
C¥Hnt. He was famous, Sir, in his Profeffion> and it was 

h~~ gre~t !tipb:~ ~o ~~ f~! Ger~t,Td d~ N~~r b~r .. 
(1~fi 



Laf. He was Ex-al'ent indeed, Madam; the King very 
lately fpol\e of him admiringly and mourningly: He was 
skilful enough to have liv'd fhll, if Knowled.ge ~ould be fe 
up againfi: Mortality. . 

Ber. Wlut is it., my good Lord, the King languifhes oH 
Luf. A Fiflula, my Lord. 
Ber. I heard not of it before. 
L~tj. I would it w re not notorious. Was this Gentle

_woman the Daughter of Gcrard de Narbon! 
Co11-nt. I-!is foie Child, my Lord, and bequeathed to my 

overlooking. I have rhofe hopes of her good, that h,r llda
cation promifes her Difpofition lhe inherits, which makes 
fair Gifts fairer; or wher..: an unclean I\1ind carries virtuous 
Qualitie~'", there Commendations go with Pity, they re 
Virtues and Traytors too: In her they are the better f.:>r 
their Simplcnefs, · ihe derives her Hone ty, and tchieves her 
Goodnefs. 1 

L.1[. Your Commendations, Mad~m, get from her Tears. 
Co~M. Tis the befi: Brine a Maide:J c ·n 'feafon her Praife 

in. T ,e remembnmce of h·cr Father never ~pproaches her 
H art, but the Tyranny of her Sorrows rakes all livelihood 
from her Cheek. No more of this, 1-lclena, go to, no 
~ore, left: it be rather thought you affect a Sorrow, than to 
have-

Rei. 1 do affeCt: a Sorrow indeed, but I have it too. 
Laj: M derate Lamentations is the Right of the Dead, ex

ceiliv , Gn :f the Er,emy to the Living. 
Count. If the Liv1ng be En my to the 6rief, the !_XCefs 

ma:·ts it foon morr~l. _ 
Ber. Madam, I deGre your holy \Vilhes. 
L"if. How undedhnd we that~ 
Coum. Be thou blefi, Bertram, ~nd fncceed thy Father 

In M a .ne. s as in Shape: Thy Blood and Virtue 
C :mtend fo, Empire i11 thet, :.1nd thy Goodntfs 
Share with hy Birth· righr. Love aH, trufl: a few, 
Do wrong to none: Be abie for thine Enemy 
Rat er in Power than {Jfe; :md keep thy Friend 
Und r thy own Life's Key: Ue check'd for Silence, 
But m.ver rax'd for Spe eh. What Heav'n more wiH, 
T~ar thee may furnifb, and my Prayers pluck down, 
Fail on thy Head. Farewd~ my Lord, 

~ns 



'Tis an unfeafon'd Courtier, good my Lord, 
Advife him. 

· ~ Laf. H.e cannot want the befi: 
That fhall attend his Love. 

7-45 

· Count Hea-.'n blefs him. 'Farewd, BertrAm. [Exit Co11nt. 
Ber.[toHel. J The bell: \Vifhes that can be forg'din your 

Thoughts, be Servants to you: Be comfortable to my Mo· 
ther, your Mtfirefs, and make much of her. 

Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muft: hold the Creditor 
your Father. · [Exeunt Ber. And Laf. 

He!. ~h were that all-1 think not on my Father, 
And t efe great Tears grace his Remembrance more 
':fhan thofe I lbcd for him. What was he like i 
I have forgot him. My Imagination 
Carries no Favour in't, but BertrAm ·!. 

I am undone, there is no Living, none, 
If Bertram be away. 'Twcre all one 
That I fltould love a brig.ht particular Star, 
And think to wed it; he is fo Above me : 
In his bright Radiance and Collateral Light 
Mull I be comforted, not in his Sphere. 
Th • Ambition in my Love thus pbgufs it felf; 
The Hind, that would be mated by the Lion, 
Mull: dye for Love. ~Tw~s prttty, tho' a Plagu-e~ 
To fee him ev'ry Hour to fit and draw . 
. His :arched Brows, his ha tvking Eye, his Curls 
In our Heart's Table : H art too capab e 
Of every Line and Trick of his fweet Favour. 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous Fancy 
Mufi fanctifie his Relick. \Vho comes here? 

Enter P roUes. 
One that goes with him: I love him for his fak~, 
And yet I kr.bw him a notorious · ar, 
Think him a great way Fool, folely a ,Coward ; 
Yet thefe fix'd Evils fit fo fit in him, 
That they take place, wf en Virtues fteely Bones 
Lcok bleak i'th" cold Wind; withaJ, full oft we fee 
C 0ld Vlifdom waiting on fupedlllous Fvlly. 

P~r. Save y.iDu, fair Queen. 
Hel, And you, fv.1vnarch. 
P~r. No. 

Htl. 



746 All's well t"'"-- ... ,. 

bel. And no. 
Par. Are you meditating on Virginity~ 
Hel. Ay: You have fome llain of Soldier in you ; !et me 

ask you a Q!tefl:ion. Man is Ene'my to Virginity, how may 
we barric do it agamfi him ~ 

Par. Keep him out. 
Het. But he affails, and our Virginity, though valiant; 

in the defence yet is weak: Unfold us fome warlike Rcfi
fiance. 

Par. There is none: Man letting down before you, will 
undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Blefs our poor Virginity from Underminers, and 
Blowers up. Is the~e n~ military Policy how V 1rgins might 
blow up Men? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, Man will qu:cklier 
be blown up: Ma~ry ~n blowing him down a~ain, with 
the Breach your felves made~ you lofe your City. It i~ 
not Politick, in the Commonwealth of Nature, to preferv~ 
Virgidty. Lofs of Vuginity, is rational E ncreafe, and 
there was never Virgin got, 'till v:rginiry was firfl: lofi. 
That you were made of, is Metal to make Virgins. Vir
~:;inity, by being once loft, may be ten times found: By 
being ever kep., it is ever lofl:; 'tis too cold a Companion;. 
away with'r. 

Hel. I will fland for't a little, though t~erefore I die a 
Yirgin. , 

Par. There's little can be faid in't; 'tis againfl: the Rule 
of Nature. To fpoak on the p~rt of 'Virgmity, is to ac-: 
~ufe your Mothfr; which is mofl: infallible Ditobedience. 
He that hangs himfelf is a Virgin: Virginity murthers it 
!elf, and !hould be buried in High-ways out of all fana:i
Sed Limit, as a defperate Olfendrefs againfr Nature • . yir
ginity breeds Mites·, muCh like a Cheefe, confumes it It:If 
to the very Paring, ~nd fo dies with feeding its own Sro; 
nuch. Belidcs, Virginity is peevilh, proud, idle, made 
of felf..love, which is the moll: inhabit"d Sm in the Canon. 
Keep it nor, you cannot chufe but loofe by'r. Out wich't; 
within ten Years it will make it feJf two, which is a goodly 
rncrcaf~,ha?d the ~!i~~ifal. !t ~e!f ~oE ~uc~ the y.r~rfe. A·. 
way wlt ·~! 



AJJ' s well that Ends 747 
Hel. How might one do, Sir, to lofe it to her own 

liking~ 
Par. L~t me fee. Marry iJJ, to like him that ne'er it 

likes. ' is a Commodity w·u Jofe the <:ilofs with Jying. 
The longer kepr, the lefs worth: Off with't while 'tis ven
dible. Anfw r the time of requd1. Virginity, like an old 
Couttier, wears her Cap out of FafbiQn, richly futed, but 
unfltable, j ufi l ike the Brooch and the Toothpick, which 
we wear not now: Your Dlte is better in your Pye and your 
P,Hredge, than in your Cheek ; and your Virginity, yo~r 
old Vnginity, is lJke one of our French whi ther'd Pears; Jt 
looks i 11, it eats dt jJy, marry 'ti~ a wither"d Pear: It was 
form erly better, marry yet ,tis a \,Vither'd Pear. Will you 
any thing with it? 

Het. N ,)t my Virginity yet. 
There ihaH your M:afier h;ave a thouf:1nd Love . ~ 
A Mother, <wd a f\1iflrefs, and a Friend, · 
A Pucenix, C11ptain, and an Enemy, 
A Guide, a Goddefs, and a Sovereign, 
A Counfeller, a Traitrefs, and a Dear; 
His humblefl: Ambition, proud Humility~ 
His jarring Concord, ani!i his difcord Dulcet,' 
His Faith, his fweet Difafter; in a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious Chrifiendoms 
That blinking CuJid goffips. Now lhaU he-
I know not what he 1hali-God fend him well
.The Court's a learning Place----:-and he is one- · 

Par. What one, i'faith! · 
1-Iel. That I wi ib well--'tis pity-
Par. ~hat's pity~ . 
Het. That wjihing well had not a Body ill•t~ 

Whic~ mig~t be felt, that we poorer born, 
\\

7
?ofe · b~_fer St:~rs do lhut them up in Wifhes; 

Might With effects of them follow our Friends, 
And lbew whH we aJone mull: think. which never 
Recu1 ns us Tharjks, · · 

Enter Page. 
Page. l\1onGeur Paro11es. 

Ivl y Lord calls for you. 
~ar. Little Helen farewel, if I (an reme!Jl~er thee, I will 

tlunk of thee at Court. - - ' - - -
. ~ ' r _,. . • o.! 

Htl. 
I 
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Het. Monfieur Pterolles, you were born under a chari.: 
table Scar. · 

P~tr. Under Mars, I. 
Het. I efpecially think under Mars. 
Par. Why under Mars~ 
Het. The W:1ters have fo kept you under, that you mull: 

needs be'born under Mars. 
Par: When he was Predominant. 
Hel. When he was Retrogarde, I think rather. 
Par. Why t ink you fo~ 
Het. You go fo much b ckward when you Fi :1 •• 

Par. Thaes for Advantage. 
Het. So is Running awr-y, 

When Fear propofes Safety: 
But the Compnfition that your Valour d Fear _, in 
you, is a Virtue of a good Wing, and I like th ·e l. w J 

Par. I am fo full of Bufintfs, I cannot :mfwer thee acute· 
Jy: I will. return perfeCt: Courtier, in the which my I firu
etion fha\l ferve to 'N turalize thee, fo thou wilr be capable 
c.>f the Courtiers Counfel, and under!l:and what Advice lhall 
thrufi upon thee; elfe thou diefi in thine U nthankfu1nds, and 
thine Ig.norance makes thee ~way, fare .,eJ. When thou haft 
l i{ure, fay thy Prayers; when thou hail: n ne, remember 
thy Fr· ends; get t'u~ ~ a good Husband, and ufe him as he 
u!cs thee: So fuewel. [Exit. 

Hcl. Our Remedies oft in our felves do lve, 
Which we afcribe to Heav'n: The fated Sky 
Gives us free Scope. only doth backward pull 
Our flow Defigns, when ve our felves are dull. 
Wh:lt Power is it, which mounts my Love fo high, 
Thlt makes me fee, and cannot feed mine Eye? 
The mightiefi Space in Fortune, Natur brings 
!'o join 1 ike Likes, and kifs Jike n~tive Things. 
lmpoffible be fl:range Attempts to thofe 
T.hat weigh their Pains in Senfe, and do fuppofe 
WhH bath bc:cn, cannot be. Who ever firove 
.. ro thew her Merit, that did mifs her Love? 
The Kmg's Dife~fe --My Project m4y deceive me, 
But my Intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. L Exit. 

Flourifo 



FloNr; fo Cornets. Enter the King of Fr 
and divers Attendants. 

tl King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th' Ears, 
Have fought with equal FortuneJ and continue 
A braving War. 

1 Lord. So 'tis reportedJ Sir. 
King. Ndy 'tis mofr credible; we here receive it~ 

A Certainty vouch"d from our Coufi? Auflria, 
With Caution> that the Florentine wtll move us 
For fpeedy Aid; wherein our dearefr Friend · 
Prtjudicatcs the Bufinefi, 3od would fccm 
To have us make Denial. 
' I Lord. His Love and W ifdom~ 
Ap?rov,d fo to your Majdly, may plead 
For ~mpleft Credence. 

King. He hath arm'd our .Anf wer, 
And Florence is deny'd before he come.s: 
Yet for our <5entlemen that mean to fee 
The Tnfcan Service, freely have they Ie4ve 
To fiand on either part. 

l. Lord. It may well ferve 
A Nurfery to our Gentry, who are fick 
For Breat~mg and Exploit. 

King. What,s he comes here 1 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu and ParoJles~ 
I Lord. It is the Count Ro/]illion, my good Lord, young 

Btrtram. 

King. Youth, thou bear'fr thy Father's Face, 
Frank Nature rather curious than in hafie, 
Hath well compos'd thee: Thy Father's moral Parts 
Maill: thou inherit too: · W ekome to Paris, 

Ber. My Thanks and Duty are your M ajefiy's. 
King. I would I had that corporal Soundnefs now, 

As when thy Father and my felfin Friendlhip, 
Firfl: try'd our Soldierlhip : He did look far 
Into the Service of the Time, and was 
Difcipled of the bravefr. He lafted long, 
But on us both did haggith Age fieal ol', 
And wore us out of Act. It much rep~irs me 
To Ulk of your good Father; in his Youth 

He 



He hJ.d he Wit, which I can w ·11 obferve 
To Day in our young Lords; but th.ey. nHy jell 
,Till their own Scorn return to them ur.noted, 
E'er they can hide their I:.evity in Honour: 
So like a Courtier, no Contempt nor Bitternefs 
Were in his Pride-, or Sharpnefs; if they w re, 
His Equal had awak'd them, and his Honour 
Clock to it felf, knew the true Minute when 
·Exception bid him fpeak; and at that time 
His Tongue obey'd his Hand. Who wer~ bdow him~ 
He us'd as Creatures of another Flace> 
And bow" d his eminent Top to their low Ra ks, 
Making them proud of his Humility, 
In their poor Praife he humbled: Such a Man 
Might be a Copy to thefe younger Times; 
W, ich foHow'd wdl, ould demonfirate them now, 
:But Gores backward. 

Ber. His good &emembr nee; Sir, 
· Lyes richer in your Thoughts, than on his Tomb: 

S.> in Approof lives not his Epitapli, 
As in your Royal Speech. 

King. Would I were with him; he would always fay, 
(Methinks I hear him now) his plaufive Words 
He fcatter•d not in Ears, but gr~fte them 
To g'"oW there and to bear; let me not live, 
(This his good MelanchoUy of: began 
On the CataLlrophe and Heel of -afiime: 
When it was out) Let me not live, quoth he~ 
Afrer my Flame lacks Oil, to be the Snuff 
Of younger Spirits~ hofe apprehenfi ve Senfes 
All but new T inl7s difdain; hoe Judgments are 
Meer Fathers of. their Garments, w ofe Conihncies 
Expire befo et eir Pafhions: This he wifi1'd. 
I after him, do after him ith too, 
Sioce I~ nor Wax. nor Honey c~o bring home, 
I quickly were d ·m ved fro my Hi ·e, 
To give fome LabO s roo • 

:z, Lord. You're o e "Sir, 
:rhey that )(aft re .t yo , fit ll~ck your firfr; ' 

Ki'Jt.. ! 611 a !I___ _ _ _ ; ~- long ~~:t~ ~oU!lt's· 
10~~ 
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Since the Phyfician at your :Father's died~ 
He was much Eam'd. ' 

Ber. Some fix months fince, my Lord. 
Ki11g. If he were living, I would try him yet.· 

Lerd me an Arm; the reft have worn me out 
With fevual Applications: Nature and Sicknefs 
Dt:barc· it at their Leifw-e. Welcome, Count, 
My Son's no clearer. 

&r. Thanks to your Majefiy. [ Exettnt~ 
Enter Count:fs, Stlw~trd and Clo'JJJ11. 

G.Jmt. I will now hear, what fay you of this Gentle
woman? 

Stew. Madam, the Care I have had to even your Con
tent, I wiib might be found in the Calender of my paR 
Endeavours, for then we wound our Modelly, and make 
foul the Cleamefs of our Defervings, when of o~r fcJves we 
publilh the-m. 

Ca11nt. What do's this Knave here? Get you gone, Sirrah; 
the Compl,aints I have heard of you, I do not all believe; 'tis 
my Slownefs that I do nor, for I know you lack not Folly 
to commit them, and have Ability enough to make fuch 
Knaveries yours. 

Cio. 'Tis not \lnknown to you, Madam, I am a poor Fe~ 
low. 

Count. W eiJ, Sir. 
Clo. No, l\1adam, 

•Tis not fo well rh t I am poor, though many of the &ich 
3re damn'd; but if I h1d your Ladylhip's good Will to go 
to the World, lsbel the Woman and .I will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a Beggar? 
Clo. l do beg your good will in this Cafe. 
CQJmt. What Cafe! 
Clo. In Isbel's Cafe and mine own; Service is no Heri~ 

t~ge, and I think I 1hall never have the Bleffing of God~ 
"'till I have Hfue a my Body, for they fay Barn~ are Blef~ 
tings. 

Count. Tell me the Reafon why thou wilt marry! 
Clo. l'\1y poor Body, Madam, requires it, I am driven 

~". by th~ Fleth, ~nd ~~ D]U~ ne,ess go t~H the Devil 
~ClVf~ 



Count. Is this all your Worfhip's Reafo::1 ~ 
C!D. Faith, Madam, I _have other holy Reafons, fuch as 

duty are. 
~Hnt. May the World know them~ ~ 

. afJ. I have been, Madam, a wicked Creature, as you and 
all Flcili and Blood are, and ir.deed I do marry that I may 
repent. 

Cot~~Zt. Thy Marriage fooner than thy \Vickednefs. 
Clo. I am out of Friends, Madam, and I hope to have 

Friends for my Wife"'s Sake. 
Count. Such Friends are thine Enemies, Knave. 
•to. Y'are ihallow, Madam, in great Friends, for the 

Knaves come to do that for me which I am weary of; he 
that ears my Land, fpares my Team, and gives me lea e to 
in the Crop; if I be his Cuckold, he,s my Drudge; ethat 
comforts my Wife, is the Cheriiherof my Flefh ~nd lood; 
he that cherifl1eth my Flefl1 and Blood, lov s my Fldh and 
Blood; he that loves my Flefh and Blood is my Friend: 
Erg•, he that kiffes my Wife is my Friend. If Men could 
be content to be what they are, there were no fear in Mar
riage, for y~ung Charbon the Puritan, and ol Poyjam the 
Papift, howfome'er their Hearts re fever'd in RdigJOn,. their 
Heads are both one, they may joul Horr s together like any 
Deer i' th• Herd. 

Connt. Thou wilt ever be a foul-mouth ~d and calumnious 
Knave. 

Ct,. A Prophet, I Ml am, a d I fpe· k t Truth the next 
way, for I the Ball d ill repeat, which M~n full true 1hall 
find, your Marriage ccm, s by Defliny, your Cuckow fings 
by kind. 

Count. Get you gore; Si) 1'1 alk w'th you more anon. 
Stew. M~y ir pleafe yo:t, Madam, Lhat he bid Hellen come 

o you, of -.er I ~m to fpe ·~. . 
Cou;Jt. Sirrah, tdl my Gentlewoman I wo 1 d fpeak wtth 

laer. llellen I mean. 
Clo. Wu this fair Face th"" rlnfe, quoth fhe. 

Why the Grecians facked Troy? 
~Ol~d done, do:1e fond .. \vas th"s King Pria11'ls Joy~ 
With that fhe fighed as ff1e £lood, bis., · 
And gave thi, Sentence th~n; among nine bad if one be good, 
among nine bad if one be go:Jd, there's yet one good in ten. 

C1unt. 



Co11nt. What, one good in ten~ 
Sirrah. 

Clo. One good Woman in ten, Madam .. which is the pu· 
rifying a th' Song: Would Bod would ferve the W orJd fo 
all the Year, we'd find no Fault with the Tithe Woman if 
I were the Parfon; . one in ten, q uoth a'! and we might have 
a good Woman born but o'er every blaz ing Star, or at an 

. Earthquake, 'twould mend the Lottery well; a Man maY. 
pray his Heart out e'er a plnck one. 

Count. You'll be gone~ Sir Knave, and do as I command 
you? 

Clo. That Man that fnould be at a Woman's command,' 
and yet no hurt done! tho' Honelly be no Puritan, yet it 
will do no hurt; it wlll wear the Surplis of Humility over 
the bhck Gown of a big Heat: I am 'going, Forfooth, the 
Bufinefs is for Hellen to come hither. [E~it. 

Count. W eil, now. 
Stew. I know, Madam, you love your Gentlewoman in~ 

tirely. . 
Count. Faith I do; her Father bequeath'd her to me, and 

1he her felf, without other Advantages, may lawfully make 
l"itle to as much Love as fhe finds; there is more owing 
her than is paid, and more 1ha1J be paid her than fhe'll 
demand. 

· SttJu: Madam, I was very 1ate more near her than I think 
lhe wilh'd me; alone file was, and did communicate to her 

.. felf, her own Words to her own Ears; lhe thought, I dare vow 
· for her, t.hey toucb'd not any Stranger Senfe. Her Matter 
'. was, lhe lov'd your Sop; Fortune, lhe fa id, was no Goddefs

1 
that had put fuch Difference betwixt their two Ellates; 
Love no God, that would not extend his Might, only where 

..: Qu~lities were level: Complain'd ag:~inll: the Queen of Vir
gins, that would fuffer her poor Knight to be furpris'd with• 
out Refcue in the firfl: Affault or Ranfom afterward. This 
fl1e deliver'd in the mofi: bitter Touch Qf Sorrow that e'er 
l heard Virgin exclaim in, which I held it my Duty fpee .. 
dily to acqt~aint you withal; fir hence in the Lofs that may 
happen, it concerns you fomething to know it. . 

Count. You have difcharg'd this Honefly, keep it to your 
felf; many Likelihoods info~m'd me of this before, v~ hi eh 
hung fo tottering in the Ballance, that I could never believe 

:Vot.II! U nor 



nor mifdoubt: Pray you leave me, fhH tu;s in your Boiom, 
and I tha ~k y u tor your Lo~1efi Care; I ill fpeak with you 
furtlt r anon. L Exit StewArd. 

Enter Helena. 
Co 't'tt, Eve .. fo it was with me when I wa'i young·; 

If ever we are Nature's, thefe are ours; this Thorn 
Dot o our Rofe of Youth rightly belong, 
Our Blood to us, this to our Blood i~ born, 
It is the Show and Seal of Nature's Truth, 
Where Love's D rong Paffion is imprcfl: in Youth; 
By our Remembrances of Days forgone, 
Such were our Faults, or then we thought them none; 
Her Eye is fick on't, I obferve her now. 

Het. Wh t is your Pleafure, Madam? 
Count. You know, Hellcn, I am a Mother to you. 
Hel. Mi:1e honourable Mifirefs. 
CouNt. Nay, a Mother, wpy not a Mother? when I faid 

l\1cther, 
Methought you faw a S~rpent; what's in Mother, 
That you ilart at it! I f1y, I am your Mother, 
And put you in the Catalogue of thofe 
That w re enwombed mine; 'tis often feen 
Adoption !hives with Nature, nd Choice breeds 
A native Slip to us from foreign Seeds. 
You ne,er oppreft me with a Mother's Groan, 
Yet I exprefs to you a Mother's Care: 
God's Mercy, Maider, do,5 it curd thy Blood, 
To f•y I am thy Mother? what,s tl e Matter, 
That this di!lemper'd MefTenger of Wet, 
The many co!our'd Iris rounds thine Eye~ 
Why -that you are my Daughter~ 

bel* That I am not. 
Count. I fay I am your Mother. 
He/. Pardon, Madam. 

The Count Ro.Jjillion cannot be my Brother; 
I am from humble, he from honoured Nam.e; 
No N te upon my Parents, his all Noble. 
~ y Mall-er, my dear Lord he is.. and I 
His Strv&nt live, and will his Vaffal die: 
He mull: not be my Brother. 

Count. Nor I your !dother. 
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Het. You are my Mother, Madam, would you were. 

So that my Lord your Son were not my Brother; 
Indeed my Mother- or were you both our Mothers,· 
I care no more for, than I do for Heav'n; 
So I were not his Sill: er; can,c no other, 
But I your Daughter, he muft be my Brother. . 

Count. Yes~ Hellen, you might be my Daug~ter-in~law; 
God ihield you mean it nor, Daug'lter and Mother, 
So flrive upon your PuJfe; what pale agen? 
My Fear hath carch'd your Fondods! Now l fee · 
The Mifl'ry of your Lovelinefs~ and find 
Yotu fait Tears Head; now to all Senfe 'tis grofs, 
You love my Son; Invention is alham'd 
Againfl the Proclamation of thy Paffion, 
To fay thou doll not; therefore tell me true. 
But tell me then 'tis fo. For look, thy Cheeks 
Confefs it one to th 'other, and chine Eyes 
See it fo grofly 1hown in thy Behaviour. 
That in their Kind they fpeak it: only Sin 
And hellifh Obfiinacy tie thy Tongue, 
That Truth 1hould be fufpected; fpeak, is't fo? 

· If it be fo, you have wound a goodly Clew: 
If it be not, forfwear't; howe'er I charge thee~ 
As Heav'n lhaiJ work in me for thine avail, 
To telJ me truly. 

Het. Good Madam, pardon me. 
Count. Do you love my Son? 
He/. Your Pafdon, noble Milhefs. 
Count. Love you my Son? 
He!. Do not you love him, Madam? 
CoHnt. <5o not about; my Love hJth in't a Bond, 

Whereof the World takes note: Come, come>, difc1ofe 
The State of your Affeclion~ for your Paffions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Het. Then I confefs 
Here on my Knee, before l1igh Heavens and you. 
That before you, and next unto high Heav'n, I love your Son; 
My Friends were poor, but honelt; fo's my Love; 
B~ not offended, £>r it hurts not ~ him 
That he is Jov'd of me ; I follow him not 
By ~ny Token of prefumptuous Suit, 

U :. Not 
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Nor would I have him, 'till I do deferve him) 
Yet never know ho N that Defert 1hou1d be: 
I know I love in v~in, fl:rive againfi Hope; 
Yet in this captious and ihteniblc Sive, 
I Hill pour in the Water of my Love, 
And lack not to lofe fiill; thus Indian like, 
Religious in mine Error, I adore 
The S:.m that lcol<s upon the W orfbipper, 
But kr.ows of h"m no more. My dearcfl: Madam; 
Let n~)t your Hate incountcr with my Love, 
f'or loving whtre you do; but if your felf, 
Vvh~,fe agEd I1or:our cites a virtuous Youth, 
Did ever in fo true a Flame of Loving, 
\Villi eh fily, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both her fc f and Love; 0 then give pity 
To lLr w hofe Scate is fuch, that can ot chufe 
But lend ar.d give where fhe is fure to lofe; 
That fe;: t ks not to find that, which S f:~rch implies, 
But Riddle ltke, lives fweetly where ihe dies. 

Comu. Had you not bt..ly an Intent, fpeal\ truly, 
To go to Pflris~ 

He/. 1\'Iadam, I had. 
C'~unt. Wht refore! Tell true. 
Htl. I wiH tell true, by Grace it fdf I fwcar ; 

You lmow my Eahcr left me fome Prefcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd Effects~ fi1ch as his Readin~ 
And m~.nifdl. Exf er· cnce had colltchd 
For general Soverai nt y; and thlt he will'd me 
In heedfuWfi Rtft:rvation to cfiow them, 
As Notes, \1, hnfe Facn!ti(.s inclufi 'e ~ere, 
lvlore than they wuc in ncte: Am ngfl: the refi, 
I'IJcre is~ Rtn edy, approv'd, fct down, ' 
To cttre tbe defp tate Langui!l1ingi whcrecf 
The Kmg i:, render)d Id!. 

C.;um fbi) was your Motive fnr Paris, was it, fpeak! 
l-Ie!. My L .rd, your Son made me to think of this; 

E}_!e p,"lrts, ~ d tlre Medicine, and the King, 
f- ad from the Converfation of my Thoughts, 
Happi 1y been ahftnt thfn. 

Count. But thi1.k )OU, Hellen, 
If y .-u thould tend r your fuppof(;d Aid, 



He would receive it~ He :lnd liis Phyfidan 
Are of one Mind; he~ that they cannot help him: 
They, that they cwnot help. How fhall they crcd: t 
A poor unlearned Virgin, hen the Schools, 
Embowell'd of their Doctrine, have left off 
The Danger to it felf l 

Hel. There1s fomething in't 
More than my Fnther's SkiH, which was the great'fl: 
Of his Profeffion, that his good Receipt 
Shall for my Legacy be fanttificd 
By th' luckiefr Stars in Heav'n ; and would y0ur H onour 
But give me lea.ve, for the fuccefs I'd venture 
The welllofi: Life of mine, on his Grace's Cure, 
By fuch a Day and Hour. 

Count. Do)fl: thou believe'r? 
Hel. Ay, M adam, knowingly. 
Count. Why~ Hellen, thou lhaft have my Leave and Love 

l'vleans and Attendants, ~ nd my loving Greetings 
To rhofe 0f mine in Court. I'll !by at home, 
And pray God,s Bleffing unto thy Attempt : 
Be gone to Morrow, ~nd be fure of t l is, 
What I can help thee to, thou lhalr not mifs. [Exeunt. 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

Enter th.e l(ing with divers young Lords, tttkfng leave for the 
Flore~ttn~ ffl'ar. Bertram and Par?Hrs. F!ourif!? Corneu. 

King. F AreweJ, young Lords: Thde warlike Principles 
Do not throw from you ; and you, my Lords, 

fare wc1; 
Share the Advice betwixt you. If both gain, a'l 
The Gift doth firetch it feif 2s 'tis receiv'd, 
And is e ·1ough for both. ' 

t Lord. 'Tis our Hope, Sir, 
After well entered Soldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in H ealth. 

King. No, n , it cannot be ; and vet my He rt 
Will not col'lfcfs he owes the Ma,ady ' 

U ) That · 



That doth my Life befiege; farcwel, young Eords~ 
Whether I live or die, be you the Sons 
Of worthy French Men; let higher Italy, 
Thofe bated that inherit but the Fall 
Of the hft Monarchy, fee that you come 
Not to woo Honour, but to wed it, when 
The hravcfl: ~efiion {brinks; find what you feek, 
~hat Fame may cry you loud : I fay, farewel. 

I Lord. HeJlth at your bidding ferve your Majdl:y~ 
. King. Thofe Girls of luely, take heed of them; 

They fay our French lack Language to deny 
If they demand: Beware of being Captives, 
Before you f~ rve. 

Both. Our Hearts receive your Wardngs. 
King. Farewel. Come hither to me. 
t Lord. 0 h, my f we et Lord, that you will ft.ty behind us; 
r~l". )Tis not his Fault, the Spark----
" L'Jrd. Oh 'tis brave Wars. 
Par. Mofl: admirable; I have fccn thofe Wars. 
Bcr. I ~m commanded here, and kept a Coil with; 

Too young, and the next Year, and 'tis too early. 
Pttr. And thy Mind fiand to it, Boy; 

Steal away bravely. 
Bcr. I Hay here the Forehorfe to a Smock, 

Creeking my Shooes on the plain M afonry, 
•Till Honour be bought up, and no Sword worn 
But one to dance wirh: By Heav'n I'Jl fieal a\\ay~ 

t Lord. There's Monour in the Theft. 
Par. Commit it, Count. 
2 Lord. I am acceffary, and fo farewel. 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd Body; 

, I Lord. FareweJ, Captain. 
2 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parol!CI. 
Par. Noble Heroes, my Sword and yours are kin; good 

Sparks and lufirous; a Word, good Me tolls. You iliaJl find in 
the Regiment of Spinii, one Capt~in Spurio his Cicatrice, 
with an Emblem of War here on his finifier Cheek; it was 
this very Sword entrench'd it ; fay to him, I Jive, and ob: 
fervc> his R epor s of me. 
· l Lord.. We ihall, noble Capt. i '• 

~~tr. Mars doat on you for his No\' ices; what will ye do~ 
Btr. 



Ber. Suy; the King. 
Par. Ufe a more fpacious Ceremony to the noble Lords, 

you hav ~ refrrain'd your felf within the Li'ft of too cold an 
Adieu; be more expreffive to them, for they wear !hem .. 
{elves in the Cap o£ the ime, there do mufier true Gate, 
eat, fpeak, and· mo e under the Influence of the mcfl: re• 
ceiv' J Sr r, and ? h • the Dev illead the M. eaf ure, fuch are 
to be follow'd: After them, and take a more dilated fa ~e .. 
wai., 

Ber. And 1 will do fo. 
Par. Worthy Fellows, and like to prove mofi finewy 

Sword-men. [Exeunt. 
Enter L1feu 

Laf. Pardon, my Lord, f r me nd for my Tiding~. 
King. I'll fee thee to fhod up. (Pardon. 
Laf. Then here·s a Man !lands tha bath brought his 

I would you had kneel'd, my Lord, to ask me Mercy, 
Aftd that at my bi1ding you could f( fiand up. 

King. I would I had, fo I had brolce d y P te, 
And ask' cl thee Mercy for'c. 

LAf. Goodfaith a Crofs, b t, my good Lord, 'tis thus; 
Will you -be cur·d of your Infirmity I 

King. No. 
Lcif. 0 will you eal no Grapes, my Royal Fox~ 

Y cs, but you w iU, my noble Grapes, and if 
My Royal Fox could reach them : I have feen a ~ledicinc 
That's able to b. ~.ak Ltfe into a Stone, 
Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 
Wah fprightly Fire and Motion, whofe fimple Touch 
Is powerful to araife King Pippen, nay, 
To give great Charlem11in a Pen in's Hand, 
And write to her a Love-line. 

IGng. What her is this ? 
La f. Why Doctor She : My Lord, there's one (a:-riv'J, 

If you will fee her : Now, by my Faiith and I-Ionour, 
If ferioully I may convey my ThGug 1ts 
In this my light Deliverance, I have fpoke 
With one, thlt in her Sex, her Years, Profeffion, 
Wifdom and Confi ncy, bath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my 'tVeaknefs: W1Il you fee her~ 
For that is her Demand, and know hir Bufinefs l 
That done, Jau~h, well ~t ~e. tJ 1- i:i11g 



King. Now, good LafeH, 
Bring in the Admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our Wonder too, or take off thint~ 
By wondring how thou took'fi it. 

Laf. Nay, I' 11 fit you, 
And not be all Day neither;. 

KiNg. Thus he his fpccial nothing ever Prologues. 
Llf.j. Nay, come your ways. 

[Bringing in Helena' 
King. This hafie hath Wings indeed. 
L4j: Nay, come your ways, 

This is his Majefty, fay your Mind to him; 
A Traitor you do look like, but fuch Traitors 

· His l\1 jelly fc ldom fears; I am Crejfed's Uncle,~ 
.That dare le ve two together; fare you well. [E.¥it. 

King. Now, fair ont. do,s your Bufinefs follow us f 
Het. Ay, my good Lord. 

Gerard de N arbon was my Father, 
In what he d1d profefs, well found. 

King. I knew him. 
Het. The ratner will I fpare my Praifes towards him, 

Knowing him is enough: On's Bed of Death 
Many Receipts he g2ve me, n~mcly one, 
Which as the dea.refi Hfue of his Practice, 
And of his old Experience, th' only Darling, 
He bad me .fiore up, as a Triple-Eye, 
Safer th~n mine own two : ~lore dear I have fo; 
And hearing your high M1jefiy is toucWd 
With that malignant Caufe, wherein the Honour 
Of my dear Father's Gift fl:ands chief in Power, 
I come to tender it, and my Appliance, 
With a1J bound Humblenefs. 
· IGng. \Ve thank you, Maiden; 
But may not be f( credulous of Cure, 
When our mofi learned Doctors leave us, and 
The congregat~od CoJledge have conduded

1 

That l01b t1ring A t can never ranfome Nature 
:From her unaidable .Efiate : I fay, we mufi not 
So fiain our J udgmeut, or corrnpt our Hope-~ 
To proflicure our pall-cure Malady 
To Emperick", or to diifcver fo 

Our 



Our great ~elf and our Credit, to efieem 
A fer~fel"'fs help, when help pafi: fenfe we deem .. 

Htl. 1-ily Duty then fuall pay me for my pains; 
I will r.o more enforce my Office on you, 
Humbly i treatmg frcm your Royal 'Thoughts, 
A moddl: one to bear me back again. 

King. I c:mnot give thee lefs, to he call'd grateful; 
Thou thought'fi to help me, and fuch Thanks I give, 
As o· e near Death to thofe that wifh him live; 
But what at full I know, thou know'fl: no part; 
I knowing all my Peril, thou no Art. 

Hel. Wh:~t I can do, can do no hurt to try. 
Since you fet up your Relt 'gainft Remedy: 
He that of g ea tell: W arks is finiilier, 
Oft does them by the weak fi: Minifier: 
So holy Writ, in Babes, bath Judgment 1ho .vn, 
When Judges have been Babes, 6reat Floods have flown 
From fimple Sources; and great Seas have dried, 
When Miracles have by the great'fr been denied, 
Oft Ex pechtion fails, and moll: oft there 
Where mofi it p-omifes : And oft it hits, 
Where Hope is coldefi, and Defpair moll: 1hifu.· 

IGng. I mufi not hear thee; fare thee well, kind Maid~ 
Thy pains not us'd, mufl: by thy felf be P•id, 
Proffers not to~k, reap Thanks for their Reward. 

Hel. Infpired M er it fo l:Jy Breath is bar, cl: 
It is not fo with him that all things knows 
As 'tis with us, that fquare our Guef:; by fl1ows: 
But mo.fi: it is Prefumption in us, when 
The help of Heav'n, we count the act · of ~1en. 
Dear Sir, to my Endeavours give confent, 
Of Heav'n, not me, make an .Experiment. 
I am not an Impofior, that proclaim 
My i~df againfi the level of mine aim, 
But know, I think, nd think I know m oft fure; 
J\1y Art is not pafl: Power, nor you pafi Cure . 

. Iting. Art thon fo confident~ within wh t fpa ce 
Hop'fi thou my Cure? 

Het. The Greatefi: lend 'ng <:;race, 
E'er twice the Hofes of the Sun i11all brin£ 
~!"heir fiery Torcher his diurnal Ring. 

E'er 



E'er twice in Murk and Occidental Damp, 
MoHl: HefPerNs hath quench 'd his flecpy Lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the Pilot's 6Jafs 
Hath told the thievi1h Minutes how they pafs, 
What is infirm, from your f<)und Parts thall fly~ 
Healch fiulllive free, and Sickncf) fredy die. 

King .. Upon thy Cettainty and Confidence, 
What's dar'll: thou v nture ~ 

Hel. Tax of Impudence, 
A Strumpet's boJdnef), a divulged Shame 
Traduc'd by odious Ba1lad!l: lVly Maiden's Name 
Sear'd otherwife, no worfe of worfi cxt~ndcd, 
With. vilefi Torture let my Life be ended. 

King. Methinks in thee fome blelfed S?irit cloth fpeak 
His pawt:rful Sound, within an Organ weak; 
And what Impoilibility wou]d flay 
In common Senfe, Senfe fives another way. 
Thy Life is dear, for all that Life can rate 
Worth name of Life, in thee bath cdl:imate: 
Youth, Beauty, Wifdom, Courage, all 
That Happinefs and Prime carJ happy eaU; 
Thou this to haz1rd, needs mufi: intimate 
Skill infinite, or monflrous defperate; 
Sweet Prattif{!r, thy Phyfick I will try, 
That minillers thine own Death if I die. 

1-lel. If I break Time, or flinch in Property 
Of what I fpdce, unpiti~d let me die, 
And well deferv'd: Not helping, Death's my Fee; 
But if I help, w:1at do you pn~mife me~ 

King. l\i1ke thy Dema_nd. 
If et. But will ycu make it even ~ 
J(in~. Ay, by my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
Hel. Then lhalt thou give me, with thy kindly hand, 

What Husbafid in thy Power I will command. 
Exempted be fro~ me the Arroga 1ce 
1'o chufe from forth the Royal Blood of France, 
My low and humble Name to propagate 
With any Branch or J ma{.?e of thy St.ate : 
But fuch a one thy V Efaf, v.~hom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to beflow. 



Ki"l· Here is my hand, the Premifes obferv 
Thy Will by my Performance Chall be ferv'd: 
To make the choice ol thine own time, for I, 
Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee fiill rely ; 
More Chould I quefi:ion thee, and more I mull, 
Tho' more to know, could not be more to trufi: 
From whence thou c~m'fr, how tended on, but refl: 
U nquefiion'd welcome, and undoubted blefi. 
Give me fome help here hoa! if thou pr ceed, 
As high as word, my Deed fhall match thy Deed. 

Enter Countefl and ClQWn. 
[ExeNnt. 

CoHnt. Come on, Sir, I fhall now put you to tho height 
of your breeding. 

Clown. I will lhew my felfhighly fed, and JowJy taught; 
I know my Bulinefs is but to the Court. 

Count. To the Court, why what place make you fpe· 
ciaJ, when you put off that with fu'h Contempt ; but to 
the Court? 

Clo. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a J\1an any M~n.; 
ners, he may eafiiy put it off at Court : Hf? th:tt c~nnot 
make a Leg, put off's Cap, kifs his Hand, and fiy nothing, 
has neither Leg, Hands, Lip, ncr Clp; ~nd indeed fuch a 
Fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the Court but for 
me, I have an Anfwer will ff-.rve all 1\tleo. 

Count. Marry that's a boUi tiful A~ fi~er tbat fits all Que
fiions. 

Cio. It is Jike a Barber's Ch~ir, that fi ~J 
pin Buttock, the quarch Buttock, he br or 
any B ·1 ttock. 

Cumt. Will your A,,fwer r~rve fit t all Que ion 2 
Clo. As fit as ten Groats is for the H~nd of t or. ey ; 

as your French Crown for your T .._ ary Pt , as Tib's 
Rulh for Tom's Fore-finger, ~s a P,mcake for S1r v fliJ4}, 
a Morris fur Ma]-tlay, as the Nail to hi h c, mid 
to l_tis Ho:-n, as a fcold ing Quean to a w .. ;;wol'r· 

the Nun's Lip to the Friar's Mouth, nay, as t~ 
to hi Skin. 

Cosmt. Have you, I fay, an Anfwer of fuch U" r aU 
Q etlion$ ~ 

C1 ·. 



Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your ConfiabJe, 
it will fit any Quefiion. 

CouNt. It mufl: be an anfwer of 111ofr monflrous fize, that 
n1uf.l: fit all demands. 

Clo. But a 1'ri6e neither in good faith, if the Learned 
1hould fpeak truth of it: Here it is, and all that belongs 
to't. Ask me if I am a Courtier, it fhaiJ do you no harm 
to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could: I will be a 
fool in quelHon, hopir.g to be the wifer by your anfwer. 
I pray you, Sir, are you a Courtier? 

Clo. 0 Lord, Sir-there's a fimple putting off: More, 
more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a po::>r Friend of yout's, that loves you: 
Clo. 0 Lord, Sir-thick, thick, fpare not me, 
Count. I think, Sir, you can e t none of this homely 

Meat. 
Clo. 0 Lord, Sir-nay put me to't, I warrant you. 
Count. You were htely whip'd, Sir, as I think. 
Clo, 0 Lord, Sir-fpare not me. 
Count. Do you cry, 0 Lord, Sir, at your whipping, and 

fpare not me~ Indeed, your 0 Lord Sir, is very fequent to 
your whipping~ You w0uld anfwer very well to a whip
ping if you were but bound to't. 

Clo. I ne'er had worfe luck in my Life, in my, 0 Lord 
Sir; I fee things may ferve long, and not fervc ever, 

Count. I play the noble Hufwife with the time, to enter· 
tain it fo merrily with a Fool. 

Clo. 0 Lord, Sir-why there't ferves well again. 
Cotmt. An end, Sir, to your BuGnefs: Give Hellm this, 

And urge her to a prefent anfwer ·back, 
Commend me to my Kinfmen, and my Son: 
·rhis is not much. 

C!o. Not much Commendation to them. 
Count. Not much Imployment for you, you underftand 

me. 
Clo. Mo£1: fruitfully, I am there before my Legs. 
Co1mt. Halle thou again. [Exu1~t. 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parollcs. 
Laf. They fay Miracles are pafi, and we h1ve our Phi1o

fophlca1 P~rfon, eo make modern and familiar things fuper· 
natural 



natural and caufelefs. Hence is it, that we Trifles of 
Terrors, enfconfing our felves into feeming Knowledge:, 
when we fuould fubmit our felves to an unknown Fear. 

PAr. Why 'tis the rarefl: Argument of Wonder, that hath 
·· fuot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And fo 'tis. 
Laf. To be relinquiili'd Gf the Artifl:s. 
PAr. So I fay, both of G~Cien and Paracelfos. 
Laf. Of all the learned and authentick Fellows. 
Par. Right, fo I fay. 
Lnf. That gave him out incurable. 
Par. Why there •tis, fo fay I too. 
Laf~ Not to be help' d. 
Par. Right, as 'twere a Man affur'd of an
Laf. Uncertain Life, and fure Death. 
Par. Juft, you fay weH: So would I have faid. 
Laf. I may truly fay, it is a Novelty to the World. 
PAr. ft is indeed, if you will have it inthefhewing,you 

Chall read it in what do you call there. 
Laf. A {hewing of a heav'nJy Effect in an earthly ACl:or. 
Par. That's it, I would have faid the very f~me. 
Laf. Why your Dolphin is not lufiier: For me, I fpeak 

in refpea:---
Par. Nay, •tis flrangc, 'tis very firange, that is the brief 

and the tedious of it, and he's of a moft facinerious Spirit, 
that will not acknowledge it to be the-

Laf. Very hand of Hcav'n. 
Par. Ay, fo I fay. 
Laf. In a mofi weak-·-
Par. AQd debile Minifier, great Power, great Tranfcen.: 

dence, which fhould indeed give us a further ufetobemade, 
than only the recov'ry of the King, as to be-

L"f· Generally thankful. 
Enter King, H elena, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well: Here comes 
the King. 

Ltif. Lufiick, as the DMtchm.:zn fays: I'll like a Maid the 
better while I have a Tooth in my H'ead: Why he'~ ab!e tG 
Jead her a Corranto. 

P11r. Mor du ?inaigre, is not this H:!ltn? 
Laf. Fore God I think fo. 



King. <?;o call before me all the Lords in Court. 
Sit, my Preferver, by thy Patient's fide, 
And with this healthfu Hand, whofe banifu'd fenfe 
Thou hafl: epeal'd, a f<:cond tunc receive 
The (:onfirmation of my promi~'d Gift, 
Which but attends thy naming~ 

Enter three or four Lords. 
Fair Maid. fend fonh thine Eye; this youthful parcel 
Of Noble Batchelors, fhnd at my befiowi11g, 
O'er whom both Sovereign Power, and Father's Voice 
I .have to ufe; thy frar k EJedion make, 
Thou hall: power to chufe, and they none to forfake. 

Htl. To each of you, one fair and virtuous Mifirefs 
FaH, when Love pleafe: marry, to each, but one. 

Laf. I'd give Bay Curtaf, and his Furniture, 
My Mouth no more were brolten dian thefe Boys, 
And writ as little Beard. · 

King. Perufe them weJI: 
Not one of thofe, but had a .noble F~ther. 

[She Addref{es her Jelf to a LfJrd. 
Hel. Gentlemen~ Heav'n hath, through me, refior'd the 

King to Health. 
'.All. We underfl:and it, and thank Heav'n for you. 
Hel. I am a fimple Maid, and therein wealthieft. 

That I protefi, I limply am a Maid
Pleafe it your Majefiy, I have done alre~dy: 
The Bluilies in my Cheeks thua whifper me. 
We bluili that thou {houJd'fi chufe but be relufed; 
Let the white Death fit on thy Checks for ever, · 
We'il ne'er come th~re again. 

King. Make choice and fee, 
Who th uns thy Love, lh uns aH his Love in me. 

Hel. Now Dian from thy Altar do I fly, 
And to impartial J've, that God rnE'lft high 
Do my fighs lhe~m: Sir, will you hear my Suit~ 

I Lord. And grant ir. 
Hd. Tmnks, Sir, all the reft is mute. 
La[. I had rather be in thts- Choi cc, than throw 

A Deaux-ace for my Life. 
Het. The Honour, Sir, that flame$ in your fair E yer; 

Bffore I fpeak, too th~e~tningly rt:p!ies: 
Love 



Love make your Fortunes twenty times alJove 
Her that fo wilhes, and her humble Love. 

2. Lord. No bettu, if you pleafe. 
Hol. My wifh rt:ceive, . 

Which great J-o·ve gr~nt, and fn I tai~e my leave. 
Laf. Do all they deny her? And they were Sons of mine; 

rd have them whip'\J, or I would fend them to the THr~ 
to make Eunuchs of. 

Het. Be not afraid that I your hand lhould take~ 
I'll never do you wrong for your own fake: 
Bleffing upon your Vows, and in your Bed, 
Find fairer Fortune, if y0u ever wed. 

LAj. Thefe Boys are Boys of lee, they'll none o( her: 
Sure they are Bafiards to the Englijh, the French neser got 
'em. 

He!. Yen are too young, too happy, ~d too good 
To make your feJf a Son OUt of my Bieod. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think r.ot fo. 
Lt~f. There's one Grape yet, I =m fure my Father 

drunk Wine; but if thou be'fl: not an Afs, I am a Youth of 
fourteen: I have known thee a1ready. 

He/. I dare not fay I take you, but I give 
Me and my Servjce. ever whtlft I live, 
Into your guiding Power: This is the h1hD. [To Bertram. 

J(ing. Why then young Bertram take her, the's d1y Wife. 
Ber. My Wife, my Liege? I lhall befeech your Highnefs 

In fuch a Bufinef'i, give me leave to ufe 
The help of mine own Eyes. 

J(iug. Know'fl: thou not, Btrtram, what ihe hath done 
furme! ' 

Ber. Yes, my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
I il1ould marry her. 

J(i,g, Thou k 1ow'fl: ihe has rais'd me from my fickly 
Bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Mufi anfwer for your raifing: I know her well! 
She had her breeding at my Father's Charge: 
A poor Phyfician's D.wghtcr my \Vife? Difdain 
Rather corrupt me ever. 

1\inl. 'Tis on! y Title thou difdain'fr in her, the w h!ch 
I ~an build up: Strange is it tl-at our Bloods 

Pf 



Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together,. 
Would quite confound difiinCtion; yet fi nds off 
In differences of mighty. , If the be 
All th~t is virtuous, fave what thou difiik'fi, 
A poor Phyfici~n's Dau ohter, thou difirk'ft 
Of Virtue for the N ame: But do not fo. 
From lowefr place, whence virtuous things proceed, 
The Place is dignify'd by th' Dof: r's .Deed. 
Where great Addition fwells, and Virtue none, 
It is a dropfied Honour; Good alone, 
Is good without a Name. Vilenefs is fo: 
The Property by what it is, fhoud go~ 
Not by the Title. She is young, wife fair, 
In thefe, to Nature i11e's immediate Heir; 
And thefe breed Honour: That is Honour's fcorn, 
Which challenges it fe lf as Honours born, 
And is not like the Sire. H onours beH: thrive, 
When rather from our Aets we them derive 
Than our Fore-goers: The meer word's a.fiave 
Deboili'd on every Tomb, on every Grave; 
A lying Trophy, and as oft is dumb, 
Where Dufl:, and damn'd Oblivion is t};,e Tomb. 
Of honour'd Bones indeed, what {hould be faid! 
If thou canfl: like this Creature as a Maid, 
I can create the refl: : Virtue and ili e 
Is her own Dower; Honour and Wealth f~om me. 

Cer. I cannot love her, nor willftrive to do't. 
King. Thou wrong':ll: thy felf, if thou fhould'£1: firive to 

chufe. 
Hll. That you ~re well refl:or'd, my Lord, I'm glad: 

Let the reil: go. 
King. My Honour's at the fi ke, which to defeat 

I mufr produ~e my Power. Here, take her Hand, 
Ptoud fcornful Boy, unworthy this good Gift, 
That dofl: in vile M1fprifion iliackle up 
My Love, and her Defert; that canfr not dream, 
We poizing us in her defective Scale, 
Shall weigh thee to the Beam; that wilt not kr.ow, 
It is in us to plant thine Honour, where 
We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy Contempt: 
Obey our Will, which rravds in thy ood. 

Believe 



Believe not thy Difdain, but prefent1y1 
Do thine own Fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy Duty owes, and our Power claims: 
Or I will throw thee from my cares for ever, 
Into the Staggers and the carelefs Lapfe 
Of Youth and Ignorance ; both my Revenge and Hate 
Lnofing upon thee in the Name of J ufiice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gncious Lord; for I fubmit 
My Fancy to your Eyes. \IV hen I confider 
What great Creation, and what dole of Honour 
Flies where you bid: I find that the which late 
Was in my nobler Thoughts mol1: bafe, is now 
The praifed of the King; who fo enabled, 
Is as 'cwere horn fo. 

King. Take her by the hand. 
And tell her 1he is thine: To whom I promife 
A Counterpoize ; if not in thy Efiate, 
A Ballance more repleat. 

Ber. I take her hand. 
Ki11g. Good Fortun6', and the Favour of the King 

Smile upon the Contract; whofe Ceremony 
Snail fee m expedient on the now- born Brief, 
And be perform'd to Night; the folemn Feall 
Shall more attend upon the coming fpace, 
Expecting abfent Friends. As thou lov'fi her, 
Thy Love's to me religious ; elfe do's err. [ ExeHnt. 

Manent P.uolles and Lafeu. 
Laf. Do you hear, Monfieud a word with you. 
Pttr. Your pleafure, Sir. 
Laf. Your Lord and Mafier did well to make his Recan~ 

tation. 
Par. Recantation? my Lord~ my Mafier~ 
Laj. Ay, is it not a Language I fpeak? 
Par. A moll: hlrfh one, and not to be underfiood with .. 

out bloody fucceeding. My Mafier~ 
Laf. Are you Companion to the Count Roj]ilion ? 
Par. To any Count? to all Counts; to what is Man~ 
Laf. To what is Count's Man; eount's Mafier is of an: 

other Stile. 
V or~ . II. x Par. 



Par. You are too old, Sir; let it f.1tisfie you, you are 
too old. 

Laf. I muit tell thee, Sirrah, I write Man; t0 which 
title Age cannot bring thee. 

PA-r. What I dare too well do, I dare not do, 
Laf. . I did think thee ·for two Ordinaties to be a pretty 

wife Fellow. If thou didfi: make tolerable vent of thy Tra· 
vtl, it might pafs; ytt the Scarfs and the Banners about 
thee, di~ manifoldly diffuade me from be]ieYing thee a Veffel 
of too great a Burthen. · I have now found thee; when I 
lofe thee again, I care not: .Yet art thou good for nothing 
but tak,ng up, and that thou'rt fcarce worth. 

Par. HadH: thou not the Privilege of Antiquity upon 
thee-

Laf. Do not plunge thy felf too far in Anger, lefi thou 
hafien thy trial; which is, Lord have Mercy on thee· for a 
Hen; fo, my good Window of Lattice, fare thee wel1, thy 
Cafement I need not open, I look through thee. 6iveme 
thy Hand. 

Par. My Lord, you give moll: egregious Indignity.' 
Laf. Ay, withal my Heart, and thou art worthy of it. 
P.;r. I have not, my Lord, dtft:rv'd it. 
Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of ic; and I will not 

bate thee a fcruple. . 
Par. Well, I ihall be wifer-
Laj. Ev'n as foon as thou can'll, for thou haft to pull at 

a fmack a'th' contrary. If ever thou beefl: bound !n thy 
Scarf and beaten, thou fhalt find what it is ro be proud of 
thy Bondage. I have a defire to hold my Acquaintance 
with thee, or rathe:r my Knowledge, that I may fay in the 
default, he is a Man I know • 
. Par. My Lord, you do me mofi infupport~bl~ Vex~· 

tiOn. 
La f. I would it were Hell Pains for thy fake, and my 

poor doing eternal: For doing I am pafi, as I will by thee, 
in what Motion _t\ge will give me leave. [Exit. 

Par. Well, thou hafr a Son 1hall take thi5 Djfgrace off 
me; {curvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord: WeiJ, I muft be p•· 
tient, there is no fettering of Authority. I'll beat him, by 
my Life, if I can meet him with any convenience, and he 
were doubf~ and double a Lord. I'll have no more pity of 

hit 
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to · 

his J~ge than I would have of-I'll onw..u:x1~ 
could but meet him again. 

Enter Lafeu. 
lJaf. Sirrah~ your Lord and Mafter's married, there's 

News for you: You have a new Mifhef·. 
Par. I mofi unfeignedly befeech your Lordthip to make 

fome Refervation of your Wrongs. He is my good Lord~ 
whom I ftrve above is my Mafter. 

Laf. Who~ God~ 
71lr. Ay. Sir. 
Laf. The Devil it is, that's thy Mafier. Why dofl: thou 

garter up thy Arms a this failiion ~ Dofl: m1ke Hofe of thy 
Sleeves? Do other Servants fo ~ Thou wert befl: fet thy 
lower Part where thy Nofe fiands. By mine Honour, if I 
were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee: Methink'll: 
thou art a general Offence, and every Man iliould beat thee, 
I think thou waft created for M~n to breath themfdves up
on thee. 

P~tr. This is hard and undefcrved meafure, my Lord. 
Laf. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in Italy for picking a 

Kernel out of a Pomegranat; you are a Vagabond, and no 
true TraveJler: You are more fawcy with Lords and ho
nourable Perfonagts, than the commiffion of your Birth and 
Virtue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth another 
word, elfe I'd call you Knave. l leave you. [Exit. 

Enter Bertr~m. 
Par. Good, very good, it is fo then. Good, very good, 

let it be conceal'd a while. 
Ber. Undone~ aild f >rfeited to cares for ever. 
Par. What is the Mltter, fweet Heart? 
Ber. Although before the folemn Priefr I have f worn, I 

will not bed her. 
Par. What? what, fweet Heart ? 
Bor. 0 my Paro/les, they have married me: 

I'll to the Tufcan Wars, :md never bed her. 
Par. France is a Dog-hole, and it no more mer:ts 

The tread of a Man•s Foot: To th• Wars. 
Ber. There's Letters from my Mother: What th' import 

.is, I know not yet. 
Par. Ay, that would be known: To th' Wars my Boy, 

o:\ W us. 
X • He 



He wears his Honour in a Box unfcen, 
'That _hugs _his kickfy wickfy here at home, 
Spendmg Ius m~nly Marrow in her Arms 
W~ich 11~ou}d futtain the bound :md high curvet 
Of Mans fiery Steed: To other Regions, 
France is a Stable, we that dwell in't Jades, 
Therefore to th' War. 

Bcr. It f11•ll be fo, I'll fend her to my Houfe, 
Acquaint my Mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fl~d. Write to the King 
That which I durll noc fpeak. His prefent <Sift 
ShaH furnilh me to thofe ltaJjan Fjelds 
Where noble Fellows {hike. War is no fl:rife 
.To the da1 k Houfe, and the dettfl:ed Wife. 

Pm ... Will this Capricio hold in thee, art fure? 
Ber. Go with me eo my Chamber, and advife me. 

rn fend her. firaight aw~y: rro morrow 
I'Jl to the Wars, the to her 6ngle Sorrow. 

Par. Why thefe B1lls bonnd, there's noife in it. 'Ti~ hard 
A you'"'g Man married, is a Man that's marr'd: 
Thert.ff>re a way, and leave her bravtly; g0, 
The King h'ls done you wrong: but bulb, 'tis fo. [ J:.xcHnt. 

Enter Helena and CLouJn. 
He!. My Mother greets me kmdly, is the well? 
Clo. She is not wc: JJ, but yet ilie has h .:: r He~l~h; lhe'svery 

merry, but yet the is not well : But thanks be given fhe's 
very well, and W:int's nothing i•ch' World; but yet f11e is 
not well. 

Het. if f11e be very well, what does fl1e ail, that file's 
not very wel! ~ . 

Clo. Truly ilit's very weH, inrleed, but for two things. 
Fie!. \VJ1at two ihinos~ 
Clo. One, that ibe i~ not in Heav'n, whither God fend 

her quickly; the other, that fue's in Earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly. 

Enter ParGHes. 
PR-r. Bl fs you, my fonunate L•dy. 
He!. I hope, s·r~~ I nave your good will to have miae 

own gJod Fortun". 

Par. 
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Par. You had my Prayers tJ lead them on, and to keep 

them on, have them frill. 0 my Knave, how does my old 
Lady? 

Cto. So that you had her Wrinkles and I her 1\-lony, 
I would file did as you f.1id. 

Par. Why I fay nothing. 
Clo. Marry you are the wifer Man; for many a Man ~s 

Tongue lhakes out his M.tll:er's undoing: To f~y nothin:z• 
to do nothing, to know nothinr, and to have nothing, is t o 
be a great part of your Title, which is within a very I:tde 
of nothing. 

Par. Aw.1y, thou'rt a Knave. 
Clo. You lhould have faid, Sir, before a Knave, th'art a 

Knave, that's before me th'art a Knave: This had been 
truth, Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou 2rt a witty Fool, I have found thee. 
Clo. Did you find me in your felf, Sir? or were you 

~r taught to find me~ The fearch, Sir, was profitable, a:1d 
u. much Fool may you find in you, even to the World's PJ t ~

fure, and encreafe of L:mghter. 
Par. A good Knave i'faith and well fed. 

t!l Madam, my Lord wiiJ go away to Night, 
A very ferious Bufinefs call~ on him. 
1 he great Prerogative and Rite of Love, 
Which as your due Time claims, l1e does acknowledge, 
But puts it off by a compell'd relhaint: 

t. Whofe want, and whofe delay, is llrew'd with Sweets 
, Which they dil!ii now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o'erfbw with joy, 
And Pleafure cdrown the brim. 

Hel. \Vhat's his wiil dfe? 
.. P~tr. l'hat. you will take your infiant leave o'th' King, 
.. And make this .hafl:e as your own good proceeding, 

r_, Screngthned wuh what Apology you think 
May make it prob~bie need. 

Hel. What m:>re commands he? 
Par. That having this obtain'd, you pr(ft'ntly 

t Atrer.d his further pleafure. -
He/. In every thi~g I wait upon his wi'J. 
Par. I lhall report it fo. 
Het. I pray you come, Sirr:;h. 

X 3 

[Exit Par. 
[Exit. 
Enter 
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t Ends: rwell 

Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 
Laf. But I hope your Lordlhip thinks not him a Sol~ 

dier. \ 
Ber. Ye(\, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 
Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 
Bei·. And by other warrantable Tefiimony. 
Laf. hen my Dial goes not true, I took this Lark for 

a Bunting. . 
Ber. I do affure yo,,, my Lord, he IS very great in Know· 

)edge, a:1d accordingly Valiant. 
Laf. I have th~~n finned again!l his Experience, and tranf. 

grefs'd againfi: his Valour, and my State that way is dange· 
rous, fincc I cannot find in my Heut to reper:t: Here 
he comes, I pr~y you make us Friend5, I will purfue the 
Amity. 

Enter Parolles. 
P4r. Th~fe things fiull be done, Sir. 
Laf. I pray you, Sir, who~s his Taylor! 
p,;r. Sir ? 
L11.f. () I know him wen; I, Sir, he Sir's a good \Vork· 

man, a vtry good Taylor. 
Ber. I li (h c gone to the King~ [ .Aftde tl Parolles. 
Par. She is. 
Bcr. Will tbc away to night~ 
Par.. As :vou"ll l ave her. 
Ber. I ha:;e writ m v Letters, casketed my Treafure, 

6i ven o der for ur H >rfe, and eo N igbt, 
VJ hen I i11cnld ta e Polfdlion of the Bride
And e'er I do beain-
. Laf. A good Traveller is fvmething at the latter end of 
a Dinner; but 1 ·on t'1at he Iyes three thirds, and ufes a known 
Truth to paf- i1 thouf.md Nothings with, he iliould be once 
heard, and th ri ce bea en--God f.tve you eaptain. 

Ber. Is th~r~ any U nkindncfs between my Lord ~nd you. 
Monfieur? 

Par. I kr.ow not how I have deferved to run into my 
Lord's Difpleafure. 

L~tf. You have m~de fuift to run into't, Boots ;nd Spurs 
~nd ad, like him th~t leaps inro the Cufiard; and out of it 
you'll nm again, rather than fuff~r Quefi:io1 for your Re· 
Jidence. 

Ber. 



Ber. It may be you have mifl:aken him, Lord. 
La f. And tb all do fo for ever, tho' I took him at's Prayers. 

Fare ·you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, there can 
be no Kernel in this light Nut : The Soul of this Man is his 
Clothes. Trufl: him not in matter of heavy Confequence: 
I have kept of them t2me, and know their Natures. Fare .. 
wel, Monfi;.ur, I hJve fpoken better of you, than you 
have or will deferve at my Hand~, but we mufl: do good 
againfl: eviJ. [ E,.·it. 

Par. An idle Lord, I fwear. 
Ber. I think fo. 
Par.- Why do you not know him ~ 
Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common Speech 

Gives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my Clog. 
· Enter Helena. 

He!. I have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave 
For prefent parting, only he de fires 
Some private Speech with you. 

Ber. I ihall obey h is will. 
You mufi: not marv l, Helen,- at my Courfe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does, 
The Minifl:ration, and required Office 
On my particular. Prepar' I was not 
:For fuch a Bufinefs; and therefore am I found · 
S') much unfetled: This drives me to in treat you, 
That prefcntly you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe than ask why I intreat yoo, 
For my Refpech are better than they feem, 
And my ApFeintments have in them a need 
Greater thln iliews it felf at the firft view, 
To you that know them not. This to my Mother, 

[Giving a Letter. 
'Twill be two days e'er I lhall fee you, fo 
I leave you to your W ifdom. 

He!. Sir, I can nothing fay, 
But that I am your mofi: obedient Servant. 

Btf'. Come, no more of that. 
Hel. And ever fiull 

With true obferv e feek to ike ont that 
Wherein toward me my homely Stars have fail'd 
To equal my gna~ Fortune. X 4 ·. Ber • . :. • , 



Ber. Let that go: my hafie is very great. Farewtl: Hie 
home. 

He!. Pray, Sir, your pardon, . 
Ber. WeJJ, what would you fay~ 
Het. I am not worthy of the Wealth I owe, 

Nor dare I fay 'tis mine: And yet it i ;, 
But, like a timorous Thief, mofi: fain would fieal 
What Law does vouch mine own, 

Ber. What would you have? 
1-Iel. Something, -and fcarce fo much-Nothing in .. 

deed--I would not tell you what I would, my Lord
"faith yes--Strangers an Foes do fuDder, a11d not kifs. 
.. Ber. I pray you fiay not, bu~ in haitc to Horfc. 

He!. I fhall not break your bidding, good my Lord : 
Where are my other Men! Monfieur, farewel. [Exit. 

Ber. Go thou to ard home, where I will nevrr come. 
Whilfi I can fl1ake my Sword, or, hear the Drum : 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, Couragio. [ ExeHnt, 

A C T 111. S C E N E J. 

Flourijb. Enter the fJuke of Florence, two French Lords, 
with Soldiers~ 

Duk!·S <? that from point to point, now ~ave you hea~d 
fhe fundamtntal R edfons of tlu s War; . 

Whofe great Jecilion bath much Blood let forth, 
And more thtrfis after. 

1 Lor.d. Holy feem.s th ,. Quarrd 
U pan your Grace's part ; black and fearful 
On the Or ,~'er. 

Duk,:. i:_ efore we marvel much, our Coufin Fr~tnc~, 
Would, in fo jufi a Bulinefs, fbut his Bofom, 
Againfi our borrowmg Prayers. 

2 Lord. G od my L<Jrd, 
The reafons of our St~te we cannot yield~ 
But like a common and an outward !Yian, 
That rhe great' Figure of a Council t es, 
By fdf~:.lnab1e motior, therefore da~e no~ ' 

Say 



rt\:~ Say what I think of it, fince I have ~ound 
My felf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guefi. · 

Duk.._e. Be it his pleafure. 
2. Lord. But I am ftue the younger of our Nation~ 

That furfeit on , their eafe, wiJl day by day 
Come here for Phyfick. 

Dtt~. Welcome thall they be: 
And all the Honours that can Sy from u~, 
Shall on them f~ttle. You know your places well, 
When better faU, for your avat!s they felJ., 
To morrow to the Field. [Exeunt. 

- Enttr C•untefs and Clown. 
Count. It bath happer 'd as I would have had it, fave that 

he comes not along with her. 
Cio. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a very 

melancholy Man. 
Count. By what obfervance, I pray you ? 
Clo. Why he will look upon his Boot, and 6ng; mend 

his Ruff, and fing ; ask Quefiions, and .fing; pick his Teeth 
a d fing: I knew a Ma that had his Trick ofMdancholy, 
fold a goodly Manor for a Song. 

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he means to 
come. 

Clo. I have no mind to !Jhel Gnce I was at Co' rt. Our 
old Lind, and our Jsbel's o'th' Country, are nothing like 
your old Ling~ and your Is bel's o'th' Court : The Brains of 
my Cupid's knock,d out, and I begin ~o love, as an old Man 
loves Mony, with no Stomach. 

Count. What have we here f 
Clo. In that you have there. [Exit • 

.A Letter. 

I have font you A Dat~ghter-in·Law: She hath reco".Jered 
the Kmg, and undone me. I have wedded her, Not bedded 
her, and [worn to ma~ the Not eternal. Tott Jball hear I am 
run a·)J}ay; k..._no'JV it hefDre the Report come, if there be breadth 
enough m the World, I wilt };old a long dift.Jnce. My Duty 
to ou. 

Your unfortunate Son, 
Bertram. 

T'his 



This is not well, raflt and unbridled joy, 
To ~y the Favours of fo good a King, 
To plubk his Indignation on thy H.e.ad~ 
By the mifprHing of a Maid, too vi'ztuous 
For the Contempt of Empire. 

Enter Clown. 
Clo. 0 Madam, yonder is heavy News within between 

two Soldiers and my you g Lady, · 
Count. What is the ~atter? 
Clo. M ay, there is fome comfort in theN ews, fome eo~ 

fort, your Son will not be kdl'd fo foon as I thought he 
would .. 

Count. Why ih uld he be kill'd? 
Clo. So fay 1, Madam, if he run away, as 1 hear he 

does, the danger is in franding to't; that's the lofs of .Men, 
though it be the getting of Children. H~re they come 
will tell you more. For my parr, only hear your Son 
was run a way. 

Enter Hdena and tlJJO Gentlemen. 
I Gen. Save you, good Madam. 
He!. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
2 Gen. Do not fay fo. 
CvMnt. Think upon Patience : 'Pray you, Gentlemen, 

I have felt fo many qui rks of Joy and Grief, 
That the firfl: fac"' of neither on the fiart 
Can \Voman me unto'r. Where is my Son, I pray you~ 

2 Gen. Madam, he,s gone to ftn'e the Duke of Florence. 
We met him thitherw~rd, from thence we came; 
A:nd, aftc.r fome difpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bind again. 

1/el. Look on this Letter, Madam, here's my Pafport. 

When thou canft get the Ring upon my Finger, which n 'ver 
flJall come off, and jhe1u me a Child. begotten of th] BfJdy that 
I am F~1.ther to, then call me Husband: But in foch,~ [Then] 
I write a [Never.] 

Thrs is I dreadftd s~ntence. 
Count. BrouRht you this Letter, Gentlemen? 
I Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the ntents f.ike, are rry 

for our Pains. 



· Count. I prerhee~ Lady, have a better Cheer~ 
If thoL engroffefl all the Griefs as thine, 
Th u robb'fr me of a Moiety : He was my Son, 
But I l. wdh his Name out cf my' Blood, 
Anci thou art all my Child. Towards Florence is he~ 

2- Gen Ay, Madam. 
Count. A~d to be a Soldier! 
2. Gen. su~h 1S his noble purpofe, and believe't 

The Duke will lay upon him all the Honour 
~.hat good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you th ther ! 
I Gen. Ay, Madam, id the fwifreft Wing of Speed. 
He!. 'Till I hav1 no Wtfe, I h"'ve nothing in France. 

•Tis bitter. (Reading~ 
L Count. Find you that there~ 

Het. Yes, Madam. 
I Gen. 'Tis but he boldnefs of his hand happily, whi~h 

his Heart was not confer,ting to. 
Costnt. Nothing in France until he have no Wife: 
here's nothing here that is too good for him 
ut only lhe, and the dcferves a Lord, 

'£hat twenty .fuch rude Boys mi~ht tend upon, 
And call her hourly Mifi:refs. \Vho was with him? 

1 Gen. A Servant onJy, and a Gentleman which I have 
fomctimes known. 

CoHnt. ·Parol/a, was it not? 
I Gen. Ay, IPY good Lady, he. 
Cou~t. A very tainted FeiJow, and full of Wickednefs, 

My Son corrupts a weH derived Nature 
With h!s inducement. 

1 Gen. Indeed, good Lady, che Fellow has ·a de2l of that~ 
too much, which holds him much to have. 

Count. Y'are welcome, Gentlemen, I will intreat yol'~ 
when you fee my Son, to tell him that his Soul can never: 
win the Honour that he lofes : More fl1 intrcat you writ·· 
ten to bear along. 

2 Gen. We ferve you, Madam, in that, and all your wor ... 
thieft Affairs. · ~ 

Count. Not fo1 but as we change our Courtefies, 
ill you draw near! [Exit qount. and Gentlemen~ 



Hel. ,Till I have no Wtfe, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no Wife! 
Thou thalr have none, Ro.f!ilion, none in France, 
Then hall: th(:)u all again. Poor Lord! is't I 
T-hat chafe thee from thy Country, and expofe 
Thofe tender Limbs of thine, to the event 
Of the none fparing War ~ And is it I~ 
That drives thee from the fportive Court, where thou 
Wafl: lhot at with fair Eyes, to be the mark 
Of fmoaky Mufquets~ 0 you leaden Meffengers, 
That ride upan the violtnt fpeed of Fire, 
J:Jy with falfe aim, move the frill piercing Air 
That flings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 
Whoever thoots at him, I fet him there. 
Whoever charges on his forward Breafi, 
I am the Cait jff that do hold him to it, 
And tho' I kill ' him not, I am the caufe 
His Death was fo effeCted. Better 'twere, 
I met the raving Lion when he roar'd 
With 1harp confiraint of Hnnger: Better 'cwere 
That aH the Miferies which N Iture owes 
Were mine at once. No, come rhou home, R(J./]i/ion, 
Whence Honour but of danger wins a Scar, 
As of( it Jofes a 11. I will be gone: 
l\1 y being he ·e it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall I fiay h ~ rc to do't? No, no, although 
'The Air of P-radife did fan the Houfe 
And Angels offic'd all; I will be gone, 
~That pitiful Rumour may report my flight 
To confl>late thin e Ear. Come Night and Dav, 
For with theJDark, poor ThieF, I'll• fieal,away. [Exit. 
Flouri Jb. Enter the Duf.!. of Fl"'H·ence, Bertram, Drum and 

Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 
Duk!. The General of our Horfe thou :ut, and we 

Great in our lwpe, Jay our bell Love and Credence 
Uptm thy promifing Fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 
A ~h~rge too h~a vy rnr my Strength, but 
vV '11 f~rive to bear it for your wonhy fake. 
T v th'ext(e~rn edge of hazard. 



Du~e. Then go thou forth, 
And Fortun play upon thy profperous Helm, 
As thy aufptcious Mifinfs. 

Ber. l'his very day, 
@reat Mars, I put my felf into thy File, 
Make me but like my Thoughts, and I fhall prove 
A lover of thy Drum ; hater of Love. [Exeunt. 

Enter Countefs and Steward. 
Cou»t. Alas! and would you take the Letter of her~ 

Might you not know file would do, as the has done, 
By fending me a Letter. Read it again. 

LETTER. 

I am St. J aques Pilgrim, thither gone; 
Ambitious L'Jve' bath fo in me offended, 

Thttt bare{oot plod I the cold Ground upon, 
ffith fainted f/ow my Faults to ha·ve amended. 

Write, write, that from the bloody cpurfo of War, 
My dqarefl Mafter, your dear Son, may hie ; 

Blefl him at home in Peace, whi/ft I f""om far. 
His Name with z.,eaious Fervour fanlltjie. 

His tak.!n Labours bid him me forgive; 
I his deJPightful J uno fent hzm forth 

From coZJrtly Friends, with camping Foes to live, 
Where Death and Danger dog the Heels of Worth. 

Re is too good and fair for Death And m,, 
~Vhom I my [elf embrace, to [et him f'ree. 

Ah what iliarp Stings are in her miJdefl: words! 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much. 
As letting her pafs fo; had I fpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus the hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon me, Madam, 
If I had given you this over night, 
She might have been o'erta•en; and yet fhe write' 
Purfuit would be but vain. 

Count. What Angel thall 
Blefs this unworthy Husband? He cannot thrive, 
U efs her Prayers, whom Heav'n delights to hear, 
:And loves to grant, reprieve him from the Wrath 

/ 

Of 



Of greatell J ull:ice. Write, write, Rynaldo, 
To this unworthy Husband of hi' \Vife, 
Let every word weigh heavy of ~r worth, . 
That he does weigh too light: My greateft Gnef, 
Tho' little he do feel it, fee down fharply. 
Difpatch the moll: convenient Meffenger; 
When ha ply he does hear that fue is gone, 
He will return, and hope I may that file, 
Hearing fo much, will fpeed her Foot ag~in; 
Led hither by pure Love. Which of them both 
Is dearefl: to me, I have no skill in Senfe 
To make difiinetion; Provide this Mefi'enger; 
My Heart is heavy, and mine Age is weak, 
Grief would have Tears, and Sorrow bids me fpeak. 

[ExeNnt; 
A Tucket afar off. 

Enter ~tn old Widow of Flore nee, Diana, Violenta, and 
Mariana, with other Cittx..ens 

Wid. Nay come,· 
For if they do approach the City, 
We fuall lofe all the fight. 

Dia. They fay, the French Count has done 
Moll: honourable Service. 

IPid~ It is reported, 
That he has taten their greatefl: Commander, 
And that with his own Hand he flew 
The Duke's Brnther. We have lofl our labour~ 
They are gone a contrary way: Hark, 
You may know by their Trumpets. 

Mar. Come let's return again, 
And fuffice our felves with the Report of it. .I 
Well, Diana, take heed of this French Earl, 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name, 
And no Lega'y is fo rich 
As Honefiy. . 

Wid. I have told my Neighbour 
How you have been follicit.ed by a Gentleman 
His Companion. 

Mar. I know that Knavt, lung him, one Pllrtlltl, a 61· 
thy Officer he is in thofe Sugeeftions for the young &rh 
beware of them, DianA ; their Promifes, Enticements, 

OathJ, 



Oath~; and Tokens, and all the En~ines fr, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been feduced 
by them, and the Mifery is Example, that fo terrible Jhews 
in the wreck of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that diffuade 
Succeffion, but that they are limed with the Twigs that 
threatens them. I hope I need not to advife you further, 
but I hope your own Grace will ketp you where you are, 
tho• there were no further danger known, but the Modefiy 
which is fo loft. 

Dia. You £hall not need to fear me. 
Enter Helcna difguijed ti~e a Pilgrim. 

Wid. I hope fo; look here comes a Pilgrim; I lmow 
file will lye at my Houfe; thither they fend one another; 
I'll q uefl:ion her; God fave you Pilgrim, whither are you 
bound. 

Het. To S. Jaqtles le grand. 
~here do the Ptllmers lodge, I do befeech you! 

lfld. At the St. Frances here befide the Port. 
He!. Is ~his the way? [.A 111arch afar Dj[. 
Wid. Ay marry i!>'t. Hark you, they come this way: 

If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim: 
But 'till the Troo?s come by, 
I will Conduct you where you tball be Jodg'd; 
The rather, for I think I know your Hofhfs 
As ample as my felf. 

Het. Is it your felf. 
H.!Jd. If you 1hall pleafe fo, Pilgrim. 
Het. I thank you, and will fiay upon your Ieifure. 
Wid. You tame, I think, from France? 
Het. I did fo. 
U'id. Here you .ihall fee a Country·man of yours, 

That has done worthy Service. 
Het. His N~me, I pray you~ 
Dia. The Count Roj]iiion: Know you fuch a one? 
He!. But by the Ear that hears moft nobly of him. 

His Face r know not. 
Dia. Whatfoe'er he is, 

Hc"s bravely taken here. He fl:ole from France, 
As 'tis reported; for tl e King had married him 
Againfl: his liking. Think you it is fo? 

1-Jel. Ay furely, meer the Truth, I know hi; !-ady. 
Dia: 



Dia. There is a Gentleman that ferves the Count, 
Reports but courfely of her. 

Het. Whaes his Name~ 
Di~. Monfieur P"-rolles. 
1-lcl. Oh I believe with him, 

In Argument of Praife, or to the Worth 
Of the great Count himfdf, fue is too mean 
To have her Name repeated; all her deferving 
Is a refervcd Honefiy, and that 
I have not heard examin'd. 

Dia. Alas, poor Lady! 
~Tis a hard Bondage to become the Wife 
Of a detefring Lord. 

U'ld. Ah! right good Creature! wherefoe'er lhe is, 
Her Heart weighs fadly; this young Maid migat do her 
A ilirew'd turn, if the pleas' d. , 

Het. How do you mean ? 
May be, the amorous Count follicites her 
In the unlawful purpofe. 

Wtd. He does indeed, 
And brokes with all that can, in fuch a Suit, 
Corrupt the tender Honour of a M-aid: 
But fi1 e is arm'd for him, and keeps her Guard 
In honefiefi Defence. 

Drum and Colours. 
Enter Bertram, Paro1les, 0-ffic_tis and Soldiers attending: ' 
Mar. The Gods forbid elfe. · " 
Wid. So, now they come: 

That is .A.ntonio~ the Duke~s eldefi Son~ 
That Efcalus. 

Het. Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia. He, 

That with the Plume, 'tis a mofi gaHan r.'eliow, 
I would he lov'd his \Vife: If he were~nonefter 
He were .. much goodlier. h't not a handfome Gentleman! 

Hel. I lilte him well. 
Dia. 'Tis pity he is not honefi: Yond's that fame Knave 

That leads him ro the(e Pl.,ccs; \V ere I his Lady, 
I would poifon that vile RaicaJ. 

Het. vVhich is he~ 
Dia. Thlt J ack·an·apes with Scarfs. Thy is he m elan~ 

~ h JJy ~ flel., 



Hel. Perchance he's hurt i'th' BatteJ. 
Par. Lofe our Drum ! Well. 
Mar. He's ihrewdly vex'd at fomething. Look he ·has 

fpied U5, 

VWd. Marry hang you. [ Extunt Ber. ~tnd Par. ctc~ 
Mar. And your Courtefie, for a Ring-carrier. 
Wtd. The Troop is pall: Come Pilgrim, I will bring 

You, where you fhall holl:: Of injoyn'd Penitents 
There's four or five, to great St. J~eques bound, · ...... 
Already at my Houfe. 

Het. I humbly thank you: 
PJtafe it this Matron, and this gentle Maid 
To tat with us to Night, the Charge and Thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you furth(r. 
I will beftow fdme Precepts on this Virgir, 
W orchy the Note. 

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt~ 
Enter Bertram and the two Frencb Lords. 

I Ld. Nay, good my Lord, put him to:c: Let him 
have his way. 

2 Ld. If your Lordlhip find him not a Hilding, hol~ 
me no more in your Refpect. 

1 Ld. On my Life, my Lord, a Bubble. 
Ber. Do you think I am fo far 

Deceived in him~ 
I Ld. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct Know.; 

ledge, without any Malice, but to fpeak of him as my 
Kinfman; he's a mofi notable Coward, an infinite and 
cndlefs Liar, an hourly Promife-breaker, the Owner of 
no one good Quality worthy your Lordfuip 's Entertain· 
ment. \ 

2 Ld. It were fit you knew him, lefi repofing too far in 
his Virtue, which he hath not, he might at fome great and 
trufty Bufinefs, in a main Danger, fail you. · 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular Action to try 
him. 

2 Ld. None bett than to let him fetch off his Drum ; 
which you hear him fo confidently undertake to do. 

I Ld. I, with a Tro of F/oreRtines, will fuddenly Sur-
prize him; fuch I will have whom I am fure he knows not 
from the Enemy: We will bind and hood-wink him fo, 

VoL. II. - Y that 



that he fl.iall fuppofe no other but that he is carried into 
the Leaguer of the Adverfaries, when we bring him to our 
own ents; be but your Lordlhip prefent at his Exam(. 
nation, if h~ do not for the promife of his Life, and in the 
h1ghefi: Compulfion of bafe Fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the Intelligence in his power againfl: yeu, and 
t1iat with the divine forfeit upon his Soul Hpon Oath, never 
truft my Judgment in any thing. 

:. Ld. 0, for the love of Laughter, let him fetch his 
Drum; he fays he has a Stratagem for"t; when your Lord· 
lhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in't, and to what Metal 
this Counterfeit Lump of ours will be melted, if you give 
him not John Drum's Entertainment, your inclining cannot 
be removed. Here he comes. 

Enter Porolles. 
t Ld. 0, for the love of Laughter, hinder not the Ho~ 

nour of his Ddign, let him fetch off his Drum in any 
. hand. 

Rer. How now Monfieur 1 ~his Drum Ricks forely in 
your Difpofition. 

:. Ld. A Pox on•t, ]er it go, 'tis but a Drum. 
Par. But a Drum! ls't but a Drum~ A Drum fo lofi! 

There was excellent Command! to charge him with our 
Horfe upon our own W mgs, and to rend our own Sol· 
diers. 

2. Ld. That was not to be blamed in the Command of 
the Service; it was a Difafier of War, that C£[Ar himfclf 
could not have prevented, if he had been there to Com• 
mand. 

Ber. Well, we c~nnot greatly condemn cur Succefs: 
Some Dilb.onour we had in the lofs of that Drum, but it 
is not to be recover'd. 

Par. lt might have been recover•J. 
Ber. Ic might, but it is not now. 
Par. It is to be recover'd, but that the Merit of Service 

is feldor.n attributed to the true exact Performer, I would 
have that Drum or another, or hie ja et. 

Ber. Why, if you have Sto ach to•c, Monfieur; i( 
you think your M yltery in Se a~em can bring this In• 
firument of HoAour again into his native Quarter, be mag• 
nanimous in the Entrrprize and go on, ~ will grace the At-

tempc 



empt for a worthy Exploit: If yo11 fp ell in it, the 
~ Duke lhall both fpeak of it, and extend to you what fur-
t ther becomes his <Greatnefs, even to the utmoll: Syllable of 

your W orthinefs. 
P~tr. By the hand of a Soldier, I 'Nill undertake it. 
Ber. But you muft not new !lumber in it. 
Par. ru about it this :Evening, and I will prefentiy pen 

down my Dilemmaes, encourage ~y felf in my certainty, 
put my (elf into my mortal PreparatJoo ; and by Midnight 
look to hea-r furth(r from me. 

Ber. May I be hold to acquaint Lis Grace you are gome 
about it. 

Piir. I know not what the Succcfs will be, my Lord; 
but the Attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know th'art Valiant, 
And to the poffibility of thy Soldierlhip, 
Will fubfcribe for thee, FareweJ. 

Par. I love not many Words. [Exit; 
1 Ld. No more than a Fiili !ovel Water. Is not this a 

firange Fellow, my Lord, chat fo confidently feems eo un
dertake this Bufiner.~, which he knows is not to be done; 
Damns himfelf to do"t, and dares better be damn\! than to 
do"r. 

2. Ld. You do not kn0w him, my Lord, as we do; cer
tain it is, that he will 1 tal t' imfe { into a Man's Favour, 
and for a Week efcape a great deal of difcoveries, but when 
you find him out, you have h1m ever after, 

Her. Why do you think he will make no deed at all o£ 
this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefi himfelf unto~ 

z. Ld. None in the World, but return with an Inven~ 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable Lies; but 
we have almofi imbofi: him, you fhall fee his Fall to Night; 
for indeed he is not for your Lordfhip's Refpea:. 

I Ld. We'll make you fome Sport with the Fox e'er 
we Cafe him. He was firfi: fmoak'd by the old Lord Lafeu; 
when ~is Difguife and he is parted, tell me what a Sprat 
you fhall find him, which you fuall fee this very Night. 

2. Ld. I mull: go and look my Tvigs, · 
He lhall be caught. 

Ber. Your Brother he fuall ~o along with me~ .· .. 
Y a 2t LJ~ 



1. Ld. As't pleafe your Lordfi1ip, l'Il leave you. 
Btr. Now will I lead you to the .Houfe, and thew you 

th~ Lafs I fpoke of. · 
I c.,p. But you fay fhe's honefi. 
Ber. That's all the fault: I fpoke with her but once~ 

And found her wondrous cold ; but I fei1t to her, 
By this fAme Coxcomb that we have i'rh' wind, 
'"fokens and Letters, which fue did refend ; 
And this is all I have done : She's a fair Creature~ 
~V ill you go fee her~ · 

I Ld. With all my Heart, my Lord. [ ExeHnt. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Hel. If you mifdoubt me that I ~m not lhe, 
I know not how I !hall affure you further, 
But I lh~H lofe the Grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Tho' my Efiate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted wi h thefe Bufine!Es, 
And would not put my Reputation now · 
In any fraining ACt. 

Htl. Nor would I wifh you. 
Firfr give me trufi, the Count he is my Husband, 
And what to your fworn Counfel I have fpoken, 
I !a fo from word to word ; and then you cannot 
By the good aid that I of you 1hould borrow, 
Err in befiowiog it. 

Wid. I fhould believe you, 
Fer you have fhew•d me that which well approves 
y•are great in Fortune. 

Htl. Take this Purfe of Gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will over·pay, and pay again 
When I have found it. rhe Count he wooes your Daughter, 
Lays down his wanton Siege befqre h~r Beauty, 
Refolves to carry .ler; lc:t her in fine confent, 
As we'JJ dired her how 'tis bell: to bear it. 
Now this importunate Blood wiJJ na ht deny, 
That fue'JI demand: A Ring the Count does wear 
That downward harh fucceeded i is Houfe 
From Son to Son. fame four or five Defcents, 

Since 



Since the firft Father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moft rich Choice: Yet in his idle Fire, 
To buy his Will, it would not feem too dear, 
How' e'er repented after. 

-Wtd. Now I fee the Bottom of your Purpofe. 
Hel. Now fee it lawful then. It is no more, 

But that your Daughter, e'er the feems as won, 
Ddires this Ring; appoints him an Encounter; 
1 n fii1~, ddivers me to fill the Time, 
Her ff f m fi: chafily abfent: After this 
To rt arry her, I'll ad three thoufand Crowns 
To what is pail: already. 

Wid. I h ve yielde~i: 
Irfi A: my D ughter how lhe fhall perfever, 

,a T me and Place with this Deceit fo lawful, 
1\.-la • prove coherent. Every Night he comes 
W1th Mufick of all fnr ts, and Songs compos' cl 
To her Unworthinen: It nothing fl:ands us 
To chide him from our Eeves, for he pedifis, 
As if his Life lay on't. 

Hel. Why then to Night 
Let us aifa~.our Plot, which if it fpeed, 
Is wicked Meaning in a lawful DeEd ; 
And lawful Meaning in a lawful Act, 
Where both not Sin, and yet a finful FaCt. 
But let's about it. [Exum1. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter one of the French Lords, with five or fix Soldiet·s 
in Ambujh. 

Lord. I-=-:1 E can come no other way but by this Hedge-
~ ~ Corrcr; when you fa1ly upon him, fpeak what 

terrible Language you wiJJ, though you nnderfiand it not 
your 1i Ives, no matter; for we mull: not feem to underfbnd 
him, unfefs fomc one amongfi: us, whom we mufi prodqce 
for ;n Interpr tcr. 

Y ; Sol. 



Sol. Good Captain, let me be th' Interpreter. 
Lord. Art not ~cquainted with him? Knows he not thy 

,Voice! 
Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you. 
Lord. But what Linfie-woolfie h:afi thou to fpeak to us 

~gain? , 
Sol. Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me. 
Lord. He mufl: taink us fome Band of Strangers i' th' Ad· 

verfari{:S Entertainment. Now he hath a Smack of all neigh
bouring Languages; therefore we mu£1: every one be a Mall 
of his own Pancy, not to know what we fpeak one to ano
ther; fo we feem to know, is to know firaight our Purpofe: 
Chough~s language, gabble enough, and good enough. As 
for you Interpreter, you muft feem very Pulitick. But couch 
hoa, here he comes, to beguile two Hours in a Slee?, and 
then to return and f..veai the Lies he forges. 

Enter Parollcs. 
Ptw. Ten a Clock; withinthcfethree Hours 'twill be time 

enough t0 go home. What fhall I f3y I have done~ It mull 
be a very plaufive Invention tlut carries it. "fhey begin to 
:finoai, me, and Difgraces have of late knock' d too often at my 
Door; I find my Tongue is too Fooi .. hardy, but my lleart 
hath "he Fear of ~Mars before it, and of his Creatures, not 
d~ring the Reports of my To:-.g~e. 

Lord. This is the firft that e'er thine own Tqngue was 
guilty of. [ Ajide. 

Par. Vhat the Devil iliou1d move me to undertake the 
Re~ove1 y >f th is Drum, bting not ignorant of the lmpoffi
bility, 2nd kr.o wing I had no fuch Purpofe ~ I mufi give 
my fdf fame hurts, and f<.y I got the~ in Exploit; yet flight 
ones will not c; t ry it. They will fay, came you off with fq 
little? And great ones I dare net give; wherefore what's 
the In!bnce? Tongue, I mu!l put you into a Butter-woman:s 
1\tl•)llth, iind buy my felf another of BaJa~et's Mules, if you 
prattle me into th ... fe Perils. 

L&rd. Is it pcffibie he lhould know what he is, and be 
th:at he is! ' · 
. P,~r. r wo :d the C!ltti: g of my Garments would ferv~ 

, ')f he breaking of my Spanijh Sword. 
do We c.mnot afford you fo~ · 

~ • . t • .. t ; 



Par. Or tr naring of my B ard~ and to fiy it was in 
Stratagem. · \ 

Lvrd. 'Twould ri~t do. 
Par. Or to dr \\ n my Cloaths, and fay I was fl:ripr. 
Lord. Hardly tu e. 
Par. Though I {wqre I leap'd from the \Vind~w of the 

Cittadd. 
Lord. How deep ! 
Par. Thirty Fathom. 
Lord. Three great O~ths would fcace make that be be • 

lieved. 
PAr. I would I had any Drum of the Enemies, I would 

fwear I recover'd it. 
Lord. Y cu 1ball hear one anon. 
Par. A Drum now of the Enemies. [AlarMm witl1in. 
Lord. Throco m•voHfos, cargo, cargo, cargo. 
All. Cargo, cargo, vil/iando par · corbo, cargo, 
P~tr. 0 R.tnfom, Ranfom; 

Do not hide mine Eyes. [The] fei%Je him and blindfola him • . 
Inter. B11s~os thr1maldo beJk,.os. ~ · 
Par. I know you are the M11skos Regiment, 

And I 1balllofe my Life for want of Langu~ge. 
If there be here German or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him fpeak to me, 
I'll difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine. 

Inter. Baskf!s vanvado, I underfhnd thee, and c~n fp~ak 
thy Tongue Kerelybonto, ~ir, betake thee to thy Faith, for 
feventeen Poniards are at thy Bofom. 

Par. Oh. 
lnt. Oh pray, pny, pray, 

Mancha rttvancha dulche. 
Lord. O[ceoribi dr1lchos voli':Jorto. 
Int. The General is content to fpare thee yer, 

And. hood-winkt as thou .art, will lead hee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou may~fi: inf01m 
Something to fave thy Life. 

Pttr. 0 let me live, 
And all the Secrets ol our Camp I'll lh e 11 ; 

Their Force, their Purpofes : Nay, I'll fp ·ak ~~a "~ 
Which you will wonder at. 

lnt. ~ut ~ilt thou fait)lfully ,1 
- y 
----· . ' t 
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1' ar. If I do not, damn me. 
lnt • .Acordo linta. 

Come on, thou art granted fpace. [E>·it. 
[.A jhort Alarum wi~ hm. 

Lord. Go, tell the· Count Roj]illiun and my Brother, 
We have caught the Woodcock, and will keep him mufled 
•Till we do hear from them. 
.. SDI. Captain I will. 

Lord. He will betray us all unto our felves, 
Inform 'em that. . 

Sol. So I will, Sir. 
Lord. 'Till then I'll keep him dark and fafely lockt. 

[ ExeHnt~ 
Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Ber. They told me that your Name was Fontibell. 
Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled Goddefs .. 

And worth it with Addition; but, fair Soul, 
In your fine Frame hath Love no Qual ity? 
If the quick Fire of Youth light not your Mind, 
You are no Maiden, but a nument: 
When you are dead you lhall be fuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and fiern; 
And now you lhould be as your Mother was, 
~hen your f we et feJf was got. 

Dia. She tken was honefl:. 
Ber. So fhould you be, 
Dia. No. 

My Motpcr did but Duty~ fuch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your Wife. 

Ber. No more o'that! 
I prethcc do not lhive againfi my Vows: 
I was compdJ'd to. her, but I love thee 
By Love's own fwcet Cooflrainr, and will for ever 
Do thee all Rights of Service. 

Dia. Ay, {o you ferve us 
:Till we ferve you: But when you have our Rofes_, 
You barely leave our l'borns to prick our fd ves, 
And mock us with pur Barencfs. · 

lhr. How have I fw rn! · 

I 
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Ditt. •Tis not the many Ouhs that make the Truth, 

But the plain fingle Vow, that is vow'd true ; 
Whar is not Holy, that we fwear not by, 
But tak th ... High~fi to witnefs: Then pray you tell me~ 
If I tbould fwear by Jove's great Attribute, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my Oaths, 
When I aid love you ill? Thi4i has no holding 
To fwear by him whom I protefi: to love, 
That I wlll w rk againfi him. Therefore your Oaths 
Are Words and poor Conditions, but unfeal'd~ 
At leafr 10 my Opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it: 
Be not fo holy Cruel. Love is holy, 
And my Integrity ne'er knew the Crafts, 
That you do charge Men with: Stand no more off, 
Bur give thy fc.lf unro my fick Delires, 
W ho then rel:l>Vtrs. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My Love, a it begins, lhall fo perfever. 

Di~t. I fee that Men make Hopes in fuch Affairs; 
That w ·'ll forfdke our felves. Give me that Ring. 

Ber. rn lend it thee, my Dear, but have no Power 
.To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, my Lord l 
Ber. It is an Honour 'longing to our Houfe, 

Bequeathed down from many Ancefiors, 
Whtcli where the greatefr O~Ioquy i'th' World 
In me to Iofe. 

Dia. Mine Honour's fuch a ·Ring, 
My Chafiity's the J ewe I of out Hcufe. 
Bequeathed down from many Ancefiors, 
Which were the greatefi Obloquy i'th' World 
Iu me to Jole. Thus your own proper Wifdom 
Brings in the Champion Honour on my Parr, 
Againfi your vain Affauit. 

Ber. Here, .take my R..ing, • 
.1\ly Houfe, my Honour, yea, my Life be thine~ 
And I'll be bid by thee. 

Dia. When Midnight comes, knock at my Ch1mber 
· Window; 

I'H order take, my Mother than not hear, 
Now will I charge you in the B.1nd of ·rruth, 

When 



When you have conquer'd my yet Maiden-Bed, 
Remain there but an Hour, nor fpea.k to me: 
My Reafons are rroft f1:rong, and you fiull know them; 
When back again this R.ing flull be dtliver'd; 
And on your Finger, in the Night, I'll put 
Another Ring, that, what in time proceeds, 
May tokeR m the future, our pafl: Deeds. 
Adielal 'till then, then fail not: You have won 
A Wife of me, though there my Hope be done. 

JJer. A Heav'n on Earth I've won by wooing thee. [ E.xit. 
Dia. For which, live Jong to thank both Heav'n and me. 

You may fo in t-he end. 
My Mother told me jufl: how he would woG, 
As if the fate in's Heatt, S ~ e fays, all Men 
Have the l1k ... Oaths : He had f worn to marry me 
When his Wife's dead : Tberef.lfe I'll lye with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are fo braid, 
Marry that wilJ, l'lllive and die a Maid; 
Only in this Difguifr, I think't no Sin, 
To coufin him that would unjufHy win. [Exit. 

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three &ldiers. 

1 Ld. You have not .g:ven him his ~1other's Letted 
:z. Ld. I have ddiver'd it an Hour fince; there is fome· 

.thing in'c that il:ings his Nature, for on the reading it, he 
chane'd almofi into another Man, 

I 'Ld. He has much worthy Blame laid upon him, for 
fluking off fo good a Wif~, and fo fweet a Lady. 

z, l,'d. Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlafl:ing Dj(. 
plcafure of the King, whu had eve~ tun•d his Bounty to 
fing Happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
1lull let it dwell darkly with you. 

t Ld. When you have fpoken it, .. tis ~ead, and I am the 
Gr;;ove of in. 

:z. Ld. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman herein 
Florence, of a moO: chafl: Renown, and this Night he 6::lhes 
~is W 1ll jn the Spoil of her Honour; he bath given her his 
mon 1menral Ring, and thinks himfe)f made in the undull 
Compofition. · 

I Ld. Now God delay our ~ebell~on 7 as we ate cur 
~dves, what things are we ! 

I 



~ Ld. Meerly our own Traitors; and as in the common 
Courfe of all Treafons, we fiill fee them reveal themfelves. 
'tiJl they attain to their abhorr'd Ends; fo he that in this 

I 

.Action contrives againll: his own Nobility in his proper 
Stream, o'et-fiows himfelf. 

1 Ld. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the Trum. 
peters of our unlawful Intents~ We ihalJ not then have hi, 
Company to Night~ 

z. Ld. Not 'till, after Midnight; for he is dieted to his 
Hour, 

I ~d. That approaches apace: I would gladly have him 
fee his Company anatomit·d, that he might take a Meafure 
of his own Judgments, wherein fo {erioufly he had fet hi5 
Counterfeit. 

2. Ld. We will not meddle with him 'till he come; 
.For his Prefence mull: be the whip of the other. 

I Ld. In the mean time, what hear you of thofe Wars~ 
2. Ld. I hear there is an Overture of Peace. 
I Ld. Nay, I alfure you a Peace ir coflcluded. 
2. Ld. What will Count Ro./]illion do then~ WiU he travel 

higher, or return again into France! 
I Ld. I perceive by this Demand~ you are not altogether 

ofhis Counfd. 
2 Ld. Let it be forbid, Sir, fo thot.Jd I be a great deal of 

this Act. 
I Ld., Sir, his Wife fome two Months fince fled from 

his Houfe, her Pretence is a Pilgrimage to Sr. Jaques le 
grt~nd; wh:ch holy U nd~rtak1og, with a mofi aull:ere Sar Ct:i
mony, fhe accompfith'd; and there refiding, the Tendernefs 
of her Nature became a3 a Prey to her Grief; in fine, made 
a Groan of her lafl: Breath, and now 1he fings in Heav'n. 

2. Ld. How is 1his jufl:ified l 
I Ld. The fironger Part of it by her own Letters, which 

makes her Story true, even to the Point of her Death ; her 
Death it (elf, which could not be her Office to f.ay, is come, 
Was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector of the Place. ' 

2 Ld. Hath the Count aU this I nttlligence? ,. 
~ Ld. Ay, and the parricular c~)nfirmati ns, point from 

pmnt, to the fu11 armin~ of the Verity. ~ 
2 L4. I am he~rtily forry that · he'll be glad of this. 

I Ld. 



I Ld. How mightily fOinetimes we make us Comforts of 
our Loffcs. 

1 Ld. And how m1ghtily fome othtr times we drown 
our Gain in Tears, the great Dignity that this V dour hath 
hete requir·d from him, :thall at home b~ncountred wirh 
a Shame as ample. 

1 Ld. The Web of our Life is of a mingled Yarn, good 
and ill together: Our Vircues would be proud, if our P~u'ts 
whipt them nor, and our Crimes would defpair if they were 
not cherifh'd by our Virtues. · 

Enter a Servant. 
How now~ where's your Mafier ~ 

Scr. He met the Duke in the Street, Sir, of whom 
he l1ath taken a folemn Leave: His Lordlhip will next Mur: 
ing for .France. The Duke bath offered h1m L~tters oi 
Commendations to the King. 

2. Ld. They lh all be no mer.; than needful there, if they 
~ere more than they can commend. 

Enter Bertram. 
1 Ld. They cannot be to fweet for he King's Tart

ncfs: Here's his I..ordfhip now. How now, my Lord, h'c 
not after Midnight l 

Ber. I have to Night difpatch'd fixteen Bufineffes, a 
Months length a P1ece, by an Abfiraet of Succefs; I have 
congied wi: h rhe Duke, done my Adieu with his ncarefi; 
buntd a Wife, rnourn'd for her; writ to my Lady lVIother, 
I am 1 eturning; entertain' cl my Convoy, and between thefe · 
main P~rcds of d1fpatch, cffecred many nicer Needs; the 
I.fi was the grc;;tcfi, but that I have not endtd yer. 

2 Ld. If the Bufincfs be of any Difficulty, and this 
J\1orning your dtparture hence, it requires ha fie ot yot;r Lord· 
fllip. 

Bcr. I mean the Bufiners is not ended, as fearing to hear 
of it hereafter. But flull we have this Dialogue between the 
Fool and the Sddier~ Come, bring forrh this counter~eit 
lVIodule; 'has deceiv'd me, like a dcuble meaning P: ophe• 
fi .r. 

2. Ld. Bring him forth, h 'as fate in the Stocks ~11 Night, 
poor gallant Knave. 

Ber. No matter, his Heels have defcrv"d it, in ufmping 
hi Spurs {o I or g. How doc5 he carry himfdf! 

I Ld. 



1 Ld. I have told your Lordlhip already: The, Stocks 
carry him: But to anfwer you as you would be under
ftood, he weeps like a .Werlch that had 1hed her Milk, he 
bath confefl: himfelf to M1rgan, whom he fuppofes to be a 
Friar, from the time of his very Remembrance to this very 
inftant Difafi:er of his fetting i' th' Stocks; and what thin~ 
you he ha rh confefl: ~ 

Ber 1 orhing of me, ha; a~ 
2 Ld. Hts Confeffion is taken, and it fhall be read to his 

Face; if your Lordfhip be in'r, as I believe you are, you 
mufr have the Patience to near it. 

Enter Parolles with his Interpreter. 
Ber. A Plague upon him, muffied l he can fay nothiFJg 

of me; hulh. 
1 Ld. Hood man comes: Portotartarojfit. 
lnt. He calls for the Tortures; what, wiH you fay with~ 

out' m? 
Par. I will con(efs what I know, without confiraint; 

If ye pinch tne like a Pally, I can fay no more. 
lnt. Bosko Chimurcho. 
I Ld. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. 
lnt. You are a merciful General: Our General bids you 

anfwer to what I thall ask you out of a Note:. 
Par. And truly, as I hcpe to Jive. 

· lnt. Firfi demand of him, how many Horfe the Duke is 
firong. What fay you to that? 

Par. Five or fix Thoufand, but very weak and unfervice· 
able; the Troops are alLfcatter'd, and the Commanders very 
poor Rogues, upon my R.eputation and Credit, and as f 
hope to live. 

Int. Shall I fet down your Anfwer fo? 
Par. Do, I'lJ take the Sacrament on't~ how and which 

way you will: All's one fo me. 
Rer. What a paft-faving Slave is this? . , 
_I Ld. Y'are deceiv,d, lilY Lord, this is l'vlcnGeur Pttr1!ler, 

the gall~nt Militarifi. that was &is own Phrafe, that had the 
whole Theory of War irl the Knot of his' Scarf, and the 
Pra&ice in the Chap of hs Dagger. 

2 Ld. I wtll never trdl: a Man again for keeping his 
Sword cl , an, · believe he can have every thing in him~ 
by wearing b arel neatly. 

lnt. 



l•t. Well, that's fet down. . 
lar. Five or fix thoufand Horfe I faid, I will fay true' 

or thereabouts fet down, for ru fpeak truth. t 

I Ld. He's very near the truth in this. 
Ber. But I con him no thanks for'c in the Nature he de-

tivers it. 
Par. Poor Rogues, I pray you fay. 
lnt. Well, that's fet down. 
Par. I humbly thank you, Sir, a Truth's a Truth, the 

Rogues are marvellous poor. 
lnt. Demand of him of what Strength they are a ~oot. 

What fay you to that? 
Par. By my Troth, Sir, if I were to live this prefent 

Hour I wiH tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hundred and 
fifty, Sebaflian fo many, Coram bus fo many, Jaques fo ma
ny; Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowicft and Gratii, two ·hundred 
each; mine own Company, Chitopher, Yaumond, Bentii, two 
hundred and fifty each, fo that the Mufrer-file, rotten and 
found, upon my Life amounts not to fifteen thoufand Pole, 
half of the which dare not fluke the Snow from off their 
Coffacks~ lefl: they fluke themfelves to Pieces. 

Ber. What !hall be done to liim ~ 
I Ld. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand of 

him my Conditions, and what Credit I have with the 
Duke. 

lnt. Well, that's fet down. You tball demand of him~ 
whether one Captain Dumain be j• th' Camp, a Frenchman; 
what his Reputation is with the Duke, wh}t his Valour, 
Honefiy, and Expertnefs in War; or whether he thinks it 
were not poffible with well weighing Sums of Gold. to cor· 
rupt him to revolt. W ha~ fay you to. this? What do ygu 
know of it? 

Par. I befeech you let me anfwer to the particular of the 
Interrogatories. Demand them fiogly. 

lnt. Do yo~ know Captain Dumain~ 
P11r. I know him, he was a J3otcher's Prentice in P11ris, 

from whence ·he was whipt for getting the Sheriffs Foo 
with Child, dumb Innocent, that could not fay him nay. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your Hands, tho' I know 
his Brains are forfeit to the next Tile that falls. 

lnt. · Well, is this Captaio in the Duke of Florencls 
c~: ~ 



P11r. Upon my Knowledge he is, and lo e. 
x Ld. Nay, look not fo upon me, we flull hear of you 

Lord anon. ' 
lnt. What is his Reputation with the Duke I 
Par. 1"he Duke knows him for no other, but a poor OBi• 

cer of mine, and writ to me the other Day to turn him out 
o' th' Band. I think I have his Letter in my P6cket. 

lnt. Marry we'll fearch. 
Par. In good Sadoefs I do not know, either it is there~ 

or it is upon a File with the Duke's other Letters, in my 
Te~. · 

lnt. Here 'tis, here's a Paper, !hall I read it to you 1 
Par. I do not know if it he it or no. 
Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 
1 Ld. Excellently. ( 
lnt • . Dian, the Count's a Fool, a»d jN!t of Gold. 
Par. That is not the Duke's Letter~ Sir; that is an Adver.: 

tifement to a proper Maid in Florence, one DiAna, to take 
heed of the Allurement of one Count Roffillion, a fooliih 
idle Boy, but for all that very ruttiih. I pray y•u, Sir. 
put it up again. 

J,t. Nay, I'll read it firfi, by your favour. 
Par. My meaning in't~ I protefl, was very honell: in the 

bch1lf of the Maid ; for I knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous and Jafcivious Boy, who is a Whale to Virginitv, 
and devours up all the Fry it finds. • 

Ber. Damnable! both fides Rogue. 

Inter. Reads the Letttr. 

When he [wears Oaths, bid him drop Gold, And take it • 
.After he [cores, he never pays the Score: 
Ht.lf won is Match 'Jvell made, match and welt 11111~e it: 
He ne• er pays After-Debts~ take it before. 
And fay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: 
Men are to mell with, Boys are not to kifl. 
For count of this, the Co11nt'J a Fool, I kno'lJJ it, 
Who P"JS before~ but n1t when he does owe it. 

Thine, as he vow'd to taee in thine Ear, 

p .AltOLLEs. 

Ber.. 



Ber. He ·lhall be whlpt through the Army with thii Rime 
in his Forehead. · · 

2 Ld. This is vour devoted Friend, Sir, the manifold 
Linguift, and the ·Army-potent Soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before, but a Cat, and 
he's a Cat to me. 

lnt. I perceive, Sir, by the 6enerars Looks, we fhaU be 
fain to hang you. 

Par. My Life, Sir, in any C4fe; not that I am afraid to 
die, hut that my Offences being many, I would repent out 
the Remainder of Nature. Let me hve, Sir, in a Dungeon, 
i' th• Stocks, any where, fo I may live. 

lnt. W e'Jl fee what m~y be done, fo you confefs freely; 
therefore once more to this Captain Dum~in: You ha~e an· 
fwer'd to his Reputation with the Duke, and to his Valour. 
\V hat is his Honefl:y ~ · 

Par. He will fieaf, Sir, an Egg out of a Cloiller: For 
Rapes and Ravilhments he parallels Nej[us. He profdfes not 
keeping of Oaths; breaking them he is fironger than Her· 
cutes. He will lie, Sir, with fuch volubility, that you would 
think Truth were a Fool: Drunkennefs is his befl: Virtue, 
for he will be Swine-drunk, and in his Sleep he does little 
harm, fave to his Bed-cloaths about him; but they know his 
Conditions, and hy him in Straw. I have but little more 
to fay, Sir, of his Honefiy, he has every thing that an ho· 
neft Man lhould not have; what an honefi Man fuould 
have, be has nothing. 

I Ld. I begin to lo,:e him for this. 
' Ber. For this Defc; ipcion of thine Honefiy ~ A Pox upon 
him for me, h'as more and more a Cat. 

Int. What fay you to his Expertnefs in VJ'ar. 
Par. Faith, Sir, h'as led the Drum before the Englijh 

Tragedians: To belie him I will not, and rrore of his Sol· 
dier!hip I know not, <:xcept in that Country, he had the 
Honour to be the Officer at a Place there call'd Mile·end, to 
id'huct for the doubling of Files. I would dot he Man what 
H•)nour I can, but oft 11is I am not certain. 

r Ld. He hath out-villan'd Villany fo far, that the Rariry 
rfdrcms him. 

Ber. A Pox en him, h~'s a Cat fiilJ. 
Int. His Qu~liries being at this poor Price, I n~ed not to 

~ k you, if Gold will ccr; upt him to revolt. Par. 



Par. Sir, for a Cradecue he will (eJI the Gmplc of his 
Salvario:1, the Inheritance of it, and cut th' Intail ·from all 
Rem1inders, and perpetual Succcffion for .it perpetually. 
, Int. What's his Brother, the other Capta_in Dumain? 

:z. Ld. Why do,s he ask him of me? 
lnt. What·~ hd 
Par. E'en a Crow o'th'fame Nefl:; not a1t( gtther fo great 

as the fidl: in Goodnefs, but greater a great deal in EviJ. 
He exceJis his Brother for a Coward, y( t his Brother is re
puted one of the befl: that is. In a Retreat he out-runs any 
Lackey; marry in coming on he has the Cramp. 

lnt. If your Life be faved, will you undertake to betray 
tie Florentine? 

Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horfe, Count Rof!illion. 
lnt. I'll whifper with the Generaf, and know .his Plea .. 

fure. 
Par. I'll no more drumming, a Plague of all Drums, oP. .. 

1y to feem to deferve we11, and to beguile the Suppofition 
of that lafcivious young Boy the Cour.t, have I run into 
Danger; yet who would have fufpeCted an Ambu1b where 
I was taken? -

lnt. Th~re is no Remedy, Sir, but you mu!l: die; th~ 
General fays, you that have fo traiteroufl y difcovered the 
Secrets of your Army, and made fuch pefiifcrous Reports 
of Men very nobly held, can ferve the World for no ho
nefl: Ufe; therefore you muft die. Come, I-Ieads-man, off 
with his Head. 

Par. 0 Lord, Sir, let me live, er let me fee my D~ath. 
lnt. That fhall you, and take your leave of ail your 

Friends: "' [ Vnbitzding him. 
So look about you; know you any here~ 

Co;mt. GoC'd Morrow, noble Captain. 
2. Ld. God biers you, Captain Parolles. 
1 Ld. God fave you, noble Captain. 
:z. Ld. C:.ptain, what greeting will you to my Lord La

fm l I am t>r France. 
I Ld. Good Captain, will you give me a Ccpy of that 

L1m~ SJnnct you writ to Diana in Behalf of the Count Roj. 
jil/ion, and I were not a very Co...-n.r , I'd compel it of you; 
tmr fare you well. [ Exetmt. 

VoL. II. Z Int. 



Sot 

lnt. You are undone, Captain, all but your Scarf, that 
has a Knot on't yet. 

Par. Who cannot be crufh'd with a Plot~ 
lnt. If you (ould find out a Country where but Women 

were that had receiv'd fo much Shame, you might begin 
an impudent Nation. Fare you well, Sir, I am for FrA»et too; 
we iliall fpeak of yelu there. [ EJit, 

Par. Yet am I thankful: If my Heart were great, 
'Twould burft at this. Captain, I'll be r.:o more, 
But I will eat and drink, and fieep as foft 
As Captain fiull. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live: Who knows himfelf a Braf?gart, 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs, 
That every Braggart fhall be found an Afs. 
Ruft Sword, cool Blu!hes, and Parolles live 
S•fefl: in Shame; being fool'd, by Fool'ry thrive; 
Th"'re's Place and Means for every Man alive. 
I'll after them. [ E.t#t. 

Enter Helena1 VVIdow, Rnd Diana. 

Het. That you may well perceive I have not wrong'd you; 
One of the grcatdl: in the Chrifiian World 
Shall be my Surety; 'fore whofe Throne 'tis needful, 
E'er I can perfect mine Intents, to kneel. 
prime was I did him a deftred Office, 
Dear almoll: as his Life, which gratitude 
.. rhrough flinry Tartars Bofom would peep forth, 
And anfwer Thanks. I duly am inform'd, 
Hts Grace is at LVfarfetlies, to which Place 
We have convenient Convoy; you mt:Jfl: kr~ow 
I am fuppofed dead, the Army bre:1king, 
My Hmband hies him home, where Heav'n aiding, 
And by the Leave of my good Lord the King; 
We'll be before our Welcome. 

Wid. Gentle M a dam, 
You never had a Servant to whofe truft 
Yonr Bufinefs was more welcome. 

Het. Nor you, Milhefs, . 
Ever a Friend, whofe Thoughts more truly Labour 
To n:c:ompence your Love: Doubt not but Hea!sn 

Hath 



fladi brought me up to be your Daughter's Dowre, 
As it bath fated her to be my Motive 
And helper to a Husband. But, 0 firange Men l 
That can fuch fweet Ufe make of what they ~ate. 
When fawcy trufiing of the cozen 'd Thoughts 
Defiles the pirchy Night, fo Lurf doth play 
W1th what it Joaths, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You DillnA, 
Under my poor Infiructions yet mull: futf~r 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let Death ana Honefiy 
Go with your lmpofitions. I am yours 
Upon your Will to fuffer. 

He!. Yet I J?ray you : 
But with the Word the Time will brin~ on Summer. 
When Briars fha~ l have {.eaves as well as Thorns, 
And be as fweet as fuarp: We mull away, 
Our W 11ggon is prepar'd, and Time revives us; 
All's ' well tbat ends ~ell, fiill, that fi q~s the Crown; ' 
What e'er the Cur(e, the End is the R-·nowr~ LExeunt: 

Enter CoHntejs, Lafeu, And Clown · 
. Laf. ' No, no, no, your Son was mif':-led w1 1 h a fi1ipt tat 

fata Fellow thoce, whofe vilbnous S!ff,-on w uJd have m de 
all the unbak•d and dow Youth of a Nation in tus Culour~ 
Your Daughter·i~law had been alive at this Hour, and your 
Son here at home, more advanc'd by the Kjng than by that 
red-rail'd Humble-Bee I fpe.ak of. '· . 

Count~ I would 1 had not known him, it wa~ the Death 
0/ the mofr virtuou~ Gentlewt~HtJan . that ever ~ aturc had 
Praife for Creating; if ihe had ?ar aken of my FJdl1, and 
coll: me the dearefl: Groans of a lYlother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted Love~ 

Laf. 'Twas a ~ood Lady, 'twt~ a good Lady. We may 
pick a thoufand Sallets e'er we light on fttch ,another H, rb. 

Ci11. Indeed, Sir, 1he was the fweet M rjoram of the 
SalJet, or. rather the llerb of Grace. 

LAf. They are not ~allet·H<:rbs, you Knave, they~ are 
NQ(e-herbs. 

. ' t .... ). 

.. Cl11. I am :no great NebHchadnez:..z.,:~r, Sir, Ij have _not mucfi 
Skill in Gralfe. . , 
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Laf. Whether Jvfl: thou profefs thy felf, a Knave or a 
Fool I 

C!o. A Fool, Sir, at a \Voman-'s Service, and a Knave at a 
Mazf s. . 

Laf. Your Difl:inetion? 
Clo. I would cozen th~ Man of his \Vife, and do his Ser-

V!CC. 
Laf. So you were a Kn;ve at his Service indeed. 
(/o. And 1 would give his Wife my Bauble, Sir, to do her 

Service. 
l~tl. I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both Knave and · 

For~J. 
Cto. At your S .rvice. 
La f. No, nr, no. 
C!o. Why, S.r, if [ c:mnot ferve you, I can ferve as great 

a p, incc as you are. 
Laf. \Vho's that,~ Frenchman? 
Clo. Faith,S;r, a has an Engli.fh Name, but this Phifnomyis 

more lr.tter in France th~n hue. 
Laf. What Prince is that? 
Clo. The bL ck Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of Darkncfs, 

alias the Devil. 
L z[. llol d thee, theres my Purfc, I give thee not this 

to fuggcfl: thee f! om thy ~afier thou talk•fl: of, ferve him 
filll. 

C!o. I am a woodland Fdlow, Sir, that always Iov'd a 
great Fire, and the Mafier I fpeak of ever keeps a good Fire, 
'but !ure he is the Prince of the vVorld, let hi~ Nobility 
remain in's Court. I am for the · Houfe with the narrow 
Gate, which I t•ke too bet OD little for Pomp ro enter: Some 
t :;at humble themfel vcs may, but the many will be too chill 
:~nd tender, and th ... y'll be for the flowry Way that !eadsto 
r.he broad Gate, and the great Fire. 

La{. ... Go thy ways, I begin to be awe2ry of thee, ~nd I 
tell th"c .fi> btfore, bccaufe I would not fall out with tr.ee. 
Go thy ways, let my Horfcs be well lot k•d to, without 
~~ v Trick~. 

"et-:. If r. pot,any Trit:ks u ~on 'ern, thc~T tl'a'l he Jades 
1-1 id.s, wh1ch a1e their own Rif.hc by th.. L1w ot Na· 
t t ~re. LExit • 

. J A': A flucv·{d Kn&ae) a:1d u1 ha:Jpv. 
J l " 



All's well that Ends 80_5 

Comzt. S.) he i5. lV1 y Lord, that's gone, made himfelf much 
Sport out of him; by his Authoriry he remains here, which 
hei thinks ·sa Patent for his Saucinefs, and indeed he has no 
Pace, but he runs where he wtll. 

L.ttj: I like him well, 'tis not arnifs ; and I was about to 
tell you, fi ncc I heard of the good La'.iy's DeHh, and th1C 
my Lord your Son was upon his R(turn home, I mov ,d 
the King my l\11fier to fp~ak m the Behalf of my Daughter; 
which in the Min-:>rity of them both, his Majeily, out o 
a fdf graciou$ Remembrance, did firfl: propofe; his Highnefs 
llath promis'd me to do it, anq to flop up £he Difpleafure 
he ha h conceiv·d againfi your Son, there is no fitter Mat
ter. How do's your Ladyi11ip like it. 

Count. \Vi rh very much Content, my Lord, and I wifl1 
it happily cffcctt d. 

L-tf. His H1ghaefs comes Pofl: from Marfellie s, of as ab!e 
a llody as when he null'! bred rni1 ty, and will be here to 
Morrow; or I am deceiv'd by him, that in fuch Intelligence 
hnh feldom fai I'd. 

Count. It rejoices me that I hope I tb all fee him e ~er I die. 
I luve L<. tters tint my Son wtll be h~re to Night : I !hall 
befeech your Lordi11ip to r<.main with me 'oll they me c. t 
together. 

Laf. ~'hdam, I was thinking with what M nncrs l might 
fafely be al:lmitt .. d. 

Cnunt. You need but plead your honourable Privilege. 
Laf. L:.dy, of that I have made a bold Charter; but I 

thank my God it holds yet. ' 
Enter Clown. · 

Clo. 0 ~hdam, yonders my Lord your So,, with a Patch 
of V {lvet on's Face; whether th~re he ·a Sc.1r under'c or no 
the Velvet knows, but 't is a J.!O'"ldly Parch of Velvtt; h ·s 
left Check is a Ched' of two Pile and a half, but his right 
Cheek is worn ba1e. 

Count. A Scar nobly got, 
Or a nr-)blc S€ar, is a goJd Livery of Honour .. 
SJ be like is thar. 

Clo. But it i') your carbi.:1ad J•d Fa~c. 
Laf. Let us go fee 

Yo_nr S n', 1 pray you : I long to ta.k 
Wnh tile you~ g noble Soldier. 

z ~ CJ,. 



Clo. 'Fa~th there's a dozen of 'em, with delicate fine Fiats, 
2nd mofr courteous Featners, which bow the Head, and 
nod at every 1\l•n. ' [ Exes.llt· 

A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Enter Helena, Wtdow, and Diana~ with two .Attendant~ 
t 

Hel. BUT this xceeding pofiing Day and Night, 
· Mufl: we~r your Spirits low, we cannot help it. 

But fince you have made t~e Days and ~ights as one, 
;r u wear your gentle' Limbs in my Affairs, · 
He bold you do fo grow irt my requital, 
As nothing can unrcot you. In happy time. 

En,er a Gentleman~ 
This l\1an may help in· to his Majdly's Ear, 
If he would fpend his Power. God favt you, Sir. 

Gent. And you. 
He!. S1r, I ha\ ... feen you in the <;:ourt of France~ 
Gent. I have been fometimes there. 
Het. I do prefume, Sir, that you are not fallen 

From the Iteport th2t goes upon your Goodnefs; 
And therefore goaded with mofi iliarp Occafions, 
Which lay niq: Manners by, I put you to 
The ufe of your own Virtues, for the whtch 
l 1ha11 conrinue thankful. · 
· Gent. \Yiues your Will ~ 

Ht! .. That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor Petition to the Kipg, 
And ;ud me with that flore of Power· you havr, 
To come ·· into his Prefence. · 

Gem. The King's not here. 
He/. Not here, Sir ? 
Gene. Not indted, ' 

He fien~.-e n.mov'd lafi Night, and with J!lOre halle 
1 han i5 i ts ufe. 

Wtd. Lord, ·how we Iofe our Pains. 
Jid. All,s wc:ll d ar Ends weH yet, 

Tho' 'f,roe teem tQ 1dvc:rfe, and q1eans unfit: 
~ > I ' : 



I do befeech you, whither is he gone ! 
Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roj]ition, 

Whither I am going. 
· Hel. I do befeech y,ou, Sir, 
Since you are like to fee the ~ing before me; 
Commend the Paper to his gracious H and, 
Which, I prefume, fuall render you no hbme, 
But rather make you thank your Pains for it. 
I wiU come after you with what good fpeed 
Our means will make us m~ans. 

Gult. This I'll do for you. 
Hel. And you iball find your felf to be weU th~nk'd, 

what e'er falls mo~~· We mufr to Horfe again. Go, go, 
provide. [ Exe11nt. 

Enten Clown and Parolless 
Par. Good Mr. Levatcb, give my Lord Lafeu this LH

ter; I have e'er now, Sir, been better known to you, when 
I have held familiarity with freCher Cloaths; but I am 
now, Sir, muddied in Fortune's Mood, and fmdl fomewlut 
fl:rong of her (l:rong D 1fplea.(ure. 

Cto. Truly Fortune's Difpleafure is but fiuttifh, if it 
fmell fo fl:rongly :as thou fpeak'll: of: I will henceforth eat_no 
Fifu of Fortune's butt'ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 

Par. Nay, you ne~d not to flop your Nofe, Sir; I fpe:ak 
but a Mtt~phor. 

C!o. Ind~ed, Sir, if your Metaphor fl:ink, I will flop my 
Nofe, or againlt any Man's Metaphor. Prethee get thee 
further. 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me thi~ Paper. 
C!o. Foh ! prcthee fiand away ; a Paper from Fortune ~s 

Clofi.fl:ool, to give to a Nobleman. Look here he comes 
himfelf. 

Ent1r L~f.:u. 
Clo. Here is a pur ofFortune's, Sir, or of Forrune's Cat; 

but not a Mufcat ; th1t hath fall'n into the unclean Filli-
P ·nd of her Difpleafure, and, as he fay~, muddied withal. 
Pray you, Sir, ufe the Carp as you may, for he looks like · 
a poor, decayed, ingeniou~, fooJiib, r~f<;allY. .Knave. I do 
pity his Difl:refs in my Smiles of Comfort; and leave him 
to your ~ordlhip._ · 

z 4 Par. 



Par. My Lord, I am a Man whom Fortune hath cruelly . 
fcratch' d. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do~ 'Tis too 
Jate to pne her N ~ils now. \¥herein have you play'd the. 
Knave with Fortune, that fhe fhould fcratch you, who &f 
her felf is a goo::l Lady, and would not have Knaves thrive 
long under hed Theres a Cudecue for yo"u : Let the J u .. 
{bees mal<~ you and Fortune ~riends ; I am for other Bu· 
finefs. 

Par. I bcfeech your Honour, to hear me one fingle 
word. 

La f. You beg a finglc Peny more : Come, you fhalJ 
ha't, fave your word. 

Par. My Name, my good Lord, is Parolles. 
Laf. You beg more thm one word then. Cox my Pa f

fion, give .me your Hand: How does your Drum? 
Par. 0 my good Lord, you were the firfr th.1t f01~ n 

me. 
Laf. Was T, infoo~h ~ And I was the firfl: that loll: 6ee. 
Par. I l yes in you, my Lord, tt> bring me in fame Gr~ce, 

fer you did bring me out. 
Laf. Out upon the Knave, dofl: thou put upon me at 

once, both the 0 ffice of God ;nd Devil ; one brings thee 
in G1 ace, and the other brings thee out. ThE King's corn· 
ing, I know by his T1 urn pets. Sirrah, enquire further afcer 
lllf', I had talk of you la!l N igl1t; tho' you are a Fool and 
; Y"n.1vr, you l1iall cat, go to, follow. 

Par. I praife God for you. [Exeunt. 
FloHrijb. Enter King, Countefs, L~feu, rhc two French 

Lords 7JJith Attendtmts. 

I<ing. We lofl: a J ewd of her ~nd our Efiefm 
\Vas nude much poorer by it ; but your Son, 
A" m~d in FoHy, Iark'd the Senfe to know 
l -hr E fLn·atioi; !JO;T! t . 

Count. 'fts paft, my Liege; 
And I bf: f~ el'h your l\1.jdly to make it 
Natural Reb.Il ior, done i'rh' blade of Youth, 
When Oil and F~rc, too fhong for Reafon's force-, 
q·~rbears ir, and bu. ns on'! 

King. 



King. l\1y honour'd Lady, . 
I have forgiVen and forgotteu all, 
Tho' my Revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to ihoot. 

L.af. This I mufi f.w, 
But fi rll: I b~g. my pardon; the young Lord 
Di,:l to his 1V1Jjefiy, is Mother, and his Lady, 
Off~rice of mig'n ty Note; but to himfelf 
The gr at eft wrong of all. He lo£1: a V/ ife, 
WliJf'e Beauty d1d a!l:onitb the furvey 
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Of richefi Eyes; whofe \Vords all Ears tcok captive; 
Whr>fc deep Pe rfection, He.uts that fcorn'd tQ ferve, 
Humbly call'd 1\1ifl:ref5. 

King. Praifing what is loft, , 
Makes the Rcm ~ rr.brance dear. Wdl--c~ll ,him h!rhtr, 
\V e arc reconci l'd, and the firfl: View .lhall ki!l 
All Rcp~tition ~ Let him not ask our Pardon, 
The nature of his gre:t Otfence is dead, 
And deeper than OSlivion, we do bury 
Th' inccnfing Relicks of it. LF.t him approach 
A Stran ~er, no Offender ; and inform him 
So 'tis our W iU he fhould 

Gent. I .ihal ', my Liege. 
King. What fays he to your Da ghter ~ 

Have you fpoke ~ 
Laf. All that he is, h:ah reference to your Highnc~. 
J(in'-?:_. Then t'ball we have a M.ttch. I have Letters £et 

me, that f i. t h ·m high in Fame. 
Enter ll rtram. 

Laf. l-Ie b c.k's we!l on'r. 
J(ing. I am not a Day of ScaC>n, 

For thou maifi fee a Sun .. fuine, and a Hail 
In me 2t once; but to the brightell: Beams 
DiflraEted Clouds gi ·c way, fo fiand thou forth, 
The Time is fair ~gai l. 

Bcr. :My high r:pentcd B!am~s, 
D~ar S,wereiFn, pardon me. 

Ki11g. All is v; hole, 
Not one woru mDre of the· con fumed Time, 
L"'t's take the In!lant by the f'Jrward 'ToB; 

For 



For we are old, and on our quid~·fi Decrees 
·rh' inaudible and noifd:.fs Foot of T1me 
Steals, e'er we can effeCt them. You remember 
The Daughter of this Lord~ 

Ber. Admiringiy, my Liege. At m..rfl: 
I fl:uck my Choice upon her, e•er my Heart 
Durll: make too bold a Herald of my Tongue : 
Where th;! Impreilion of mine Eye en fixing, 
Contempt his fcornful Perfpective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the Line of every otl er Favour, 
Scorn'd a fair Colour, or cxpref)'d it fioll'n, · 
Extended or cootraded all Proportions 
To a mofi hid~ous Object. Thence it came, 
T hat ilie, whom all Men prais'd, and whom my fei(, 
~ince I h.tve loft, have lov'd; was in mine Eye · 
-rhe Dufi that did offeLd ir. 

King. Well excus~d : 
1i.hat thou didft love her, flrikes fome Sores away 
From the great 'Compt ; but Love that co~es ,too late, 
Jjkc a remorfeful Pardon flowly carried, · 
To the gre~t fender, turns a fowre Offence, 
Crying, that's good thaes gone : Our ra{h Faults 
Ma!·c trivial Price of feri0us Things :we have 

· Nvt knowing th :m, unril we know their Grave. 
()(t our o;fp!eafures to our (elves unjuft, 
Ddl:roy our ·Friendc;, and ~frer weep tbe1r DuO:: 
()ur own Love waldr.g, cries to fee whafs done, 
~~/.hiie lh amcful H1te flceps out the Afternoon. 
De this fwect Hcllen's Knel', and now forg~t her. 
Send ·I(>rth your ~morous Token fer f.1ir Aidudlin, 
The main·· confc ··~ts :are h<id, :md h('re we'll Hay 
,.fo fee nur VJidowcr's frcond Marriage Day: 
W hi eh better than the fi,{r, 0 dear Hea v'n b!~f,, 
Or, e'er they meet, in me, 0 Nature, ceafe. 

[,af Cnm~ on my Son, in whom my f;oufe's Name 
J\1ul1 b~ died1: d: Give a Favour f;·om vou 
To fpa ~le in rhe Spirits of my D~u;;hrer,"' 
Th,t lhc may q'.tickly come. By my old Beard, 
And tverv Hair that's on'r,· Hellen, tha.'s dead, 
~V as. a f·~ect C~eature : Such i Ring as t~is, •. Th.e 



The laft that e'er lhe took her leave at Court. 
I faw upon her Finger. · · · 

Ber. H rs i't was not. 
King. Now pray you Jet me fee i~. For mi~ne Ey_e; 

Wh1le I was fpeaking, o(~ w.as f~fren>d to•t: 
This Ring was mine, and. when I gave it Helle11,, 
I bad her, if her Fortunes ever fl:ood · 
Neceffited to help, that by this Token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
0 ~ what fhould fiead her mofi ~ ' · 

Ber. My gracious Sovereign, 
How e'er it pleafes you to take it (o, 
The Rings \Vas never hers. 

Count. Son,. on my Life, 
I have f en her wear it, ;nd fue reckon'd it. 
At h er Li fe's rat·e. 

Laf. I ~m fure I faw her wear it. 
Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, file never fa~ it; 

In Florence was it from a Cafement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a Paper, which contain'd the Name 
Of her that threw it: Noble fhe w~s, and thought 
I fiood engag'd, but when I had fubfcrib'd 
To mine own Fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anfwer in that courfe of Honour 
As the had made the Overture, fite ceaft 
I_n heavy s~tisfat.tion, and would never 
Receive the Ring again. 

King. Platus himfelf, 
That knows the Tintt and multiplying Medicine, 
Hath not in Nature's Myftery more Science, 
Th4n I have in this Ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Hellen'~; 
Whoever gave it you : Then if you know 
That you are well acquainted with your fe)f, 
Confefs 'twas I~ers, and by what rough Enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd rhe Saints to furety, 
That the would never put it from he Finger, ~ ~ 
Unlefs the gave it to your felf in Bed~ 
(Where you l1ave never come) or fent it us 
lJpon her great Difafter. 
' B..er. She never f1 w it. . ' 



812. 

J(ing. Thou fpeak'ft it falfly, as I love mine Honour; 
And nuk'H: conjeCtural Fears to come into me, 
Whi·,h I would fain fi1ut out; if it fhould prove 
That thou art fo inhurnan--'twill not prove fa
And yet I know not--thou didfi hate her deadly~ 
And . ibe i~ dead, which nothing but to clofe 
Her Eyes my felf, could win me to believe, 
More than to fee this Ring. Take him away, 

[Guards feiz..e Bertram. 
My fore-pafl: proofs, howe·er the matter fill, 
Shall tax my Fears of little Vanity, 
1-laving vainly fear'd to,) little. Away with him, 
\-Vt'll fife this Matter further. 

Bcr. If you ib all prove 
This Ring was ever bers, you fhall as eaGe, 
]>rove that I husbandcd her Bed in Florence, 
\:Vhe1c yet ilie never wa~. L E:..:it Bertram guardtd. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
ICing. I am wrap 'd in difmal Thinking. 
Geut. G r cious Sovereign, 

Whether I have been to blame or no, I know not, 
Hut's a Petition from a Flormtine, 

. V ho hath for four or five Removes come ihort, 
To tend r it her ~ lf: I undertook ir, 
Va~quilh'd thereto by the fair Grace and Speech 
O f the poor Supl,}i,wr, \vho by this 1 know 
1 h ~ t e attending : hor ~ ~ fi.Jefs Jooks i:1 h~r 
\Vi~h an impo1ting Vi(abc, and fi1e told me 
In a fw~r t verbal B.i f, ir did concnn 
Y 0Ul' Hi.5Lncfs with l.~r fe : t~ 

The }~i g reads a Le~tcr. 

VpoJt' /;is many Prote!fations to marry me, 1vhcn /;is ~Vt fe 
n•r;s dead, I b!.Ufh to f.lJ it, he 1von me. Nou; js ti:Je Count 
Roffi1ion ~Vtdo:~v(rJ his Vmv.f are forfeited to me, ~nd my Ho
nour.s paid t~ l.·im. lie ftole from F:or nee, Niking r;o le~ve, 
t~nd I fulloiJJ him to this Cotmtry for ]ttjhce: Grant it me, 0 
King, in yorl it beft !yes, otbcnvifo a SedtJcer flourijbts, and a 
poor Jl,fard is undone. . 

Di~nJ C3paer. 



Laf. I wiJl buy me a Son-in-Law 
for this. I'll none of him. 

King. Tht: Heav'ns have thought well o~ thee, La[e11, 
To bring forth this difcov'ry. Seek the Sutors: 
Go lpeedily, and bring agam the Count. 

Enter Bertram, 
I am afraid the Life of Het/en (Lady) 
Wac; foully friatch'd .. 

Count. Now Jufi:ice on the Doers. 
King. I wonder, Sir, Wives are fo monfirous to you, 

And that you fly them foon as you fwear them Lordiliip; 
Yet you defire to marry. What Woman's that! 

Enter Widow, and Diana. 
Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilet; 
My Suit, as I do underfiand, you know, 
And therefore know how far I may be pit:ed. 

Jflid. I am her Mother, Sir, whofe Age and Honour 
Borh fuffer under this Complaint we bring, 
And both fhall ceafe without your remedy. 

J(ing. Come hither, Cour.t, do you kr. ow thcfe Women! 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 

But th:lt I know them; do thty charge me turther ~ 
Dia. Why do you look fo Hr ange upon your \\'ife ~ 
Bcr. She's none of mine, my Lord. 
Dia. If you i11all marry 

You give away this hand, and that is mine; 
You give away Heav'ns Vowt;, and thofe are mine; 
You give lway my felf, which is known mille; 
For I by Vow am fo fmbodied yours, 
Tbat fhe wbich marries you~ mutt marry me, 
f.ither both or none. 

La f. Your Reputation comes too ihort £:1r my Dttu~hrer; 
you are no Husband for her. f To Hertram. 

Btr. My Lord, this is a fond and defperatc Creature" 
V!hom fometime I have Jaugh'd with : Let your Highnds 
Lay a more noble Thought upon mine Ho;lo~!r, 
Than for to think that I would fink it here. 

King. Sir, for my Thoughts, you ha•1e them i11 to fri(nd, 
•Till your Deeds gain them fairer: Prove your Honour, 
Then in my Thought ir Jyes. 

Dia. 



Dian. Good Jhy Lord, 
Ask him upon h1s Oath, i£ he does think 
He had nat ~Y Vi rginity. 

King. What fay"fi thou to her~ 
Ber. She·s impudent, my Lord, 

A:nd 'was a common Gamefl:er to the Camp~ 
. Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were ffi 
He might have bought me at a common Price. 
Do not believe him. 0 b~ hold this Ring, 
Whofe high_ Refpeet and ri"h Validity 
Did lack a Parallel: Yet for all that 
He gave it to a Commoner o'th' Camp., 
If I be one, 

Count. He bJulhes, and 'tis hit: 
Of fix preceeding Ancefiors, that J em 
Confer' cl by Telbment to tb• (equenc Hfue 
Hath it been ow•d and worn. This is his Wife; 
That Ring's a thoufand Proofs. 

King. Mahought you faid 
You filW one here in Court could witnefs it. 
. Dia. I did, my Lord, but loath am to proddce 
So bad an Inftrument; his Names Parolles. 

Laf. I faw the Ma.n to day, if Man he be. 
l(ing. Find him, and bring him hither • 

. Ber. What of him? 
Res quoted for a moll: perfidious s:ave, J 

With all the Spot" o' th' \Vorld, ux'd and deboilh'd, 
Which Nature fickens with: but ~o fpea~ truth, 
Am [, or that or this, for what he'Jl utter, 
'I'hdt wiJI fpeak any thing? 

King. She hath that Ring of yours. 
Ber. I think lhc has; certain it is I Jik'd her, 

And boarded her i' th' wanton way of Youth: 
S~e knew her d1fiance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my eagernels with her refl:rainr, 
As all Impediments in Fancy's courfe 
Are Motives of more Fancy~ and in fine~ 
Her lnfuit coming with her modern Gr.ace, 
Subdu\i me to her rate~ the got the Ring, 
4nd I had rhat which any Inferior migtit 
At MlCket Price have boughr~ 



Dia. I mull be patient : ' ... 
You that have turn·d off a firfi fo noble WifC', 
M•y juHly Diet me. I pray you yer, 
Smce you Jack Virtue, I wiJllofe a Husband, 
Send for your Ring, I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 
King. What R.ing was yours, I pray you? 
Gia. Sir, much like the fame upon your Finger : 
King. Know you thii Ring, this Ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this w•s it I gave him, being a-bed. 
Kjng. The Story then gots f.dfe, you threw it him 

Out of a Cafemtnt. · 
Enter Parolles. 

Ber. Ny Lord, I do con ft f> the Ring was hers. 
King • . You boggle ili rewdly, every Feather Harts you : 

Is this the Man you fpeak of? 
Dia. le is, my Lord. 
King. Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge you. 

,Not leuing the Difpleafure of your Mafier; . 
\V h:ch on your jufl: Proceeding I'll keep off, 
By him and by this Woman here, what know you~ 

P~tr. So ple•fe your Majefiy, my Mafi:er hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, whicli 
Gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpofe; Did he love crus 
Woman? 

Par. 'Faith, Sir, he did iove her, but how! 
King. How, I pray you l 
Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves a Wo-

man. 
King. How is th.t t ? 
P~tr. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov·d her not. 
J(ing. As thou art a Knave, and no Knave; what an equi

vccal Companion is this? 
Par. I am a poor Man, and at your Majefiy's comm~nd. 
Laf. He's a good Drum, my Lord, but a naughty 0-: 

ra':Or. 
Di~r. Do you know he promis'd roe Marriage? 
Par. 'Fatth, I know more than I'H fpeak. . 
King• But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'fr f 

P11r. 



Par. Yes, fo pleafe your Majefiy. I did go between 
tl1em, as I faid; but more than that, he Jov'd her: For 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Sathan and 
of Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what'; yet 
I was in tbat Credit with them at th1t time, that I knew 
of their going to Bed, and of otaer Moti?ns, as promifing 
her Marrtage, and thmgs that wou d denve me ill will ro 
fpcak of; therefore I will not fpeak what I know. 

IGng. Thou hafl: fpoken all already, unlefs thou canfi fay 
they are murit?d; but thou art too fine in thy Evidence. 
therefore fhnd afide." This Ring, you fay; was yours? , 

Dia. Ay, my good Lord. 
J(ing. Where did you buy it~ or who gave it you f 
Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 
lOng. Who lent it you? • 
Dia. It was not lent me neither. 
King. Where did you find it then? 
Dia. I f0und it not. 
Ying. If it were yoms by none of all thefc: ways, 

How could you give it him. 
Dia. l never gave it him. 
Laf. his \Voman's an eafie Glove, my Lord, f11e gees 

off .tnd on at pleafi.ue • . 
J(ing. This Ring was mine, I gave it his firfi \Vife. 
Dia. I might be yours, or here, for ought I }{now. 
King. Take her away, I do not like her now, 

To Pnfon with her: And away with him. 
Unlefs thou tell'H.: me where thou hadfi this Ring, 
Thou di£-fi within this Hour. 

Dia. I'll never tell you. 
King. Take he1 away• 
Dia. I'll put in Bail, my Liege. 
J(ing. I think thee now fome common C~dl:cmer. 
Dia. By Jove, if rv~r I krcw Man, 't'\'a<i you. 
](ing. Whtrefore I. all thou accus'd him all this while? 
Dia. Btcaufe he's guilty, and he is not gui:ry; 

He knows I am no Maid, ~nd he'll fwear to't; 
I'll fwear I am a Ma!d, and he knows not. 
Grear Kinf, I ~m no Strur.nper, by my Life; 
I 0;m either !Vl1i ~,or elfe th:s old ~1,ao'~ Wife.tPointitl£ to I.af. 

Ki»l• 



King. She does abufe our Ears, to_Pri Hh ber.· 
Via. ~ood Mother, fetch my B~Il. Stay, Royal Sir~ 

The Jeweller that owes the Ring is fent for, 
And he fiull furety me. But for this Lord, [To Bert. 
Who hath abus'd me~ as he knows himfelf, · 
Tho' yet he neyer harm'd me, here I quit him. 
He knows himfelf my Bed he ~ath ~e_fil'd, 
And at that time he got his W 1fe w 1th Child; 
Dead tho' !he be, ihe feels her young one kick: 
So there·s my Riddle, one that's dead is quick. 
And now behold the meaning. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 
King. Is there no Exorcift 

Beguiles the truer Office of mine Eyes~ 
Is't real that I fee! 

Het. No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but the ihadow of a Wife you fef, 
The Name, and not the Thing. 

r '1 

r ~ J 

Ber. Both, both, 0 pardon. 
Het. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 

I found you wondrous ~ind, there is your Ring, 
And look you, here's your Letter: This it fay~, 
U'hen from my Finger you can get this Ring, 
.And are by me with Child, &c. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are-doubly won~ 

Ber. If fhe, my Liege, can make me know this dearly~ 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Het. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly Divorce fl:ep between me and you. 
O, my dear Mo~er, do I fee you living~ [To the Countt{s. 

Laf. Mine .Eyes fmell Onions, I iliall weep anon: 1-:· 

1£ 
Good Tom Dntm, lend me a Handkerchief. [To ParoJies. 
So, I thank thee, wait on me home, I'll make Sport with 
thee: Let thy Courtefies alone, they are fc . .1rvy one~. 

King. Let us from point to point this Story know, 
To make the even Truth in pleafure flow: . 
If thou beell: yet a frefh uncropped Flower, [To Dian3. 
Chufe thou thy Husband, and l'll pay thy Do ·Ner, 
For I can guef~, that by thy honefi: atd, 
Thou keep'fl: a Wife her felf, thy felf a Maid. 

V o L, I I. - · · · A a Of 



Of th1t at1d all the Progrefs more and Jefs, 
Ref olvtdly more leifure fi1all exprefs: 
All yet feems weJ1, and if it end fo meet, 
~he bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. 

E PI L 0 G U E. 

T HE King's a Beggar, now the Play is aone: 
.All is well ended, if his Suit he wsn, 

That you exprefs Content; which we will Pay, 
With jlrife to pleafe you, day eKceeding day ; 
Ours be your Patience then, and yours our Parts, 
Tour gentle Hands lend us, ~nd take our Helfrtl. 

[ENtH71t, 
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ramatis Perfonx. 
Rfino, CJJuke of Illyria. 

Sebaftian, a young Gentleman, Brpther to 
Viola. 

Antonio, a Sea-Captain, Friend to Scbafrian. 

Valentine 1 d' h 'D k 
C 

. ' ? Gentlemen atten tng on t e u e. 
uno, J 

Sit" Toby Belch, . Uncle to Olivia. 
Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a foolijh Knight, preten· 

ding to Olivia. 
A Sea-Captain, Friend to Viola. 

Fabian, Servant to Olivia. 
Malvolio, a fanta.flicat Steward to Olivia. 

Clown, Servant to Olivia. 

Olivia, a Lady of great Beauty and Fortune, he· 
lov'd 6y the Vuke. 

Viola, ~n love with the Vuke. 
Maria, Confident to Olivia. - , 

Prie.fl, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants. 

SCENE a City on the Coafl 
Illyria. 



T!fELFTH-NIGHT; 
0 R, . 

What y® will. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
/ 

S C E N E I. The Palace. 

Enter th! 'Duke, Curio, and Lords. 

DV K E. 

;;mEl!mF Mufick be the Food of Love., 
G'ive me excefs of it; that fu 
The Appetite may ficken, and 
That Strain again, it had a d 
0, it came o'er my Ear, like t Wind 
That breaths upon a Bank of 

Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more; 
•ri~ not fo fweet now, as it was before. . 
0 Spirit of Love, how quick and frefh art thou! 
That notwithfianding thy Capacity, 
Receiveth as the Sea; N ought enters there., ,,.. 
Of what validity and pitch fo e'er, 
But falls inro Abatement, and low Price, 
Even in a Minute; fo full of Shapes is Fancy, 
That it lone is high fantafiical. 

CHr. \Vlll you go hunt, my Lord~ 
Du~c. What, CuriD~ 

J\ a 3 £:~. 



C14r. The Hart. 
Duk.._e. Why fo I do, the noblefl: that I have": 

0 when mine Eyes did fee Olivia firft, 
Methought fhe parg'd the Air of Pefl:ilence; 
That Inffant was I turn'd into a Hart, 
And my Defires, like fdl afld cruel Hounds, 
E'er fince purfue me. How now, what News from bed 

EntBr Valentine. 
P"al. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 

But from her Hand.maid do return this Anf wer: 
Tile Element it felf, ~till feven Years heat, 
Shall not behold her Face at ample View; 
But like a Cloyfirefs ihe will vailed walk, 
'And water once a Day her Ch~mbers round 
With E ye·offending .Brine: AIJ this to feafon 
A Brother•s dead Love, w hi eh the wo.uld keep frefu 
And lafiing in her fad Remembrance. 

Dulze. 0 lhe that bath a Heart of this fine Frame, 
To pay this Debt of Love but to a Brother, 
How will fi1e love, when the rich golden Shafc 
Hath kill'd the Flock of all Affeetions elfe 
That live in her! When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 
Thefe foveraign Thrones, arc all fupply'd, and fill'd 
Her fwcet Perf~Ct:ions with one (elf-fame King: 
Aw~y before me, to fweet Beds of Flowers, 
Love Thoughts lye rich, when canopy'd with Bowers.· 

[Exe~ht. 

S C E N E II. The Street. 

Enter Viole, A Captain a11d Sailors. 
f/io. What Country, Friends, is this f 
Cap. This is 1/lyri~, Lady. 
Vio,. And what l11 ould 1 do in 1/lyria? 

My .Brother he is in Eliz.ium. 
~erchance he is not drown'd; what think you, Sailors? 

Cap. le is perchance thlt you your felf w re fav'd. 
Pio. 0 my poor Brother 1 And fo perchance m~y he be. 
Cap. True, Madam; and to comfort y m with Chance, 

A ffure your felf, after our Ship did fpJit, 
~hen you, and thofe poor Number faved with you, 

· · · Huo~ 



Hung on your driving Boat : I f&w your Erotber, 
Moft provident in Peril, bind himfelf, 
Courage and Hope both teaching him the PraCtice, 
To a flrong Mall: that liv'd upon the Sea, 
Where like Orion on the Dolphin's Back, 

faw him hold Acquaintance with the Waves, 
o long as I could fee. 
Yio. For faying fo, there's ~old: 

Mme own Efcape unfoldeth to my Hope, 
Whereto thy Speech ferves for Authority, 
The like of him. Know'ft thou this Country~ 

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

Vto. Who governs here! 
Cap. A noble Duke in Nature1 as in Name. . 
Yto. What is his Name! 
c~zp. Orjino. 
Vtu. Orjinu l I have heard my Father Name him, 

He was a Batchellor then. 
Cap. And fo is now, or was ,fo very late; 

For but a Month ago I went from hence, 
And tnen 'twas frelli in Murmur, as you know ..-.~ 
What great ones do, the lefs will prattle of • . ~ 
That he did feek the Love of fair OlifJia. 

J7io. What's ilie ~ 
Cap. A virtuous · Maid. the Daughter of a Count, 

That dy'd fome twelve Months fince, then leaving her 
In die Protection of his Son, lier Brother, 
Who iliortly alfo dy'd; f0r whofe dear Love_. 
THey fay, fhe had abjar'd the Sight 
.And Company of Men. 

Vto • . 0 tliat I ferv'd that Lady, 
And mrgHt not be deliver~d to the World, 
'filJ I had made mine own Occafion mellow 
What my Efl:ate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compafs, " 
B 'Caufe lhe will admit no kind of Suit, 
No~ not the Duke's. 

Vio. THere is a fair Bchaviur in thee, Captain; 
/\nd tho• tnat Nature, with ~ beauteous VV'all 
Doth oft clofc in Pollution; yet of thee, 

Aa + I 



I will believe thou ha£1: a Mind that fuits 
With this thy fair and outward Character. 
I prcthee, and I'll pay thee bounteoufl y, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my Atd, 
For fuch Difguife as haply flull become 
The Form of my Intent. I'll ferve thjs Duke; 
Thou fualt prefent me as an Eunuch to him, 
It m1y be worth thy P.1ins; for I can fing, 
And fpeak to him in many forts of Mu£ick, 
That will allow me very worth his Service. 
What etfe may bap, to ~fime I will commit, 
Only fuape thou thy Silence to my Wit. 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute I'll be; 
When my Tongue blabs, then let mine Eyes not fee. 

f/iQ. I thank thee; lead me on. - [Exeunt; 

C E N E III, Olivia'.r Houfe. 
Enter Sir To by, ~end Maria. 

. Sir To. What a Plague means my N eece to take the Death 
of her Brother thus? I am fure Care's an Enemy to Life. 

Mar. By~· Troth, Sir T{)by, you muft come in earlier 
a Nights ; your Coufin, my Lady, takes great Exceptionsto 
yol3r ill Hours. 

Sir To. Why let her except, before excepted. 
Mar. Ay, but you muft confine your felf within the mo· 

deft Limits of Order. 
Sir To. Confine~ I'll confine my felf no finer than I am; 

thefc Clothes are good enough to drink in, and -fo be the~c 
Boots tco; and they be not., let them hang themfelves in their 
own Strap". 

M(ar .. Th~t quaffing and drinking_ wiH undo you; I heard 
my Lady t~lk of it Y dlerday, and of a fooJitl1 Knigqt that 
you brought in one Nir,ht hur, to be her Wooer l 

Sir To_. \Vlw, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek} 
Mar. Ay, he. 
Sir To. He's as tall a l\ian as any's in Iflyria, . 
.l'.dar VJ!~"t'c; that ~o th' Purpole! 
Sir Tc. \Vhy, he has tl:ne thoufand Ducats a Year. 
Mar~ .Ay, but he'll ha 'e but a Year in a11 thefe Ducats~ 

He's a very Fo_oJ, and .,_ Prodigal~ 
$ir. 



Sir To. Fie, that you'll fay fo : He plays o'th' Viol-dc
eiambo, 2nd ipeaks three or four Languages Word for 
Word without Book, and hath all the good Gifts of N~
ture. 

Mar. He hath indeed, almofl: natural ; for befides that 
he's a Fool, he'sa great Quarreller; and but that he hath the Gift 
of a Coward to allay the Gufi: he bath in Quarrelling, •cis 
thought among the Prudent, he would quickly have the Gift 
of a Grave. 

Sir To. By this Hand they are Scoundrels and SubfrraCt:ors 
that fay fo of him. Who are they~ 

Mt~.r. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your Company. 

Sir To. Wtth drinking Bealths to my Neece: I'll drink 
to her as long as there is a Paffage in my Throat, and 
Drink in Illyria, He's a Coward and a Coyfiril that will 
not drink to my N eece 'till his Brains turn o'th' Toe like a 
Parilh Top. What Wench~ Caftiliano vulgo; for here comes 
Sir .Andrew Ague-face. 

Enter Sir An drew. 
3ir .And. Sir To by Belch! How now, Sir To by Belc~? 
Sir Tll. Sweet Sir .Andrew. 
Sir And. Blefs you, fair Shrew. 
Mar. And you too, Sir. 
Sir To. Accoft, Sir .Andrew, accofr. 
SiY' And. What's that! 
Sir To. My Neece·s Chamber-maid. 
Sir And. Good Mifirefs Accofi, I dcfi re better Acquain• 

tance. 
Mar. My Name is Mary, Sir. 
Sir .And. Good Mifirefs Mary accofi. 
Sir To. You mifiake, Knight: AccoH: is, front her:> bo:.trd 

her; woe her, a!fail her. 
Sir .And. By my Troth, I would not ·wdcrr kc her in 

this Company. Is that the Meaning of Acco!l: ? 
Mar. Fare yott well, Gentlem,en. 
Sir To. And thou let her pan fo, Si_,r Andrew, \VouJd thou 

migh'fl: never dn.w Sword again. 
Sir And. And you part fo, Mifr fefs, I would I mighr r.e

vn draw Sword again. Fair Ltdy~ do you thi 1k you have 
fools in Hand ? 

Mar 
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Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' Hand. · 
Sir .And. Marry out you iliall have, and here's my Hand. 
MAr. Now, Sir, ]'hought is free: I pray you bring your 

Hand to th• Buttery Bar, and let it drink. 
Sir And. Wherefore, fwcet Heart? What's your Meta

phor~ 
Jl44r. Jr•s dry, Sir. 
Sir .(lnd. Why, I think f<> : 1 am not fuch an Af, but I 

can keep my Hand dry. But w nat's your J eft ? 
Mur. A dry Jefi, Sir~ 
Sir And. Are you full of them ~ 
Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my Finger Ends: Marry, 

now I let go your Han9, I ~m barren. [Exit Mlri~. 
Sir To. 0 Knight, thou Iack'ff a: Cup of C•nary: When 

did I fee thee fo put down~ . 
Sir j!nd.- Never in your Life, lthin'IC, unlefs you fee Ca., 

nary pur down: Mcthink~., fometiities I have no more Wit 
than a C uifhan, or an ordina·y M1n ht1s; but I am a great 
Eater of Beef, and I believe that do's harm to my Wit. 

Sir To. N 0 Qndtior1. 
Sir ...,1r.d. And I thought that I'd forfwear it. I'll ride 

r.~.omc, to ·rvlorrow, Sir Toby. . 
Sfr To. Pur-quoy, my dtar Knight~ 
Sir And. \V hat is pur-quoy ~ Do, or not do ~ I would" I 

bad b€itowed th~t time in'-the Tongues, that r have in Fe~· 
cing~ Dancing, and Bear-baiting : 0 lud I but follow'd 
t11e Arts. 
· Sir To. Then hadff thou had an fxcellent Herd of Hair. 

Sir .A:1d. Why,' would that have mended my Hair? 
S~r To. P~fl Q1eOi m, for thou f~dl: it will not cool my 

N Jftll'l'o 

Str Ancl. But it becomes me we:J enough, does't not? 
Sir 7o. Excell~nr, ir hangs Jike Flax on a Dilbff; and 

l hop~ to fee a HoufewifC: cdke tHee between her Legs, ahd 
I})in it (,ff. ' 
~ Sir A~·d. Fairh I'll home to Morrow, Sir Tob)', your Ncece 
w;lJ nor he f~efl, or if f11t be, it's f.>Ur to one ibc'll' r.one of 
rr·c: rh·: Dd<e hirnfd.f here hud by, woocs hf'r. 

· S1r To. She" :I none o'rh' Dulic, !he'll not matdi aBove her 
Dcgrcr, neir her in I: !late, Years, nor Wit ; I have heard 
her fwcar. Tut, t:H:r,\ Lif~ in•c M::n. · 

• t 
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Sir And. rn flay a Month longer. I am a Fellow o,ch'fl:rangefl: 

Mind i'th' World: I delight in Masks and Revels fom~
times altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at thefe Kick·lhaws, Knight? 
Sir And. As any Man in lllyria, whatfoever he be, under 

the Degree of my Betters, and yet I will not compare With 
an old Man. 

Sir To. What is ·thy ExceJlence in a GaUiard, Knight? 
Sir And. Faith, I can cut a Caper. 
Sir To. And I can cut the Mutton to'r. 
Sir A:'ld. And I think I have the Back-trick, fimply ~s 

firong as any M an in Illyria. · · 
Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? Wherefore have 

thefe (\)ifcs a Curtain before 'em? Are they, like to tai'e Dufl:, 
like Mifl:refs Malls Pieture? Why dofr thou not go to 
Church in a Ga1liard, and come home in a Carranto! My 
very Walk ihould be a Jig! f would not fo much as make 
Water but in a Sjnk-a-pace: What dofl: thou mean~ Is it 
a World to hidp. Virtues in~ I did not think, by the Excel
lent Confiitution of thy Leg, it was form'd under the Star 
of a Galliard. _ 

Scr Ar;d. Ay, 't~s firong, and it does indifferent we11 in ~ 
dam'd-colour'd Stocken. Shall we fit about fome Revels! 

Sir To. What flull we do elfe; were we not born under 
~aurus? · 

Sir And.' Taurus? That's Sides and Heart. 
Sir To. No, Sir, ir h Legs and Thighs. Let me fee thee 

Caper, Ha, high:r: Ha, ha, excellent. [ E~1.·eun~. 

S C E N E IV. The Palace. 

Enter Valentine, and Viola ;'!Man's Attire. 

Yal. If the Duke continue thefe Favours towards yoq, 
Ceforio, you are like to be much advanc•d; he h:ah knowr~ 
you but thne !:Jays, and already you are r.o Str:wger~ 

Plo. You either fear his Humour, or my Negbgencrli 
~hat you call in que!lion the Continuance of his Love. Is~ 
he ih-coo!hnr, S r, in his Favours? 

P:at. No, believe me. ' , 



82..8 
Enter Duk._e, Curio, and Attendants~ 

J7i,o. I thank you: Here comes the Duke. 
Duke. Who faw Cefario, hoa~ 
Plo. On your Attendance, my Lord, here. 
Duk._e. St~nd you a while aloof. Cefario, 

Thou know'ft no lefs, but all: I have undafp'd 
To thee the Book even of my fecret Soul. 
Therefore, good Youth, addrefs thy Gate unto her, 
Be not deny'd Accefs, fl:and at her Doors, 
Arid tell them, there thy fixed Foot fuall grow 
:Till thou have Audience, 

Vio. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If the be fJ ab1ndon'd to her Sorrow 
As it is fpoke_, the never will admit me. 

Duke· Be clamorous, and leap all civil Bounds~ 
R~ther than make unprofited Return. 

rio. Say I dofpcakwithher,myLord,whltthen? 
Du~ e. 0 then, .unfold the Paffion of my Love, 

Surprize her with Difcourfe of my dear Faith; 
It fhall become th(e well to aB: my Woes; 
She will attend it better in thy Youth, 
,Than in a Nuncio's of more grave Afpect. 

Yio. I think not fo, my Lord. 
Du~e. Dear Lad, believe it: 

For they fh all yet belie thy happy Years, 
Th;t fay thou art a rvta n: Diana's Lip 
Is not more fmooth, and rubious; thy fmall·Pipe 
Is as the M~idtn's Org~n .. fluill and found, 
And all is femblative a \Voman's Part. 
I know rhy Confiellation is right apt 
For this Affair: Some four or five attend him, 
All if you will; For I my felf am befr 
When le~fi: 1r1 Com?any. PIOfper well in this, 
And thou Oult live as fi·eely as thy Lord. 
To call his F,·ntunes thine. 

f7io, I'll do my be£1: 
To woo your Lady; yet a barful Snif~·, 
\Vho- .. \.r l woo, my fel f would be his \Vi(e. [Exennt. 

SCENE 



SCENE V. 
Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hafl: been, or I 
will not open my Lips fo wide as a Brifi:le may enter in way of 
thy Excufe; my Lady will hang thee for thy Abfence. 

Clo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 
World needs fear no Colours. 
· Mar. Make thu good. 

Clo. He fhall fee none to fear. 
Mar. A good Lenten Anfwt:r: I can tell thee where that 

faying was born, of I fear no Colours. 
Clo. Where, good Mifrrds Mary ~ 
Mar. In the Wars, and that may you be bold to fay in 

your Foolery. · 
Clo. Well, <Sod give them Wifdom that have it; and thofe 

that are Fools let them ufe their Talents. 
Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long abfenr, 

or to be turn'd away, it not this as good as a hanging to 
you? 

Cto. Many a good Hanging prevents a bad Marriage; and 
for turning away, let Summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are refolute then? 
Clo • . Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two Points. 
Mar. That if one break the other will hold; or, if both 

hreak, · your @a~kings fall. 
CLo. Apt in good Faith, very apt: W cl1, go thy way, if 

Sir Toby would leave Drinking, thou wert as witty a Piece 
of Eve's Flefh, as any in Iilyria. . 

Mar. Peace, you Rogue, no more o'that: Here comes my 
Lady; make your Excufe wifely you were befi. 

Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 
C!o. Wir, and't b~ thy will, put me into good Fooling; 

7 
thofe Wits thlt think they have thee, do very ofc prove 
Fools; and I that am fure I lack thee, may pafs for a wife 
Man. For what fays Q_uinapal:u, Better a witty Fool than 
a fooJiih Wit. God bltfs thee, Lady. " 

Oli. Take the FoJI away. 
Clo. Do you not hear, Fellows, take awc1y the Lady~ 

Oli. 



Oli. Go to, y'are a dry Fool; I'll no more of you; he. 
fides you grow dilhonefi. · 

C/o. Two F~ults, Madona, that Drink and good Counfel 
will amend; for give the dry Fool Drink, then is the Fool 
not dry. Bid dte dilhonefi 1\tlan mend himfelf; if he mend, he is 
no longer difhonefi, if he can nor, let the Botcher mend hitD. 
Any thing that's mended is but patch'd: Virtue that tnnf. 
greifes is but patch'd with Sin, and Sin that amends is but 
patch' cl with Virtue. If that this fimple Sillogifm willferve, 
fo; if it will not, what Remedy~ as there is no true Cuckold 
but Calamity, fo Beauty's a Flower: The Lady bad take a
way the Fool, therefore I fay again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bad them take away you. 
Clo. Mifprifion in the highefi: Degree. Lady, CHcllliHs n111 

Jacit monAchnm; that as much as to fay, as I were not mot· 
ley in my Brain: Good Madona, give me leave to prove 
you a Fool. 

Oli. Can you do it~ 
Clo. Dexterouil y, good Mado•a. 
Oli. Make your Proof. 
Cio. I mufl: catechize you for it, Madona, Good my Moufe 

of Virtue anfwer. 
Oli. W elJ, Sir, for want of other Idlenefs, 1"11 bide your 

Proof. 
C!o. Good Madona, why mourn'fl: thou~ 
Oli. Good Fool, for my Brother's Death. 
Clo. I think his Soul is in Hell, Madona. 
Oli. I know his Soul is in Heaven, Fool. 
Clo. The more Fool you, Madona, to mourn for your 

~rot her's Soul being in Heaven: Take away the Fool, Gen· 
tlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this FooJ, M alv~lio, doth he not 
mend? 

M11l. Yes, and LhaJl do, 'till the Pangs of Death fluke 
'him. Infirmity, that decays the Wife, doth ever make the 
bctrer Fool. 

C/b. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy Infirmity, for the better 
i~creafing your Folly: Sir TohJ will be fworn that I arn no 
Fox, but he will not pafs his Word for. two Pegce that you 
are no Fool. 

0/i. 



Oli. How fay you to that, M~h1olio? 
Mal. I marvel your Ladyfhip takes Delight in fuch a bar

ren Rafcal; I faw him put down the other Day with an or
dinary Fool that has no more Brains than· a Stone. Look 
you no~, he's out of his ~uard al_ready ;' unlefs you laugh 
and mimll:er Occafion to h•m, he IS g2gg d. I protefl: I take 
thefe wife Men th~t crQW fo at thefe fet kind of Fools, no 
better than the Fools Z1t14ies. 

Oli. 0 you are fick of Self-love, ?1-fnlvolio, and tafie with 
a dift:emper'd Appetite. To be generous, guiltlefs, and of 
free Difpofition, is to take thofe things for Bird-bolts that 
you deem Canon-Bullets: There is no Slander in an allow'd 
Fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor no railil'g in a 
known difcreet Man, though he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo. Now Merc11ry indue thee with learning, for thou 
fpeak'fi well of Fools. 

Enter Mari~. 

Mar. Mad:m, there is at the Gate a young Gentleman 
much defires to fpeak with you. 

Oli. From the Count Orjino is it! 
Mar. I know not, Madam, 'tis a fair young Man, and 

well ~ttended. 
Oli. Who of my People hold him in dday! 
M~tr. Sir Toby, Madam, your Kinfm:w. 
OJi. fetch him off I pray you, he fpeaks nothing but Mad

man: Fie on him. Go you, .Jl1ttlvolif1; if it be a Suit from 
the Count, I am fick, or not at home. What you will to 
difmifs it. [Exit Malvoljo. 
Now fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and People dif-
like it. 

Clo. Thou hall: fpoke for us, ll4adona, as if thyeldell: Scn 
fl1ould be a Fool: whofe Scull Jove cram wich Br.ains, for 
here he comes. 

Enter Sir Toby. 
One of thy Kin has a moll weak Pi.1 mater. 

Oli. By mine Honour half dtunk. What is he at th• 
Gate, Coufin! 

Sir To. A Gentleman. 
0/i, A Gentl~nun ~ W~at Gentlemanf 

Sir To. 



Sir To. 'Tis a Gentleman here. A Plague o'thefe pickle 
Herring: Huw now, Sot~ 

CLo. Good Sir Toby. 
Oli. Coufin, Coufin, how have you come fo early by this 

Lethar£y~ · 
Str To. Letchery, I defie Letchery: There's one at the 

Gate. 
Oli. Ay marry, what is he~ 
Sir 7 o. Let him be the Devil and he will, I care not: 

Give me Faith, fay I. Well, it's all one. [Exit, 
. Oli. What's a drunken Man Jike, Fool~ 

Cio. Like a drown'd Man, a Fool, and a Madman: One 
Draught above heat makes him a FooJ, the fecond mads him, 

. and a third drowns him. 
Oli. Go thou and feek the Coroner, and let him fit o, 

my Coz; (or he's in the third Degree of Drink; he's drown'd; 
go look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the Fool !hall look 
to the Madman. [Exit Clown. 

Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, yond young Fellow fwears he will fpeak 

with you. I told him you were fick, he takes on him to 
undedl:and fo much, and therefore comes to fpeak with you. 
I told him you were :ti1eep, he feems to have a Fore-know
ledge of that too, and therefore comes to fpeak with you. 
What is to be fa id to him, Lady? he's fortified againfi any 
Denial. 

Oli. Tell him he fhall not fpeak with me. 
Mal. Ha's been told fo; and he fays he'll ffand at your 

Door like a Sheriff's Pvfi~ and be the Supporter to a Bench, 
but he'll fpe3k with you. 

Oli. What kind o' Man is he~ 
Mt:tl. Why, of Mankind. 
Oli. What manner of Man? . 
ll1al. Of very ill Manners; he'll fpeak with you, will you 

or no. 
Oli. Of what Perfonagc and Years is he. 
J}Jal. Not yet old enough for a Man, nor young enouglt 

for a lloy ; :~s .,..~uafh is before 'tis a Peafcod, or a Cod ling · 
when 'cis ~lmofl: an Apple: 'tis with him in fianding Water, 
betwct;n Boy and Man. He is very well-favour•d., and he 

· · ~~ks 



(peaks very lhrewilhly; one would think his Mothet '~Milk 
were fcuce out of him. 

0/i. Let him approach: Call in my Gentlewoman; 
Mal. C!Jentlewoman, my Lady calls. [Exit.' 

Enter Maria. 
0/i. Give me my V ail: Come, throw it o'er my Face; 

We,ll once more hear Orfino's Embalfy. 
Enter V iol2. 

Pio. The honourable Lady of the Houfe, which is the~ 
Oli. Speak to me, I lhall anfwer for her: Your Will! 
17io. Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable Beauty .. --{ 

pray you tell me if this be the Lady of the Houfe, for I 
never faw her. I would be loath to caft away my Speech; 
for befides that it is excellently well penn'd, I have taken 
great Pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me fufiain no 
Scorn; I am very Comptible, even to the Ieafi: finifier Ufage. 

Oli. Whence came you, Sir l 
YiD. I can fay little more than I have fludied, and that 

.Quefl:ion's out of my Part. Good gentle one, give memo
defi: AU"urance, if you be the Lady of the Houfe, .that I 
may proceed in Speech. · 

Oli. Are you a Comedian ? 
Yio. No, my profound Heart ;~and yer, by the(very Pangs 

of Malice, I fwear, I am not that I play. Are you the La~ 
dy of the Houfe ~ 

0/i. If I do not ufurp my felf, I am. 
Yio. M oft cert~i n, if you are fh e, you do ufurp your fe)f; 

for what is yours to befl:ow, is not yours to referve; But 
this is from my Commiffion. I will on with my Speech in 
your Praife, and then ihew you the Heart of my MeH"age. 

0/i. Come to what is important in'c: I forgive you the 
Praife. 

Yio. Alas, I took great Pains to fiudy it, and 'tis poe
tical. 

0/i, le is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you keep 
it in. I heard you were fawcy at my Gates, and ~llow'd 
your Approach rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 
If you be not mad, be gClne; if you have Reafon, be brief; 
'tis not the time of the Moon with me, to make one in fo 
skipping a Dialogue. 

VoL. II. B b MAr~ 



t; or, 
Mar. \Vill you hoifl: Sail, Sir, here lyes your way. 
pjo. t ro, good Swabber, I am to hull here a little longer: 

Some mol.ificad.on for your Giant, fwcet Ladv: Tell me 
your Mind, I am a Mdfenger. .~ 

Oii. Sure you have fome hideous Matter to deliver, when 
tl e Curtefie of it is fo fearful. Sptak your Office. 

f/io. It alone concerns your Ear. I bring no Overture of 
War, no Taxations of Homage; I hold the Olive in my 
Hand: My Words are as full of Peace as Matter • . 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you~ 
lvlmt would you! 

!71o. The Rudcnefs that hath appear' cl in me have I learn'd 
from my Entertainment. What I am, and what I would, are 
s fecrtt as a Maiden-head; to your Ears~ Divinity; to any 

others, Prophanation. 
Oli. Give us the Place alone. [Exit MariJ. 

We will hear this Divinity. Now, Sir, what is your Text. 
Vto. Mofi fwect Lady. 
Oli. A comfortable Dottrine, and much may be faid of 

it. Where Jyes the Text f 
J7io. In Orjino's Bofom. 
Oli. In his Bof< .m ? In what Chapter of his Bofom ~ 
J7lo. To anfwer by the Method, in the firfi: of his He:1rt~ 
Oli. 0, I have r<:ad it; it is Herefy. Have you no more 

to fay? 
Vw. Good Madam let me fee your Face. 
Oli. Have you any Commiffion from ycur Lord to nego

tiate wi h my Facd Yo'l are_ now out of your 1-ext; but 
we will draw ihe CurtaiP, ana new you the PiCture. 
you, Sir, fuch a one I 'W s tl is prefi·r.t: Is't noc we 
done? [Vnveiling. 

Yio. ExceJlcntly done, if Go did all. 
Oli. 'lfis in grain, Sir, 'c ill endure \\~ind and Wea 

thcr. 
Pio. 'ris Beauty truly · blent, hofe red and white, 

N aturc's own f weet and cunning I-1 nd laid on: 
I.. ad y, you arc the crucJI•fl: She alive, 
If you will lead thefe Ciraccs to the Grave, 
And kave the World no Copy. 

Oli. 0, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted: I will g' 
out divers s,hcdul s of m~ Beauty. It Chall be in.,·entorie 



and every Particle .and UtenfillabeH'd to my Will. As,· 
Item, two Lips indifferent red. Item, two. grey Eyes, w~th 
Lids to them. Item., One Neck, one Chm, and fo forth. 
Were you fent hither to praife me? 

Jl'io. I fee you what you are, you are too proud; 
But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 
My Lord and Ma£l:er loves you: 0 fuch Love 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho' you were crown'd 
:The Non .. pareil of Beauty. 

Oli. How does he.Iove me? 
Yio. With Adorations, fertile Tears, 

With Qiroans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire.· 
0/i. Your Lord do's know my Mind, I cannot love him ; 

Yet I fuppofe him Virtuous, know him Nob le, 
Of great Efl:ate, of frefh and fl:ainlefs Youth; 
In Voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valianr, 
And in Dimenfior., and the Shape of Nature, 
A gracious Perfon; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his Anf wer long ago. 

Vto. If I did love you in my Mall: er's Flame, 
With fuch a Suff'ring, fuch a deadly Life: 
In your Denial I would find no Senff', 
I would not underfiand it. 

Oli. Why, what would you do~ 
Vio. Make me a WiHow Cabin at your Gate; 

And call upon my Soul within the Houfe; 
Write loyal Cantons of contemned Love, 
And fing them bud even in the Dead of Night: 
Hollow your Name to the reverberate Hills, 
And make the babling Goffip of the Air -
Cry out, Olivia: 0 you iliould not reO: 
Between the Elements of Air and arth, 
But you f11ould pity me. 

Oli. You might do much: 
What is your Parentage~ 

Vio. Above my For~nesJ yet my State is well: 
I am a Gentleman. 

Oli. tiet you to your Lord; 
I cannot love him: Let him fend no more, 
UnleE, perchance, you come to me agai , 
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To tell me how he takes it ; fare you well: 
I thank you for your Pains; fpend this for me. 

Vio. I am no Feed-pofi, Lady; keep your Purfe: 
1\ly l\!IaHer, not my felt: lacks Recompence. 
Love make his Heart of Flint> that you 1halllove, 
And let your Fervour like my Mafiu's br, 
Plac'd in Contempt: Farewel, fair Cruelty. [Exit. 

Oli. What is your Parentage ( 
Above my Fortunes,. yet my State is well: 
I am a 6entleman--I'll be f worn thou art .. 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, hy Limb, AB:io~s, and Spirir; 
Do give thee five-fold Blazon-not too fafr--fofc, fofr, :: 
Unlcfs the Mafier were the Man. How now? 
Even fo quickly may ooe catch the Plague~ 
Methinks I feel this Y m th's Perfeaions, 
With an invifible ar:d fubtil Stealth 
To creep in at m;ne Eyes. W,ell, let it be
What hoa, Malvolio. 

Emer Malvolio. 

Mal. Here, Madam, at y6ur Service. 
Oli. Run after that fame peevilb Meffenger, 

The Duke's Man; he hfc this Ring behind him; 
Would I, or not : Tell him, I'll none of it. 
Defire him not to fl.ater with his Lord~ 
Nor hold him up with Hopes, I am not for him: 
If that the Youth will come this way to Morrow, 
rU give him Reafon for't by thee, Malvolio. 

Mal. Madam, I will. [ E.\·it; 
0/i. I do, I know not what, :and fear to find 

Mit.e Eye too great. a :Fhtterer for my Mind: 
- Fate, lhew thy Force, our felvcs we do not owe; 
~hat is decreed mufr bel; and be ~is fo. · [Exit. 

ACT 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

S C EN E the Strtet. 

Enter Antonio and Sebaflian. 

Ant. wiLL you {hy no longer ? Nor will you not that 
I go with you ? 

Seb. By your Patience, no: My Stars iliine darkly ov.er 
me; the Malignancy of my Fate, might perhaps diHcmper 
yours; therefore I crave of you yo:n leave, th c I may bear 
my Evils a]ore. It were a bad recompence for your L'Jvr, 
to lay any of them on you. ' 

Ant. Let me yet know cf you, whither you are bound. 
Seb. No foo h, Sir, my determinate Voyage is meer ex

travagancy: But 1 perceive i, you fo excellent a Touch of 
Modefiy, that you will not extort from me what I am 
willing to keep in, therefore it ch~rgcs me in 1\tannus the 
rarher to exprefs my fetf: You mufi: know of me then, .An
to~tio, my Name is Sebaf/ian, whkh I call,d Bodorigo, my 
Father w~s that Sebttftian of Meffaline, whom I know you 
have heard of. He left behind him, my fclf, and a Sififr, 
both born in one Hour; if- the Heavens had been plea)'d, 
would we h:1d fo. ended: But you, Sir, alter'd that, for fomc 
Hours before you took me from the Breach of the Sea, was 
lllY Sificr drt9wn·d. 

Ant. Ahs the Day! 
Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho' it was faid lhe much refemb'ed 

me, was yct of many accounted beautiful; but tho' I could 
not Vt ith much eil:im.1ble Wonder over· far believe t 1at, yet 
thus far I will boldly publifu her, !he bore a Mind that Er· 
vy could not but call fair: Sh~ is drown'd already, Sir, with 
fait Water, tho' I feem to drown her Rcmembaance again 
with more. , 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad Entertainmert. 
s~b. 0 good Antonio, forgive me your Trouble. 
Ant. If you will not murth r me for my Love, let me 

be yeur Servant. 
Se b. 



Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that i~, "~ 
kill him whom you have rccover'd, defire it nor. Fare ye 
well at once, my Bofom is full of Kindnefs, and I am yet 
fo near the Manners of my Mother, that upon the leafl: ccca
fton more, mine Eyes will tell Tales of me: I am bound to .i 
the Duke Orjino's Court; fuewel. [Exit. 

Ant. The gentlentf; of all the Gods go with thee. 
ll ~ve m:lde Enemies in Orjino's Court, 
Elf ' 0 ' 1ld I very !hortly fee thee there: 
11ut come what may, I do adore thee fo, 
~hat Danger ihall fecm Sport, and I will go. [Exit. 

S C E N E II. 
Enter Viola and Malvolio at foveral Doors. 

Jtfal. Were not you e'en now with the Countef~ Olivia ~ 
f/io. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace, I have fince ar. 

riv'd but hither. 
Mal. She returns this Ring to you, Sir; you might 

have faved me my Pains_, to have ta1\en it away your felf. 
~he :tdds moreover, that JOU .fl1ou!d put your Lord in a 
dtfperate affurance, fi1c will none of him. And one thing 
more, that you be never fo hardy to come again in his Af· 
fairs, unlefs it be to ,report your Lord's taking of this: Re-
ceive it fo. . 

Vto. She took the Ring of me, l'Jl none of it. 
Mal. Come, Sir, you peevilbly threw it to her, and her 

will is, it thould be fo return' d: If it be worth fiooping 
for, there it Iycs in your Eye; if not, be it his that finds 
it. [Exit. 

Vio. I left no Ring with her; what rneons this Lady? 
ortune fr.~rbid my oucfide have not charn 'd her! 

She m;dc good view of me, irdecd U) much., 
~fhat fure methought h(r Eyes had loft her Tongue, 
For l11c did fpeak in fiarts ddhaetedly: 
Sh" loves me furc, the cunning of htr Paffi m 

· Jr-vites me in thic; churlit11 1V1effcnger. 
~one of my Lorc.·s Ring~ \Vhy, he fent her nor e. 
I am the ~'12 .-If it be fo as 'cis, 

oor Lady, fne were better love a Dream. 
Difguife, I f'e thou art a Wi,kednefs, · 

~Berein 
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Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much. 
How eafie is it, for the proper falfe 
In Womens waxen Hearts to fet their Forms! 
Alas, our Frailty is the caufe, not we, 
For fuch as we are, we arc made, iffuch we be~ 
~ow will this fadge 1 My MafL .. r loves her dearly, 
And I, poor Monfler, fond ~s much on him; 
And fhe

1 
mifiaken, fecms to dote on me : 

Wbat 11l become of this? As I am a Man, 
Mv State is defperate for my Mail: er's Love; 

am a Woman, now ala5 the day, 
Wh1t thriftlefs Sighs fhall poor Olivia breathe ~ 
0 Time, tholl mufl: untangle this, not I, 
It is teo hard a Knot for me t'unty. [Exit. 

S C E N E Ill. Olivia's Houfe. 

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Approach Sir .Andrew : Not to be a-bed afcer 

Midnight, is to be up betimes, and Diluculo furgere, thou 
know'fi. 

Sir .And. Nay, by my trotl., I know not : But I know~ 
to be up late, 1s to be up late. · 

Sir To. A falfe Conclufion : I hate it as an unfill'cl Can ; 
to be up after Midnighr, and to go to Bed then, is early ; fo 
that to go to Bed atcer Midnight, is to go to Bed betimes. 
Daes not our Lives coofifr of the four Elements! 

"Sir And. 'Faith fcJ they fay, but I think it rather confifis 
of Eating and Drinking. · 

Sir To. Th'ut a Scholar, let us therefore cat and drink~ 
A-farina I fay, a fioop of Wine. 

Emer Clown. 
Sir And. Here comes the Fool, i'faith. 
Clo. How now my Hearts ; did Y"u never fee the Pi· 

Cl:ure of we three? 
Sir TQ. \V elcome A~, now let's have a Catch. 
Sir And. By my troth, the Pool has an excellent Breatl:. 

I had rather than forty Shillings I had fuch a Leg, and fo 
~weet a Breath to fing, as the Fool has. Infooth thou wait 
1n very gracious fooling 1afl: Night, whan thou' fpok'fl: of 
Pigrogromitus, of the P'apians paffing the Equinoctial of 

· · B b 4 QpeubJ!s;_ 
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Q!!_eubuJ; 'twas very' good i'faith: I fent thee fix Ptnce for 
thy Lemon, hadfl: it ? 

CL(I. I did impeticos thy gnti11ity ; for Malvolio's Nofe 
is no Whtp-fiock. My Lady has a white Hand, and the :u: 
Mirmidons are no Bottle-Ale-houfes. 

Sir And. ExceJlent: Why this is the befi fooling, when 
all is done. Now a Song. 

Sio 1-o. Come on, there is fix Pence for you. Let's have 
a Song. 

Sir .And. There's a T efhil of me too; if one Knight give 
a----

Cto. f Would you have a Love-fong, or a Song of good 
Life ? · 

Sir To. A Love-fong, a Love-fang. 
Sir And. Ay, ay, care not for good ~ife. 

Clr;wn jings. 4 

0 Miftrefl mine, where are you roming? 
0 flay and hetlr, your true Love's coming, 

7 hat can Jing both high and low. 
Trip no further, prrtty Swelling, 
Journeys end in Lovers meeting, 

Every wife Man·s Son doth k.,.now. 

Si~ And. Excellent good, 'faith. 
Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is Love, 'ti.r not hereafter, 
Prefent Mirth hath prefent Laughter. 

What'.r to come, is fttll unfure. 
In delay there lyo no plenty, 
Tl:en come lzif.r me ju•ect and twenty: 

Yottth 's a St ujf ~·ill not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous Voice, as I am 3 true Knight. 
Sir To. A contagious Breath. 

• t 

Sir And. V r; weet 2nd contagious, i'f ith. 
Str To. I'> hear by h N fe, it is Dulcet i 11 Contagion. 

Bur ihaH we mak<. th W el!fin d;wc ind d? 'Shall we roui. 
the N1~hta'O I in a Catch, hat will draw three Souls out 
of one W fDVtJ? S .• a1] We do : hn l 
' Sir And. And you love me, lef's do't ; I ~m a Dog at a 
·catch. et~. 



C!o. Byr Lady, Sir, and fome Dogs will catch well. 
Sir And. Mofi: certain: Let our Catch be, Thou Knave. 
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou Knave, Knight. I fiull be con-

firain 'd in't, to call thee Knave, Knight. 
Sir And. 'Tis not the firfr time I have confl:rain'd one to 

call me Knave. Begin, Fool ; it begins, Hold thy peace. 
Clo. I fhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 
Sir .And. Good i'faith : Come, begin. [They (ing a Catch. 

· Enter Maria. 
Mar. What a Catterwalling do you keep here ~ It my 

Lady have not call'd up her Steward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of Doors, never trufl: me. 

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are Politicians, Mal
volio's a Peg·a-Ramfey, and Three merry Men be we. Am 
not I Confanguimous ~ Am not I of er Blood! Tilly Valley, 
Lady! There dwelt a A-fan in Babylon, Lady, Lady. [Singh:zg. 

G!o. Beihrew me~ the Knight's- in admirable Fooling. 
Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos'd, and 

fo do I too : he does it with a better Grace, but I do it 
more natura!. 

Sir To. 0 Twclftb Day of December. 
Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

Enter Malvo)iQ • 

[Singing. 

.. Mal. My Mafi:ers, are you m:td? Or what are you ~ 
Have you no Wit, Manners, nor Honefiy, but to gabble like 
Tinkers at this time of Night ? Do ye make an Ale-houfe 
of my Lady's Houfc, that ye fq ueak out your Ccziers 
c~tches without any mitigation or r rnorfc of Voice ~ Is 
there no refpeB: of Place, Perfon<=, nor Time in you. 

Sir To. We did keep time, S:r, in our Catches. Sneck up. 
jVfal. Sir Toby, f mt.fi be round w·th you. My Lady 

bade me tell you, that fh e h rbon s y .. u as her Kinfman, 
fhe'~ nothing ally'd ro your i.)iforders. If you can ftparar 
your felf and your 1\tiifdemeanors, you are wtlcome to (he 
Houf... : If not, and tt would plcafe yoH to take leave of her, 
ilie is very wiliing ro bid you farewcJ. 

Sir To. Farewd, de"r Heart, fince I muil: needs be gone. 
Mar . .~, 1 ay, ~ocd Sir Toby. 
Clo. His Eyesdo fhtw his Days are almofi done. 
Mal. Is't even io ~ 
~ir' To. But I wtll never dye. 



-Night; or, 
Clo. Sir Toby, there you 1ie. . 
Mal. This is much Credit to you. 
Str To. Shall I bid him go~ [Singing: 
Clo. vVhat and if you do~ 
Sir To. Shall I bid him gg, and .[pare not ? 
Ci:;. 0 no, no, no, you dare not. 
S1r To. Out o'tune, Sir, ye lie: Art thou any more than 

a Steward ? Doft thou think, becaufe thou art virtuous, there 
1hall be no more Cakes aLd Ale ~ 

Clo. Yes, by Saint .Anne ; and Ginger fball be hot i'th' 
Mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt i'th' right. Go, "i ·, rub your Chain with 
Crums. A Stoop of Wir c, M ana. 

Mal. J\.tlifirefs Mary, if you priz' my Lady'~ Favour at 
any rhing more than Contem:Y, you wou.d not give means 
for this uncivil Rule; lhe !hall know of it, by thi~ Hand. 

' [Exit. 

ll4ar. Go fluke your Ears. 
Sir A'~d• 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when a Man's 

a hungry, to challenge hi n thf' Field, and then to break 
Promife with him, and m ke a Fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, Knight, I'll write thee a Challenge: or I'll 
dehvcr thy Indignation to h!m by word of l\1outh. 

A-far. Sweet, Sir Toby, 0c pati~nt for to N'ght; fince 
the Youth of the Duke's was to Day with my Lady, fhe is 
much out of qui~r. For l\1.onGeur Afalvolio, let me alone 
with him : If ! do not gull him into a nayword, and make 
him a c0mmon Recreation, do not think I h we wit enough 
to lye fhaight in my Bed : I know I can do it. 

Sir To. Poffcfs us, poff fs U', tell us fomcthing of him. 
· A1ar. Marrv, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a Puritan. 

Sir And. 0~ if I tl.ought that, I'd beat him like a Dog. 
Sir To. What, for b i~g ~ Pu:·itan ?Jthy cxquititc Reafon, 

dear Knight. 
Sir .AnJ. I have. no exquifite Rcafon f01 't, but I have 

R.eafon gocd (nough. 
Mar. The Dcvll a Purira,, that he is, or any thing con

flantly but a Tarn .. pJcafer, an affecti.Qn'd At~, th:a Cons 
State without Book, and utters !t by great fwath5. The 
hefl p~rfuadcd of himfdf : So cram'd, as he thinks, with 
'r~icdlencie~, that it is his ground of Faith, that all that look 

OA 



on him, love him; and on that Vice in him will my Re
venge find notable Caufe to work. 
· Sir 1o. What wilt thou do~ 

Mar. I will drop in his w~y fome obfcure Epifl:Ies of · 
Love, whcr"in, by the colour of his Beard, the lhape of his 
I 4 eg, the manner of his Gate, the cxprdfure of his Eye~ 
Foreh€ad, and Complexion, he fua1l find himfelf mofi fed"f 
inoly perfon~t :.d. I can write very ltke my Lady your 
N~ice, on a forgott~n matter we can hardly make dlt1in
crion of our hand • 

Sir To. Excell nt, I fmell a Device. 
Sir And. I havt:'c in my N ofe too. 
Sir T;o. He {hall thir.k by the Letters that thou wilt drop 

that they come from my Neice~ and that tbe is in Love 
with him. 
M~1r. My purpofe is indeed a Horfe of that Colour. 
Str .And. And your Horfe now would make him an Afs. 
Mar. Afs, I doubt not. 
Str And. 0 ,twill be admirable, 
Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know my Phyfick 

will work wi th him. I will p!ant you two, and let the 
Fool make a third, where he fhall find the Letter: Obferve 
his Confiruetion of it: for this Night to Bed, and dream 
on the Event. Far~weJ. . [Exit~ 

Sir To. Good Ntght, Penthijilea. 
Sir And. Before me, i11e,s a good Wench. 
Sir To. She's a l3eagle, true bred, and one that adores 

me; w hlt o'rhat ~ 
Sir And. I was ad or ~d once too. 
Sir To. L"'t's to Bed, Knight: Thou h~d fi ne~d fend for 

rrore Mony. 
Sir And. If I cannot recover yo:.u N t ice. I am a foul 

~~y out. ' 
Sir To. Serd for Mcny, Knight; if thou h~fi her not i'th~ 

er:d, call me Cut. J 

Sir And. If I do nor, never trufi me, take it how you 
will. i 

Sir To. Come, come, I'll ~o burn fome Sad<, 'tis too late 
~o go to !3 .. d now :Come, Knigh .. , comr, Knight. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 



S C E N E IV. The Palace. 
Enter Dr-t~e, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me fame Mufick; now good morrow, 
Fiiends: ~ 

Now good, Cefario, but that peice of Song, ~ 
That old and anrick Song we l::eard lafi Night; 
Mcthought it did relteve my Paffion much, 
More than Jight Airs, ~nd recollected Terms 1! 

Of thefe moit bri:.k <md giddy .. pac'd Times. 
Come, but one V et fe. 

C14r. He is not here, fo pleafe your Lord!hip, that thould • 
fin? it. 

DukJ. Who wa<) it? 
Cl4r. Fefte the J efter, my Lord, a Fool that the Lady 

Ol1via's Father took mn'h delight in. He is about the 
Houfe. 

D:$.0e. Se"k him out, and play the Tune the while. 
[Mujic~ 

Come hither, Boy, if ever thou fha1t Love, 
In the fwect Pangs of ir, renumber me; 
For fuch as I am, all true Lovers arr, 
Up(t~id and ~kittitb in all Motions clfc, 
Sa\'e in the confiant Image of the Creature 
That is bdov'd. How dcfi thou like this Tune! 

Plo. It ... i ves a very Eccho to the Seat 
\tVhcrc Love is thron'd • 

. DuJ'!. Thou dolt fpe~k mafrcrly. 
My Life upon•r, young tho' thou art, thine Eye 
Hath Haid upon ~Jmc F•vour th1t It lo\cs: 
B:nh it nor" lloy? 

f/jo. A little, by your Favour. 
!Ju~e. What kiild of vVoman is't? 
P"io. Of vour Comolexion. 
Duks. She is not w~rth thee then. \Vhat Years, i'faith? 
Pio. About yo{tr Years, my Lord. 
D1tke. Too old, by Heav•n; Let Hill rhe Woman take 

An elder rh.an her fel(, fo wears !}le to him; 
S l fwa) s 01c h-vel in her Hus~~and's Heart. 
t-·o ·, Boy, hc;wcver we do praife our fd ves, 

Our 



Our Fancies are more giddy and unfirm~ 
· More longing, wavering, fooner Iofl: and worn, 

Than Womens are. 
Jl'io. I think it well, my Lord. 
Duke. Then let thy Love be younger than thy felf, 

Or thy AffeCtion cannot hold the bent: 
For Women are as Rofes, whofe fair Flower 
Being once difplay,d, cloth fall the very hour. 

Jlio. And fo they are: Alas, that they are fo. 
To dye, even when they to Perfecrion grow. 

Enter Curia and Clown. 
Duk!. 0 Fellow come, the Song we had laft night. 

Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain; 
The Spinfiers and the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free Maids that weave their Thread with Bones~ 
Do ufe to chant it: it is filly footh~ 
And dallies with the Innocence of Love, 
Like the· old Age. 

C!o. Are you ready, Sir? 
DHke. I prethee fing. [ Mujicb.. 

S 0 N G. 

Come Away, come away, Death, 
.And in fod Cyprefs let me be laid; 

Fly ttway, fly away, Breath, 
I tflm jlain by a fair Cruel Maid. 

My Shrowd of' white, :fluck.. all with Yew, 0 prepare it. 
My part of Death no one fo true did jhar e it. 

Not a Flower, not a Flower fweet, 
On my black... Coffin let there be ftrown: 

Not a Friend:~ not a Fritnd greet 
, My poor Corps, where my Bones foall be thrown. 

A thoufand thoufand Sighs to fave, lay me 0 where 
Sad true Lover never find my Grave, to weep thert. 

I 

DHk..,e. There's for thy Pains, 
C/11. No Pains, Sir, I take pleafure in finging, Sir.· 
Duk!. rn pay thy Pleafure then. 
Clo. Truly, Sir, and Pleafure will be paid one time, or 

other. 



Duke. Give me now leave, to leave thee.· 
CLo .. Now the rnelanchollv God proteCt thee, and the 

T-aylor make thy Doublet df changeable Taffata, for thy 
Mind is a very Opal. I would have Men of fuch Confran
cy put to Sea~ that their Bufinefs might be every thing, and 
their intent every where, for that's it that always m'dkes a 
good Voyage of nothing. FareweJ. [Exit. 

Duke. Let all the refi give pJace. Once more, Ceforio, 
Get thee to yond fame fovereign Cruelty: 
T~ll her my L.ove, more noble than the World, 
Puzes not quantity of dirty Lands, 
l·he Parts that Fortune hath befi:ow 'd upon her, 
'Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune: 
But 'tis that Miracle, and Queen of J erm 
That Nature pranks her in, attraCts my SJuJ, 
· Fio. But if the cannot love you, Sir. 

Duk!. It cannot be fo anf wer'd. 
Pio. Sooth but you mufl. 

Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there is, 
H!th for your L()ve as great a pang of Heart 
As you have for Olivia: You cannot love her ; 
You tell her fo; Mufi .fhe not then be anfwer'd f 

Du'<!. Tf.ere is no \Voman's Sides 
Can bide the beating of fo fl:rong a P-affinn, 
As L<:we doth give my Heart: No \Voman's Heart 
So big, to hold fo much, they hck rttention. 
Alas, their Love may be call'd Appetite: 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 
~fhat fiJfftrs Surf: it, C!oyment, an·d Revolt; 
But m;ne is all as hungry as the s~a, 
And can digeft as m 1 h; make no compue 
Between that Lo·;e a Woman -can bear me, 
And 'that [ owe Olivia. 

Vro. Ay but I know
Buk.!. W1ut doft rhou know ? 
Pio. Too well what love Women to Men do owe: 

In faith they are as true of Hearr, as we.t 
My F.tthcr had a Daughter lov'd a Man 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a Woman, 
I Bl'<'1Uld your l.ordlhip. 

Du~. And whu's her I-Iifiory f 



pjo. A blank, my Lord: She never her Love, 
But let Concealment, like a Worm i' th' Bud, 

. Feed on her damask Cheek: She pin"d in thought, 
And with a green and yellow Melancholy, 
She fate like Patience on a Monument, 
Smiling at Grief. Was not this Love indeed! 
We Men may fay more, fwear more, but indeed 
Our thews are more than will; for fiill we pro,:e 
Much in our Vows, but little in our Love. 

Duke. But dy'd thy Sifl:er of her Love, my Boy? 
Vio. I am all the Daughters of my Father's Houfe, 

And all the Brothers too-and yet I know not
Sir, iliall I to this Lady? 

Duk.!. Ay, that's the Theam. 
To her in hafl:e; give her this J ewd: Say, 
My L':>ve can give no place, bid no den ay. [ E.\.etmt; 

S C E N E V. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Str To. Come thy ways, SigAior Fa!Jian. 
Fab. Nay, I'll c~me; if I lofe a fcruple of this Sport, ]et 

me be boil'd to Death with Melancholly. 
Str To. Would'fi thou not be glad to have the niggardly 

rafcally Sheep-biter, come by fome not~ blc Shame~ 
Fah. I would exult, Man; you know he brought me out 

of Favour with my Lady, about a .Bear-baiting here. 
Sir To. To anger him we'll have the Bear again, and we 

will fool him black and blue, fhall we not, Sir Andrew ~ 
Sir And. And we do not 'tis pity ofour Lives. 

Enter Maria. 
Sir To. Here comes the little V ill• in: How now, ~ 

Nettle of India~ 
Mar. Get ye all three into the Box-tree; Malvolio's co

ming down this W aJk, he has been yondtr i, th' Sun prafti
fing Behaviour to his own Shadow this half h ')Ur: Obferve 
him for the love of Mockery; for I know th!s Letter will 
make a Contemplative Ideot of him. Clofe, in theN a me of 
J effing, lye thou there; for here comes the Trout that rnuft 
be caught with tickling. [Exit. 

Enoe,. 



Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. 'Tis but Fortune, all is Fortune. M aria once told 

me ihe did affeCt me, and I have heard her fdf come thus 
near, that ihould fhe fancy, it ihould be one of my Com
plexion. Befide5, lhe ufes me with a more exalted Re
fpecr, than any one elfe that follows her. . What iliould I 
think on,t ~ 

Sir To, Here's an over-weaning Rogue. 
Fab. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey~ 

Cock of him; how he jets under his advanc·d Plumes. 
Sir And. 'Sltfe, I could fo beat the Rogue. 
Sir To. Peace, I fay. 
Mal. To be Count Malv9lio. 
Sir To. Ah Rogue. 
Sir And. Pifiol him, Pifiol him. 
Sir To. Peace, peace. 
11-fal. There is Example for't: The Lady of the Str~ch] 

married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe. 
Sir And. Fie on him, Jez..ebel .. 
Fab. 0 peace, now he's deeply in; look how Imagination 

olows him. 
Mal. Having been three Months married to her, fitting· 

in my State. 
Sir To. 0 for a Stone-bow to hit him in the Eye. 
lWal. Calling my Officers ::tbout me, in my branch'd Vel

vet Gown; having come from a Day-bed, where I have lefc 
Olivia fleeping. 

Sir To. Fire and Brimft.1ne. 
Fab. 0 peace, peace. 
Mal. And then to have the Humour of State; and after 

a demure Travel of Regard, telling them I know my place, 
I.wou1d they lhouJd do theirs-To ask for my Kinf· 

marrTobJ--
Sir To. Bolts and Shackles. 
FtJh. Oh peace, peace, prace, now, now~ 
M~tl. Scvr:n of my People with an obedient Start make 

oct for him: I frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my Watch, or play with fome rich J eweJ. To~} approaches, 
Courtfies there fo me. 

Sir T1. Shall this FeUow live f 



Fab. Tho; our !Hence be drawn from us with Cares, yet 
peace. · 

Mal. I extend my hand to him thus ; quenching my fa~ 
mili4r Smile with an aufl:ere regard of Co~trouJ. . • 

Sir 7 o. And does not Tobj take you a blow on ,the L1ps 
then~ 

MAl. Saying, Coufin Toby, m,y Fortunes having call me 
on your Neicc, give me this Prerogative of Speech-

Sir To. What, what? . . 
.ll1al. You mufi amend your Drunkennefs~ 
Sir To. Out, Scab~ . 
Fab. Nay, p1tience, or . we brea~ the ~inews of our Plot~ 
Mal. Befides, you wafle the Treafure of your Time~ 

with a foolifu Knight--7-- . 
Sir And. T hat's me, I warrant you. 
Mal. O ne Sir Andrew. .. . 
Sir And. I knew 'twas T, for many do call me Fool. 
Mal. What l!mployment h~ve we here! [Takfng HP a 
Fab. Now is the Woodcock near the Gin. Letter. 
Sir To. Oh peace i Now the Spirit of Humours intimate 

reading aloud to him. . . 
Mal. By my Life this is my Lady's hand: Thefe be her 

very Cs, her V's, and her 7's, and thus. makts fhe her great 
P's. It i~ in Contempt. of quefiion her I:Iand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her V's, and her T's; why that~ 
. Mal. To the unk.._nown belov'd, this, and my go1d Wsfoes; 
.Her very Phrafes : By your leave, Wax. Soft! an~ the Im~ 
preffure her LNcrece, with which fi1e ufes to feal; 'tis my. 
Lady : To whom fuould this be I . 

Fa~. This wins him, Liver and aU. 
Mal. J ove k.nows I Love, but 'Juh,, iips do .not ;,ovt, n~ 

Man mu{fk._now. No Man mull know--What f<tllows~ The 
Numbers alcer·d--No Man mull know~ 
If this iliould be thee, Malvolio ! 

Sir To. Marry hang t~ee, Brock. . . 
Ml!l. I ma1 command where I adore, but Silen,e, like ~ 

. Lucrefs Knife. 
With holdnefl ftroke my Heart d1th gore, M~ 0. A. I. doth 

[way my Life, 
Fab. A Fufl: ian Riddle. 
Sir To. Excellent Wem;h, fay f.· 
V 0 L. Ir. . -- c c M~l. 

I 
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· Mal. M. 0. A. I. doth fway my Life-Nay, but 
6rfl: let me fee-let me tee- ~ 

F ab. What a difh of Poifon has fue drefs'd him~ 
Sir To. And with what Wing the Stallion checks at it~ 
fi1al. I may command, where I adore. Why 1he may 

command me; I ferve her, fh e is my Lady. Why this is 
evident to any formal Capacity. Thwe Is no ob!l:ruetion in 
t his-and tbe snd-what lhould that Alphabetiaal 
poGtion portend. If I could make that refemble fomething 
in me! Softly--M. 0 • .A. I.- Jf 

.Sir To. 0. I. make up that, he is now at a cold Scent. 
F~b. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be as rank 

as a Fox. 
Ma4 M._:_Malvolio- M.- why that begins 

my Name. 
F~tb. _Did not I fay he would work it out, the Cur is ex·. 

ce1lent at Faults. 
Mal. M. But then there is no confonancy in the Sequel; 

that fuffe rs under Probation: A fl1ould follow, but 0 
does. ~ 

FA b. And 0 th all end, I ~ope. 
Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him cry 0. 
Mal. And then 1. comts behind. ' 
Fab. Ay, and you had any Eye behind you, you might 

fee more dLtraction at your Heeb, than fortunes before 
you. 

Mal. Jtf. 0 . .A. l.-This Simulation is not as the for" 
mer--And yet to crulh this a lirtk, it would bow to - me~ 
for e\ ery one of ! hcfe Letters are in my naftle. Sofr, here 
fuHows Profe -Ij this f.-~ll into thy htmd, revol11e. In 111] 
Stars I am above thee, but be not afraid •f Greatnifs; j6me 
are born Gre,ct,fome atchieve Greatnefs, 11nd fome hiiJveGreat• 
nefs p11t Hpon them. Thl Fates open their Hands, let th] 
Blood and Spirit embrace them; and to inure thy felf to 'JIJhat 
thou art Like to be, caft. thy /,urlil?le Slough, ttnd appear Jrejh. 
Be oppojite with a Kinjman, furly '2Vith Servants: Ltt th] 
TongHe tang Arguments of State; p_ut tl;y [elf into the Tric~ 
of Singularity. She th111 advifes thee, that jighs for thee. 
Remember who commended thy )'ellow Stock.jngs~ ar.d 1JJijlld 
to fee thee ever crofl·garter'd. I jay remember; go to, thoH 

11rt rrMde, ifthoH dejireft to be fo: lf net, let me foe thte a 
Steward 



StewArd flill, the Fellow of Servants, and not worthy to 
touch Fortune's Fingers. Farewet. She that would alter Ser .. 
vices with thee. ·rhe -fortunate aod happy Day-light and 
Champian difcovers not more: ·rhis is open. I will be 
pro~d, I will read politick ~uthors, I ~i1l baffle. Sir Toby, 
I wdl walh off grofs Acquaintance, I will be potnt d~vife, 
the very Man. I do now fool my fdf, to let Imagination 
j:ade me; {or every Reafon excites to this, that my Lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow Stockings of late, 
1he did praife my Leg. being crofs-garter'd, and in this ihe 
maoifefis her felf to my Love, and with a kind of Con
junction drives me to thefe Habits of her liking. 1 thank 
my Stars, I am happy: I will be firange, Ho ut, in yellow 
Stockings a~d crofs-garter'd, even with the fwiftnefs of put
ting on. Jove, and my Stars be praifed. Here JS yet a Pofl:
fcript. Thou canft not chufe to k.__now who I am ; if 1/;ou en• 
tertainefl my Love, ltt it appear in thy fmiling, thy Sm.ies bc
&DIIJe thee well. Therefore in my Prefence ftill [mile, Dear 
my Sweet, I prethee. Jove, I thank thee, I will fmile, 1 
will do every thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit. 

FAb. I will not give my part of this Sport for a Penfioa 
of Thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I cotdd marry this W en~h for this Device. 
Sir .And. So could I too. 
Sir To. And ask no other Dowry with her, but fuch ano.: 

tber J eft. · 
Enter Maria. 

Sir .And. Nor I neither. 
Fteb. Here comes my noble Gull-catcher. 
Sir To. Wilt thou fet thy Foot o'my Neck! 
Sir And. Or o•mine either~ 
Sir To. Shall I play my Freedom at Tray~trip, and be~ 

come thy Band-fiave ~ 
Sir And. I' faith, or I either~ 
Sir To. Why thou haff: put him in fi1ch a Dream, that 

when the Image of it leaves him, he mufi run mad. 
Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him~ 
Sir To. Like .A1ua·V'it~ with a Mid wift>. 
MAr. If you will then fee the Fruits of the Spol't, mark 

his firfi: approach before my Lady: He will come to her in 
yellow Stockings, and 'cis a Colour f11e abhors~ and crofs· 

C c :z. garter'd1 



t; or, 
~arter'd, a Fafhion fhe detefis : _And he will fmfle upon 
h : r, wh~ ch will now be fo unfmtable to her D1fpofition, 
bei,,g addiCted to Mebncholy, as the is, that .it canr.or but 
turn him into a notable Contempt : If you wdl fee it, fol
low me. 

Sir To. To the Gates, Tartar, thou mofi exceilent Devil 
of Wit. 

Sir .And. rll make one too. [Exeunt~ 

A C , T Ill. S C E N E I. 

S C EN E A Garden. 
EnterVioJa and Clow~Z. 

Pio. sA V E thee, Friend, and thy Mufi,k: Dofr thou 
Jive by the Tabor ~ 

Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 
P'io. Art thou a Churchman? 
Clo. No fuch matter, Sir, I do live by the Church: Fer 

I do live at my Houfe, and my Houfe doth fiand by the 
Church. 
· P'io. So thou may'fi fay the King Jyes by a Beggar, if a 
Beggar dwell near him: Or the Church fiands, by thy Ta
bor, if thy Tabor fiand by the Church. 

Cio .. You have faid, Sir: To fee this Age! A Sentence 
isl hut a chev,ril Glove to a good Wit; how quickly the 
wrong fide may be turn'd outward. 

J?to. Nay, that's certain ; they that dally nicely with 
Words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore my Sifier had no Name, Sir. 
J'io. Why, Man ~ 
C/9. Why~ Sir,. her Name's a word, and to dally with 

that word, might make my Sifier wanton : Bn_t indeed, 
~ords are very Rafcals, fince Bonds difgrac'd them. 

Yto. Thy Reafon, Mm ? 
Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none withou~ Words~ 

~nd Words ar~ grow~ fo f~H~, I am loath to prove Reafon 
.with them. -



All's well that Ends 

1lfo. I warrant thou art a merry Fellow, and carefl: for 
nothing. 

C/o. Not fo, Sir, I do care for fometl ing; but, in my 
Confcience, Sir, I do not care for you: If that be to car<= 
for nothing, Sir, I would Jt would make you invtfible. 

J7io, Art not thgu the Lady Oltvia's Fool? 
Clo. No indeed, Sir, the Lady Olivia has no f oJJy, fbe 

will keep no Fool, Sir, ~till1he be married; and Foe Is are 
as like Husbands, as Filchers are to Herrings, the Husbai1d's 
the bigger: I am 'ndeed not her Fool, but her corruptc1 of 
Words. 

Vto. I faw thee late at the Duke Orjino's. 
Clo. Foolery, Sir, he does walk ab.our the Orb like the 

Sun, it iliines every where. I would bt forry, s·r, but the 
Fool fuould be as oft with your M.1fier, as wi<n my Mifhcls: 
I think I faw your Wifdom there. · 

"{/iiJ. Nay, and thou pafs upon me, I'll no more with thee. 
Hold, there's Expences for thee. 

CLo. Now Jove, in his next Commodity of H.1ir, · fer.d 
thee a Bead. ' 

Pia. By my troth, I'll tell thee~ I am almofi Gck for one. 
. though I would not have it grow on my Chin. Is thy Lady 

withm ~ · 
Clo. Would not a p1ir of thefe have bred, Sir? 
Yto. Yes, being kept togerhrr, and put to ufe. 
Clo. I would play Lord P~tndarus of PhrygiA, Sir, to bring 

a Crcflida to this Troy/us. 
Yio. I underfiand you, Sir, 'tis well l?eg~'d. 
Cto. The matter I hope is not great, Sir; b~g~ing, but a 

Beggar: Crtj]ida was a B"ggar. My Lady is within, Sir. 
I will confier to them whence you come, who you ~r~, ~nd 
what you would is out of my Welkin, I might fay, Eh
ment, but the word is over-worn. L Exit. 

P'io. This Fellow is wtfe enough to play th ;; Fool, 
And to do that well craves a kind of ~'it: 
He mufi obferve their Mood on whom he J efis, 
The Quality of the Perfons, and the Time; 
And like the Haggard, check at every Feath"'r 
That comes before his Eye. This is a praCtice 
As full of Labour as a W ift-man's Art : 

· - - Cc 3 For 



•n _ _.._Night ; or, 
For Folly th:~t he wifdy fhews, is fit; 
But wife M ·ns Fotly fall'n, quite taint their Wir; 

Enter Str To ~v and Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Save you, Gentleman. 
Pto. And you, Sir. 
Sir And. Dieu vous guard Monjieur. 
Vio. Et vous auji, voftre flrvittlr. 
s~r And. 1 hope, Str, you are, and I am yours. 
Sir To. Will you encounter the Houfe, my Nei'e is de· 

firous you fuould enter, if your Trade be to her. 
Yio. I am bound to your N 'ice, Sir; I mean, fhe is the 

Lifl: of my Voyage. 
Sir To. Tafie your Legs, Sir, put them to motion. 
Ytp. My Legs do better underfl:and me, Sir, than I under

fhnd what you mean by bidding me tafie my Legs. 
Sir To. 1 mean to go, Sir, to enter. 
r;.,. I will anfwer you with Gate and Entrance, but we 

are prevented. 
Enter Olivia and Maria. 

~tlofl: excellent accompliili'd Lady, the Heav'ns rain Odours 
on you. 

Sir .A;~d. That Youth's a rare Courtirr! rain Odours ! 
well. . 

Pio. My Matter hath no Voice, Lady, but to your own 
mofi pregnant and vouchfafcd Ear. 

Sir .And. Odours, pregn.1nt and vouchfafed: I'll get 'em 
~n three ready. 

0/i. Let the Guden Door be fh ut, and leave me to my 
beari~g. [E~tlfnt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
Give me your Hand, Sir. 

?;o. l\1y Duty, Madam, ~nd moll: humble Sc:rvice. 
Oli. vVhat is ycrur Name! 
Pio. ·-Cc/ario is yuur Servant's Name, fair Princef ~ 
Oli. My S.:.rvant, Sir? 'Twas never merry World, 

Since lowly feigning waS' call'd Complement: 
Y,are Serv-ant to the Duke Orjino, Yourh. 

~io. And he is yours, and hii mu!t needs be yours: 
Your Servant ~s Servant is your Servant, Madam. 

Oli. P'or him I think not on him: For his Thought~, 
Would they were Blank;, rather than fill'd with me. 

PI~ . . M.~dam, I corn~ to whet your gentle Thoughts 
On h1s Dt:'L alf. · .. ·r · Oli; 

it i-r 



Oli. 0, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never fpeak again ol him. 
But would you undertake another Suit, 
I had rather hear you to follicit that, 
lhan Mufick from the Spheres. 

Pio. Dear Lady. 
Oli. <bive me leave, I bc(eech you: I did fend 

After the Iafi: Enchantment you did hear, 
A Ring in Ch1fe of you. So did I _abufe 
My felf, my Servant, and I fear me, you; 
Under your hard Confl:ruCl:ion mufi I fir, 
To force that on you in a fiumeful cunning~ 
Which you kn w none of yours. What might you think~ 
Have you not fet min Honour at the Stake, 
And baited it with all th'unmuzzled Thoughts. . 
That t 1 ra:1nous Heart can think I To one of your receiving 
En'mgh ts th ewn, a Cyprefs, not a Bofom, . 
Htde 1 • p ~ ... or Hea-t. So let us hear you fpeak. 

Vto. 1 pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree to Love. 
Vio. No not a grice : For 'tis a vulgar Proof 

That very oft we pity Enemies. 
Oli. Why then methinks 'tis time to fmile again ; 

0 World, how apt the poor are to be proud? 
If one fhould be a prey, how much better 
To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf; 

. . . [ Cloc!(ftrik.,.es~ 
The Clod{ upbratds me wtth the walle oE Time. 
Be not afraid, good Youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when Wit and Youth is come to harvefi, 
Your Wife is like to reap a proper Man: 
There lyes your way, due Wefi. 

Vio. Then Wefiward hoe: 
Grace and good Difpofition attend your. Lady1hip~ 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me I . 

Oii. Stay; I prcthee tell me what thou tbink'£1: of me ~ 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the fame of you:-
Yio. Then think you right: I am not what I am. 
Oli~ I would')ou were, as l would llave y\.!u be. 

cc + p;,, 



-Night; Of;, 

f/to. Would it be be.ttcr, Madam, than I =.m ~ 
I wiili it might, for now I am your Fool. 

Oli. 0 what a deal of Scorn looks beaut:ful, 
In tfle Contempt ~nd Anger of his Lip! 
A murderous Guilt fhews not it felf more foon, 
Than Loye that would feem hid : Lovt!s Night is Noon. ·· 
~eforifJ, by the R·ofes of the Spring, ' :;·. 
By M:aid-hoo~, H.onour, Truth, and tvery thing~ 
I love thee fo, that maugre all thy Fridc, 
Nor Wit, nor Reafon, can my Paffion hide. 
Do not extort thy 'Reafons from this Claufe, 
Fer that I woo, thou therefore haft no Caufe: · 
But rathe~ reafon thus with reafon fetter; 
Love fought, is good; but given un£>Ug ht, is bntu. 
· Pio. By Innocence I fwea~, ~nd by my Youth, 1 

l nave one Heart, · one Bo(om, and one Truth, 
And that oo Woman has, nor never none 1 

Sba11 Mifirefs be of it, fa" e I alone. · 
And fo adieu,. good Madam, never ~ore • 

. Will I my Mafier's Tears to you deplore. 
. Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may'i1 m0v~ 
That Heart, which now abhors to like his Lov<., 
•· ' [Exe•n~. 

S C'i E NE IT! Olivi~'s Houfe. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

~ir And. No faith, I'll not flay a jot l~ngfr: 
Sir To. Thy Reafon, dear Venom, give thy Re:jfon. 
Fab. ¥ ou mufr needs yield your Reafon, Sir Andrew. ' 
$ir And. Marry, l faw your Neice do m01e Favours tQ 

the Duke's Serving.rnan. than ever the bdlow,d upon mr. 
I faw't i'th, Orchard. · 
: ·Sir To,. Did file fi:e thee the w~ilr, o1d Boy, te11 me 
thar? · · · · 

~ir And. ~s plain as I fee you now. 
Ftl~. ~hi~ was ' great Argument · of ,t.ov~ in ~er toward 

you. ~ 1 
•• 

" Sir ~d. 'Slight; wiU you make an Afs o'me ~ 
Fab. I prove it legi~imate, S~.t, upon the Oaths of Judg-:; 

\!l~nt ~n~ ~eafc~: ~ · · 



Sir To. And they have b€en grapd Jury-men, fince befor~ 
Noah was a Sailor. · 
F~Lb~ She did fbew Favour to tpe Youth in your Sight~ 

only to cxafperate you, to :lWake your dormo~1fe Valou ~ , to 
put Fire in your Heart, and Br ~ mfione in your Liver. You 
fuould then have accofied her, and with fa me excellent J eft - ~ 
fire-new from the Minr, yo~ ibould have bang•d the Youth 
into Dumbnefs. This was look'd for at your H•n d, and 
this was baulkt. The double giltof this Oppmtunity you 
let Time wafh off, and you are now fail'd into the N ortQ. 
of my L~dy's Opinion, where you will hang like ~n I fickle 
on a Dutchman,s Beard, unlefs you do red~cm it by fame 
At ~erp pt, either of Valour or Policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, is mufl: be with Valour, fo~ 
Policy I hare : I had as ltef be ~ B~ownifi, ~sa Politici~n. 

Sir To. Why then quild me thy Fortums upon the BaGs 
of Valour. Challenge me the Duke's Youth to fight wit4 
him, hurt him in e~even Flaces, my Neice lhall take Note 
of it, and aifure thy fdf, there is no Lov(-broker in the 
World can more prevail in Mens Commendation with Wo· 
men, th1n Report of Valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir .Andrew. 
Sir · And. Will either of you bear m'e a Cha~ l. nge to 

him~ · · 
Sir To. Go, write it iq a martial Hand, be curfi and 

brief: it is no matter how wirry, fo it be e'oquenr, and full 
of Invention; taunt him wit4 the Licenfe of In~ ; if thoq 
thou'll: him fome thrice, it thall not be amif->; and as many 
Lies as will lye in thy Sheet of Paper, although the Sheet 
were big enough for the Beq of Ware in England, fet 'ern 
down, and go about it. Let there be Gall enough in thy 
Ink, tho, thou write it ~ith a Goofe .. Pen, no matter : A· 
bout it. : 

Sir An. Where ilia11 I find you~ 
Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo ! Go. 

[Exit Sir Andrew: 
F~zb. This is a dear M :nakin to you, S r Toby. 
Sir To. I have been de«r to him, Lad, fome two thoufand 

firong or fo. 
Fab. We .(hall hav.e a rare Letter from him; but you~u 

not d~liver~t, · · -
SjrTc. 



Sir To. Never truA: me then; and by all means fiir on the 
Youth to an Anfwer. I think Oxen and Wain-ropes c~ 
not hale them together. For .Andrew, if he were open'd, 
snd you find fo much Blood in his Liver as will dog the 
Foot of a Fle1, I'll eat the rell of th• Anatomy. 

Fab. And his Oppofite the Youth bears in his Vjfage no 
~re at Pretage. of Cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 
Sir To. Look where the youngeft W rin of mine comes~ 
Mar. If you defire the Spleen, and will laugh your 

.felves into Stitches, follow me; yond gull Malvolio is turn· 
ed Heathen, a very Renegado; for there is no Chrifiian that 
means. to be fav'd by bdieving rightly, can ever believe 
fuch impoffible Palfages of Groffnefs. He's in yellow Stock· 
ings. . 

Sir To. And Crofs-gartfr'd ~ 
Mar. Moll: villanoufl y ; like a Pedant that keeps a School 

i'th' Church: I have dog'd him like hisrMurtherer. He 
does obey every Point of the Letter that I dropt Jo hf
tray him; he does fmile his Face intG more Lines than is in 
the new Map, with the Augmentation of the lt~dies ; you 
have not feen fuch a thing as 'tjs; I can hardly forbear hur
ling things at him. I know my lady will .{hike him; if 1he 
do, he'll fmile, and tak't tor a great Favour 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 
[ExeHntt 

S C E N E Ill. The Street. 

Enter Sebafi:ian and Anthonio. 
Se/,. I would not by my Will have troubled you, 

But tince you make your Pleafure of your Pains, 
1 will no further chide you. ' 
· Ant. I could not lby behind you; my Defire, 
More iharp than filed Steel, did fpur me forth, 
4\.nd not all Love to fee y~u, tho' fo much 
~s rnig'bt have drawn one to a longer Voyage. 
But Jealoulie. what might bcd"all your Travel, P ... e.ing_skiUefs ia thef~ Parts; which to a Strange, 
~ngu~ and unfrii!nded, often preve · 



Rough and unhofpi~able. My willing Love. ~ 
The rat er by thefe Arguments of Fear 
Set forth in your Purfuit. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
I can no other Anfwer make. but Thanks: 
But were my Worth, as is my Confcience firm, 
You fl1ould find better Dealing: What's to do~ 
Shall we go fee the Relicks of this Town ~ · 

.Ant. To Morrow, Sir, be£1: firfr go fee your Lodging. 
Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to Night. 

I pray you let us {atisfie our E. yes 
With the Memorials, and the Things of Fame 
That do renown this City. 

Ant. Would you'ld pardon me: 
I do not without Danger walk thefe Streets~ 
Once in a Sea-fight 'gainft: the Duke his Gallies, 
I did-fome Service, of fuch Note indeed, 
That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd. 

Seb. Belike you flew great Number of his People; 
.Ant. Th'Offence is not of fuch a bloody Nature, 

Albeit the Quality of Time, and Quarrel, 
Might well have given us bloody Argument: 
It might have f.ince ~een anf wer,d in repaying 
W t;at we took from them, which for Traffick's fake 
Mofl: of our City did. Only my felf fiood out. 
For which if I be lapfed in this place 
I iliall pay dear. 

Se·b. Do not then walk too open . 
.Ant. It cloth not fit me: Hold, Sir, here's my Purfe 

In the South Suburbs at the Elephant 
Is befi: to lodge : I will befpeak our Diet. 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your Knowledge 
With viewing of the Town, there 1ball you have m~. 

Seb. Why I your Purfe ~ 
.Ant. Hanly yGur Eye fhalllight upon ii>me Toy 

You· have defire to purch~fe; ano your Store 
I think is not for idle Markets, Sir. · 

Se b. 1'11 be your Purfe-bearer, and leave you 
For an Hour. 
r .Ani·. To th' ElephA-Ht. 

eh. I don-member. . ,. 
[Exeunt~ 

S~liNE. 



-Night; or, 

5 C E N E IV. Ohvia'.r Houfe. 
Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Oli. I have fent after him; he fays h:'ll come. 
llow !hall I feaft him? What bellow of him~ 
For Youth is bought more oft, th~n begg'd, or borrow'd. 
I fpeak too loud; where's M alvolio, ht is fQd and civil, 
And fuits well fo r a Serv;wt with my Fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio~ 

Mar. He's coming, Madam: 
J3ut in very firange manner. He is fure poffefi, Madam~ 

Oli. Why, what's the matter, dnes he rave? _ 
Mar. No, Madam .. he does norhing but fi n ile~ your La· 

dythip were befr to havt fome f.Uard about you, if he ~omea 
for fure the M~n is tainted in's W tts. 

Oti. GoJ call him ftithcr. 
Enter Malvolio. 

J am as mad as he, 
If fad ~nd men y Madnefs equa! be, 
How now, Mal7Jolio! 

Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. . [Smile fantaftica!IJ. 
0/i. Smil'£1: thou~ I fent for thee upon a 1ad Occafion. 
Mal. Sad Lady, I could be fad; 

This does make fome O bllructioq in the Blood; 
This crofs-garrering, but what of that? 
If it pJeafe the Eye of one, it is with me as the very true 
Sooner i ~ : Plea(i one, and pleaje (fit. 

Oli. Why? h~w do'fi thou Man~ 
What is the matter with thet? 

Mal, Nor black in my Mi ~ d, though yellow in my 
L egs : It did come to his Hands, and Commands fhall 
be executed. I think we do know that f weet Roman Hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go ro lled, Md/v.olio? 
Mal. T:o B'cd l ay, f weet He:ut; and I'll come to thee. 
Oli. God corn ort thee; why dolt thou fmile fo, and kifs 

thy Hand fo oft l 
M.1r! H~w do you, Mttl'l(olio l 
Mal. At your Requefr I 

Yes~ NightiDgale~ ~n(~e~ D~ws~ 



Mt~~r. Why appear you with this ridiculous Boldnefs be..: 
lore my Lady ~ 

Mo4l. Be r,ot afraid. of Greatnefs; •t was well writ. 
Oli. What meanefi: thou by that, M t4lvolio? 
Mal. Some are born great-
Oli. Ha! 
M.:~l. Some atchieve Greatnefs-
0/i. What fay'ft thou ? 
Mal. And fome have Greatnefs thrufr upon them
Oli. Heav'n rdlore thee • 
.lvf4l. R emember who corn mended thy Y dlow Stockiogs•.;.-: 
o;;. Thy yellow Stockings~ 
Mal. W1ili'd to fee the~ crof~•garter'd....:....-
0/i. Crofs-garter'd 
Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defir'fl: to be ro-: 
Oli. Am I made? 
Mal. If not, let me fee thee a Servant fiiil. · 
O!i. Why this is very Midfummer Madncfi. 

Enter Ser'f!ant. 

Ser. Madam, the young Gentlemen ol the Duke Orft
no"s is retutn•d, I could hardly entreat him back; he attends 
your Lady {hip's Plt;afure. -

0/i. J'H come to h1rn. 
~(l()d Mllria, let this Fellow be look; d to~ Where'! my 
Coufin To by~ Jet fome of my People have a fpetial . Care ol 
him, I would not ha~e him mifcarry for the Half of my 
Dowry. [Exit. 

MAl. Oh, ho, do you come neat me now! No worfe 
Man than Sir Toby to look to me! This concurs directly 
with the Letter, lhe fends him on purpofe thH I may ap
pear fiubborn to him; for fh e incites me to that in the Let· 

· ter. Call thy humble Slough, fays lhe; be oppofite with · 
~ Kinfman, furly with Servant~, let thy Tongue tang with 
Arguments of State, put thy felf into the Trick of Singu
larity, and confequently fets down the manner how; as a 
fad Face, a reverend Carriage, a flow l"onguc, io the Habit 
of fome Sir of Note, and fo forth. I have lim'd her, but 
it is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thankful; and when 
1he went away now. Jet thts Fellow be Iook'd to: Fellow l 
~O! ~~~~o!i~~ ~~! af~~f !DY pegree, ~u~ I:~llow. Why 

· ~very 



every thing :dheres together, that no Dram of a Scruple, no 
Scruple of a Scruple; no Obflacle; no incredulous or unfafe j 

Circumfiance-Wh~t can be faid? Nothing that can be, can 
come between me, and the full Profpect of my Hopes. 
W dl Jove, not I, is the Doer of this, and he is to be 
thanked. 

Enter Sir Toby, Fabian ~nd Maria. lli 
Sir T1. Which way is he, in the Name of SanB:ity ? If all ~T 

the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf 
poffefl: him, yet I'll fpeak to him. 

Fa~. Mere he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir! How 
is't with you, Man ! 

Mal. Go off, I difcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 
Go oif. . 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the Fiend fpeaks within him; did · 
not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have a Care 
of him. · 

Mal. Ah ha, does tbe [o~ 
Sir To. (ljo to, go to; peace, peace; we mufl deal gently 

with him; let him alone. How do you do, Malvolio? How 
is't with you? What Man, ddie the Devil; confider he·san . 
Enemy to Mankind. · 

Mal. Do you know what you fay? 
Mar. La you! and you fpeak ill of the Devil, how he 

takes it at Heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 
Fab. Carry his Water to th' wife Woman. 
Mar. Marry and it ihall be done to Morrow Morning if 

I live. My Lady would not lofe him for more than I'll 
f•y. 

Mal. How now, Mifl:refs? 
Mar. 0 Lord. 
Sir To. Prethee hold thy Peace, tnat is not the way: Do 

you not fee you mo\'e him ? . · 
Fah. No way but Gentlenefs, gently, gently; the Fiend is 

rough, and will not be roughly us·d. 
Sir To. Why how now, my Havock? How dofi thou, Chuck~ 
MAl. Sir. 
Sir To. Ay Biddy. come with me. What Man, 'ti,notfor 

Gravity to play u Cherry-pit with Satan. Hang him foul 
c~~~ . 



MAr. (:;et hitn to fay his Prayers, good Sir Tob1, get him 
to pray. 

Mal. My Prayers, Minx! 
Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of Godli

nefs. 
Mal. Go, hang your felves all ; you ~te idle lhallow 

Things, I am not of your Element, you lhall know more 
hereafter. [Exit~ 

Sir To. ls't poffible ! 
Fab. If this were plaid upon a Stage nG}w, I could con~ 

demn it as an unprofitable Fiction. 
Sir To. His very Genius hath taken the InfecHon of the 

Device, Man, 
Mar. Nay, purfue him now, ldt the Device take Air; 

and taint, 
Fab. Why we fuall make him mad indeed. 
fifar. The Houfe will be the quieter. 
Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark Room and bound. 

My N eece is already in the Belief that he's mad; we may 
carry it thus for our Pleafure and his Penance, 'till our very 
Pafiime tired out of Breath, prompt us to have Mercy on . 
him; at which time we will bring the Device to the Bar, 
and crown thee for the Finder of Madmen ; but fee, but 
fee. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 
Fa~. More l\1atter for a M~ty Morning. 
Sir And. Here's the Challenge, read it: I warrant there's 

Vinegar and Pepper in't. 
Fab. ls't fo fawcy? 
Sir .And. Av, is't? I warrant h1m: Da but read. 
Sir To. <?iiV'e me. [Sir Toby reAds. 

Toutk, whatfoever thou art, thou art but a [curvy Fellow. 
Fall. Good and valiant. 
Sir To. UTander not, 'nor admire in thy Mind whJ 1 do tall 

thee fo, for I will jheJJJ thee no Rtqfon fort. 
Fah. A very good Note, that kteps you from the Blow of 

the Law. 
Sjr To. Thou com:ft to the Lady Olivia, and in my Sight fbe 

11{es thee kindly; b11t tho11 lie./f in thy 7 hro~tt, thAt is not th1 
matter I chail(ngt thee f•r. 

Fab. Very brief, and excetding good Senfe·lefs. 
Sir Ti. 



or, · 
, Sir To. l will way-lay thee going home, where if it he ·thj 
Chance ro kill me--

Fv~b. Good. 
Sir To. Thou kjllft me like a Rogue and a Ptllain. 
Fab. Still you keep o' th' windy Side of the Law: Good• 
Sir 7 o. Fare thee well, and God have mercy 11prm bur Souls; 

he mtty have mercy upon mine, but my Hope is better, and fo 
l.ook._ to thy felf. Thy Friend As thou ufeft him, and thy fworn 
Enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. . 
. Sir To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot: 
I'll givet him. 
. Mar. You may have very fit Occafion for't: He i~ now in 
fome Commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart~ 

Sir To·. Go, Sir Andrew, fcout me for him at the Corner 
of the Orchard like a Bum-Baily; fo foon as ever thou feeft 
him, draw; and as thou draw·fi, fwear horribly; for it comes 
to pafs oft, that a terrible O.lth, with a fwaggering Accent 
fharply t~ang'd off, gives Manhood more Approbation than 
ever Proof it fclf would have earn'd him. Away• _ 

Sir And. N~y, let tne alone for fwearing; . (Exit; 
Sir To. Now will not I deliver this Letter; for the Be· 

haviour of the young Gentleman gives him out to be of 
good Capacity and Breeding; his Imployment between his 
Lord and my N eece, confirms no lefs; therefore, this Let• 
ter being fo excelJently ignorant, will breed no ]'error in 
the Youth; he will find that it comes from a Clod:..pole. 
But, Sir, I will deliver this Challenge by \Vord of Mouth; 
{et upon AgNe·cheek.._ a noble Report of Valour, and 
drive the Gentleman, as I know hi5 Youth will aptly re
ceive it, into a mofi hideous Opinion . of his R.~ge, Skill, 
Fury, and lr,npetuofity. This will fo fright them both; 
that they will kill one another by the Look, like Cockatrices. 

Enter Olivia and Viola. 

F4b. Here he comes with your N eect, give them way 
'Lill he take leave, and prefently after him. , 

Sir To. I wiJ! meditate the while upon fome horid Mtf-
fage for a ChaJ{enge. [E.tew;i. 

Oli. J have !did too much unto a Heart of Stone; 
A~,td la~id mine I:Jon?ur too unchary on't, 
ibexes fomethmg 1n me t~at repr~ves ~y Fault; 

But 



But fuch a head-!l:rong potent Fau'lc it is~ 
That it but mocks R t proof. 

f/io. With the fame haviour that your P ~ffion bears, 
Goes on my Mafier's Grief. 

Oli. Here, wear this Jewel for me, •cis my Pieture; 
Refufe it nor, it bath no Tongue to vex you: 
And I befeech you come again to l\1orrow •. 
What fhall you ask of me that I'll deny, 
That, Honour fav'd, may ·upon asking give! 

Pio. Nothing but this~ your true Love for tllY ~1a fier~ 
0/i. How with mine Honour may I give him t'jat, 

Which I have given to you~ 
Jllo. I will acquit you. 
Oli. Well, come again to Morrow: Fare thee well, 

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

Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee. 
17io. And you, Sir. 
Sir To. That Defence thou hafi, be take thee to't; pf what 

Nature the Wrongs are thou hafl: dot~ e him, I know not; but 
thy Intercepter full of Defpight, bloody a the Hunter, at· 
ter.ds thee at the Orchard End ; difmount thy Tuck, be 
yare in thy Preparation, for thy A[ailant is quick, skilfc J, 
and deadly. 

Vi.o. You mi£hke, Si,., I am fure no Man bath any Quar· 
rel to me; my Remembrance is very free and clear from any 
Image of Offence done to any Man. 

Sir To. You'll find it other wife, I affure you; therefpre, if 
vou hold your Life at any Price, he take you to your Guard, 
for your Oppofite hath in him, whtt Youth, Strength, Skill, 
and Wrath can furnifh a Man1 wi bal. 

Jl'io. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 
Sir To. He is Knight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapier, and 

on Carpet Confiderltion, but he is a Devil in p1 ivate 
Brawl; Souls and Bodies hath he divorc'd three; and his 
lncenfement at this Moment is fo implacable, that SatisfaB:i
on can be none but by P.angs of Death and Sepulcher: Hob, 
nod, is his Vvord; give't or tak't. 

17io. I will return :1gain into the Houfe, and ddire feme 
Conduct of the Lady. I am no fi~hter. I have heard of 

V o L. II. - D d fo mce 



-Night; or, 
fome kind of Men, that put Quarrels purpofely on othets 
to tafte their Valour: Belike this i5 a ·Man of that Quirk •. 

Sir To. S r, nu: His I nd ·gnat ion drives it {elf out of a 
1
P 

1 very comp~ t\. nt lnjury, therefore get you on, and give him ~ 
1 
~ _ his De fire. B~ck you !hall not to tho Houfe, unlds you under. 

1 

take tl at w ith me, which with as much fafety you might 11J 

anfwer him; thtrefnre on, or {tr ip your Sword ftark naked; 
for meddle you mufl:, that's certain, or f)ffwear to wtar :r 
Iron ahoLt you. 'I 

Vio. This is as uncivil as firange. I befeech you do me fl 
thts courteous Office, as to know of the Knight wlm my JJ 
OffeDce to bun is: It is fomc.thlng of my Negligence, no-
thi .g of my Put pofe. 

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, fray you by this Gen· 
dem~n 'till my Return. [Exit Sir Toby, 

J7Jo. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this m~tter ~ 
Fab. I know the Knignt is ir..<:ens,d againfl: you, even to 

a m01 tal Ar~">itremenr. but nothing of the Circumfiance more. 
J?io. I bcfcech you what manner of Man is he~ 
Fab. Nothmg of that wonderful Promife to read him by 

h"s Form, as you are like to find him in the Proof af hiS 
Valour. He i$ mdeed) Sir, the moft ~ktlful, bloody, and fa· 
tal Oppofite that you could p(,ffibly have found m any part 
of Jllyria: Will you walk toward~ lum? I will make your 
Peace with h,m it I c~n. 

Pio. I iliall be much bound to you for't: I am one that 
had rather go with Sir Pridt rh an Sir Knight: I care not 
who knows fo much of my Menle. [Ext~nl. 

Enter Sir T oby ~tnd Sir An drew. 
Sir T~. Why Man, he's a very D ~ vil, I have not feen 

fuch a Virago: I had a P~fs with hi 'P' Rapier, Scabbard and 
all; and he gives me the Sruck in with fuch a mortal Mo· 
tion, that it is inevitable; and on the Antwer, he pays you 
as furely u your .Ft·et hit £he Ground they fi_ p on. They 
fay,_ be hitS been fencer ro the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 
Sir To. A Y• but h(; wall not no-» be pac1fied, 

F~tbiAII can fcarce hold him. 
Sir .And. P1a~ue ?n'r, and l thought he had been v~Jj .. 

anr, and fo cunnmg·1!1 Fence, rd have fecn him damn'd e'er 
I'd 



867 
I'd have ch.allcng'd him. Ltt him let the matter flip, a1d 
I'll give him my Horfe, grey Capilet. 

Sir To. I'll make the Motion; fiand here, make a good 
Shcw on't, this fhaH end whhout the Perdition of Souls; 
marry I'll ride your Horfe as wtll ~s I ride you. 

Enter Fabian 4nd Viola. 
I h1Ve his Horfe to take up the Quarrel, I I~ave perfuaded 
him the Youth's a Devil. [To Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and p~nts a~d 
looks pale) ~s if a Bear were at hi! Heels. 

Sir To. There·s no Remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for's Oath fake: Marry he bath better bethought him of his 
Qual rei, and he finds that now fcarce to be worth talking of; 
therefore draw for the Supportance of his Vow, he protefls 
he will not hurt you. ~ 

Vlo. Pray <Sod defend me; a little thing would make me 
tell them how much I lack ol a Man. 

Fa~. ~ive Ground if you fee hina furious. 
Sir To. Come, Sir .An drew, there's no Remedy; the Gm· 

tleman will for his Honour's fake have one bout with you; 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it; but he has promis'd me, 
as he is a Gentleman and a Soldier, he will not hurt yc:.1. 
Come on, to't. [The] dra~. 

Sir And. Pray God he keep his Oath. 
Enter Antonio .. 

Pio. I do affure you 'tis againfl: my Will. 
Ant. Put up your Sword; if this young Gentleman 

Have done offence, I take the Fault on me; 
ll you offend him, I for him Glefie you. [Drawh:g. 

Sir To. You, Sir.? Why, what are you~ 
.Ant. 0ne, Sir, that for his Love dares yet do more 

Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To. Nay,ifyou bean U:ndertaker,Iam for you. [Drav1. 

Enter Officers. 
Fab. 0 good Sir To by, hold; here come the Officers. 
Sir To. I'll be with you anon. 
Pio. Pray, Sir, put your Sword up if you pleafe. 

[To Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promis•d you 

I'll be as good as my W'Ord. He will bear you eafily, a"'d 
reins well. 

Dd1 I Off' 
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1 Off. Th;s is the Man, do thy Office. .~ 
2 0 ff. Anthonio, I an ell: thee Qt the Suit of Duke Orjin1, 
.. A'1t. You tll! ake me, Sir. '~ 
I Off. No, Sir, no Jot; I know your Favour wdJ; '·1 

T 1/ now you have no Sea-cp on·your Htad. :J 

1' '<e him a way, he knows I kno ~ !l; 1 'tU. !t 

Ant. I mufi obey. This comes with {eeking you ; ;( 
But there's no R.emedy. I fiull anfwer it. 
What will you do~ Now my Ne ceffity 
l\'hkes me to ask yon for my Purfe. It grieves me 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls my felf: You ftaud amaz'd, 
But be of Comfort. 

:z, Off. Come, Sir, away. 
Ant. I mufi intreat of you fome of that Mony. 
Pio. What Mony, Sir! 

For th fair Kindnefs you have J:hew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent Trouble, 
Out of my le.n and low Ability 

· I'll lend yo1:1 fumething; my having is not much, 
I'll make Divifion of my Prefent with you: 
H'old, th< re~s half my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now~ 
Is'.: poffihlc, th~t my Deferts to yott 
c~n hck P.:rfu:d1on? Do net tempt my Mifcry~ 
L.tfi: that it wake me fo unfmnd a Man, 
As to upbraid you with thofe Kindndft:s 
'"fhat I l avc done fur you. 

f7j,1, I know of none, 
Nor I\ncw I you by Voice, or any Feature. 
I h te Ingratitude more in a Man, 
Than Lying,Vainnefs, B1bling Drunkennefs, 
Or any Tair,t of Vice, whofe fl:rong Corruption 
I nhabus our frail Blood • 

.Ant. Oh Heav'ns themfdve~! 
2. Cjf. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 
Ant. Let me fpe-k a little. This Youth th1t you fee here, 

I fnarcht one Halt out of rhe Taws of Death, 
R Jiev'd ~irn with fuch S.m8iry of Love, 
And to hts Image, which m€thought did promifi: 
Mvll yenerable W{,nh~ did I Dev .. t:on. 



1 Off. What"s that to us, the Time goes by· aw~y. 
Ant. But oh, how vild an Idol proves this God l 

Thou haft, Sebaflian, done good Feature flume, 
In Nature there's no Blemifh but the lVlind: 
None can be call'd Deform'd but the Unkind. 
Virtue is Beauty, but the beauteous Evil 
Are empty Trunks, o'er-flourilh'd by the Devil. 

1 Off. The Man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, Sir • 

.Ant. Le d me on. [Exit. 
Pio. Methinks his Words do from fuch Paffion fly, 

Thai he believes himfelf, fo do not I: 
Prove true Imagination, oh prove true, 
That I, dear Brother, be now ta'en for you. 

Sir To. Come hither:» Knight, come hither, F,:zbian; we'll 
whifper o'er a Couplet or two of mo!l: fage Saws. 

J?io. He nam'd Sebaftian; I my Brother know 
Yet living in my Glafs; even fuch, aod fo 
111 favour wa} my Brother, and he went 
Stili in this Fafuion, Colour, Ornament, 
For him I imitate: Oh if it prove. 
Tempefl:s a.e kind, and fait Waves frefh in Love. [Exit. 

Sir To. A very dillwnefl: paltry Boy, and more a Coward 
than a Hare; his Diilionefiy appears in leaving his Friend 
here in Neceffity, and denying him; and for his Coward
lbip ask Fabian. 

~. 
Fab. A Cow.ud, a· moll: devout Coward, religious in 

Sir And. ~Slid I'll afrer him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him foundly but never thy Sword. 
Sir And. And I do not. 
Fab. Come, let's fee the Event. 
Sir To. I dare lay any Mony 'twill be nothing yet. 

[Excu,:-:t. 

D d ; ACT 



i\ C T IV. S C E N E la I·• 

S C EN E the Street. 

Enter Sebafrian and Clow11. 

Clo.\"'{ TILL you ma ·e me believe that I am not fent for .• 
IV you~ 

Scb. Go to, go t , t ou ar ~ Lolifh Fellow, 
Let me be clear o~ d ee. 

Clo. W ·ll held o 1t i" f~ith: No, I do not k w v u, nor 
I am n t fe t t to you by my Lad ' to I • d you come fpeak 
wit '1 llc:t; nor your Name is n' t Mdl:er Ce.forio, nor this 
is not my N ofe neither ; nothing that is ( , 1 fc. 

Scb. 1 prethee vent thy Follyfomewhercel .. , thouknow,fi 
not me. 

Clo. Vent my Folly! He has heard that Word of fome 
great Man, and now applies it to a Fool. Vent my Folly! I 
am afraid this great Lubbcr the World will prove a Cock" 

. ney: I prithee now ungird thy Strangene~, and tell me what 
I lball vent to my Lady; fhall I vent to her that thou art 
coming? 

Seb. I prethee foolilh Greek depart from me, there,sMony 
for thee. If you tarry longer I iliall give worfe Pay• 
rnent. 

Clo. By my Troth thou lnfi an open Hand; thef€ wife 
Men that give Fools 1\tlnny, get thcmfelves a good Report 
after fourteen Years Purchafe. 

Emer Sir And rew~ Sir Tobyt and Fabiar: 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? Th:;re's for 
you. [ Striljng Sebafiiar. 

Scb. Wby thcre·s for thee, and there, and there: Areall 
the People m.td ? [ 81ating Sir A ndrew. 

Sir To. H.JJ, Si ... , or l'H throw your Dagger o'er the 
Houf~. 

Clo. This will I tell my Lady ll:rail: I would not he 
in fcnne of ynur Coat~ or two p~nce. i lExit Clown. 

Sir 711. C11ll.e on, Sir, hold. ,[livlJing Seb~fiian. 
Sir And. 



Sir .And. Nay, let him alone, rll go an 
with him; I'll r ave an Aftion of Battery againH him, 
there be any Law in Illyria; tt10, I fi:ruck him firfr, 
Yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy Hand. 
Sir To. Came, S r, I w:Il not let you go. Come my 

young Soldier, put up your Iron ; you are well fle th'd • 
Come o; J. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What would ' ft thou now l 
If thou dar'fi: tempt me further, draw thy Sword. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay then I mutt have an Ounce or 
two of this rnallpert Blood from you. [The] d.r1rw ilndi_fight. 

Enttr 01 ivia. 
Oli. Hold, Toby, on \hy Life I charge thee hold. 
Sir To. Msdam. 
0/i. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious Wretch, 

l=it for the Mountains and the barbarous Cave~, 
Where Manners ne'er w,ere preach'd: Out of my Sight. 
Be not offended, dear Cefario. 
Rudesby be gone. I prothee, gentle Friend, 

[ ExeHnt Sir To by and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair Wifdom, not thy Pa.ffion fway 
In this uncivil and unjufi Extent · 
Againfl: thy Peace. Go with me to my Houfe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs Pranks 
This Ruffian h1th botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'fi: fmile at this: Thou ihaU not chufe but go: 
Do not deny, beihrew his Soul for me, 
He .fhrted one poor Heart of mine in thee. 
J, Se b. What Reli!h is in this~ How runs the Siream 1 
Or ! am mad, or elfe ·this is a Dream. 
Let Fancy ftill my Senfe in Lethe fieep, 
Jf it be thus to dream, Hill let me Oeep • 
. Oli. Nay come I prethee, would thoud'fi berul'd by me~ 

,s,b. l\1adam, I will. 
Oli. 0 fay fo, and fo be. [ Exeunto 

S C E N E II!' Olivia's Houfe. 
Enter , 1aria ••d Clown. 

M.lr. Nay, I pt·ethee put on this Gown and thi~ Beard 
ma~e him believe thou arc SirlTopnJ the Curate; doh quickly. 
I'll ~all Sir TobJ. thr; whilit. D d 4 Ctt. 



Clo. Well, 1'11 put it on, and .I wiil diffemble my felf itl't; 
and I wo·Ild I were rhe fidl that ever diffembled in fuch a 
Gown. I am not tall enough to become the Funetion we1J, 
nor lean enough to be thought a good Student; but to be 
faid an hondl: M2n, and a good Houftkeeper, goes as fairly 
as to fay, a careful Man and a great Scholar. l'he Comp( .. 
titors cm er. 

Enter Sir Toby. 
Sir Te. Jove blefs thee, Mr. Parfon. 
Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old Hermit of Prague, 

that never faw Pen and I :.k, very wittily faid to a Neece of 
Ki lr{ Gorbodack, that that is, is; fo I being Mr. Pufon, am 
Mr.~Parfon; for what is thar. but that~ and is, but is~ 

Sir T1. To him, Sir 7 op11s. 
Clo. What hoa, I fay, Peace in this Prifon. 
Sir To. 'I'he Knave counterfeits well; a good Knave. · 

[ Malvolio with in 
Mal. \V~o calls there? 
Cto. Sh Topas the Curate, who comes to vi fit Jl,falvolio the 

Luna·ick. 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir TopaJ go to my Lady. 
Clo. Out hyperbolical Fiend, how vexefi: thou this Man~ 

Talkt'ft thou noth ir g but of Ladies? 
Sir -To. Well fa td, Mr. Parfon. 
Mal. Sir 7 opas, never was Man thus wrong•d, good Sir 

Topas do not think I am mad; they have laid me pere in 
bid~ous Darknefs. 

Clo . Fie, thou di(honefl: Sathan; I (all thee by the moll: 
rnodefi r rms, for I am one ofthofe gentle ones that will 
t1fe the Devil himfelf with Curtdie: s-y'fi thou that Houfe 
isdarkf 

.lvf.:zl. As He1l, Sir Topas. 
Clo~ W.1y it hath bay \Vindows tranfpannt as Barica· 

does, and the clear St.Jfi€S towards 'he South North, are as 
Jufl: ous ;iS E. bony; a1,d yet. complaindl thou of ObfiruB ion? 

M~l. I am not mad, Sir Tcpas, I fay to you this Houfe 
is thrk. 

Cio. l\1ad-ma,, d·ou errdl:; I fay there is no D~rlcr.ds 
bur l~nor~nce, _in which thou art more puzzel'd thJn the 
E.gyptums 10 thcnr Fogg. · · 

.'j' 



M..rl. I fay this Houfe is as dark as Ignorance, though 
lgnoran ce were as dark as Hell; and I f:~y there was never 
Man thus abus•d, I ~m no more mad than you are, make 
the trial of it in any co11fiant Quefbon. 

Clo. What is the 0 pinion of Pythagoras, concerning 
Wild-foul? 

M.zl. Th~t the Soul of our Grandam might happily in-
habit a Bird. 

Clo. What think'll: tl ou of his Opinion~ 
Mal. I think nobly of the Soul, and no way approve his 

Opinion, 
Clo. Fare thee well : Remain thou fiill in Darknefs, thou 

1halt hold th'Opinion of Pythagoras, e'er I will allow of thy 
Wits, and fear to kill a Woodcock, left thou difpoffefs the 
Houfc of thv Grandam. Fare thee well. 
M~d. Sir ·ropas, Sir Topas. 
£ir To. My mofr exqullire Sir Topas. 
Clo. Nay, I am for all Waters. , 
Mar. Thou mighrtfi: have done this without thy Beard 

and Gown, he fees thee not. 
Sir To. To him in thine own Voice, ~nd bring me word 

how thou find'ft him: I would we were a(l rid of this Knave
ry. If he may be conveniently deliver'd, I would he were, 
for I am now fo fu in offence with my N eice, that I can
not purfue with ar.y Safety this Sport tu the uplhor. Come 
by a·1d by to my Chamber. [E.t·it. 

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my La!~ does. 

Mal • . Fool. 
Cto. My Lady is :m~ind, perdie. 
iL1r-tl. Fool. 
Clo. Alas, -why is foe fo? 
Mal. FnoJ, I ray. 
Clo. She /o'r)eJ another \V:10 calh, ha? 

[Singing. 

Mal. Good Fvol, ~· s ever t "zc·u wilt deferve well at my 
hwd, help me to ~ C:!n .. le, and Fe~, Ink, and P;1per ; ;s .I 
am a GentLma;1, I wi'llive to be thankful to th ~e for't. 

Clo. ~.1 r. /!,.' alvolio! 
M al. Ay, go d F · . 
C/1 Ahs, Sir, ho· f 1 you bt fi oes your fi ·e Wi s! 
Mal. Fool, rher.: c; n"' ~er tv n f.J notorioufly l) us~d ; 

I am as well in ~y \\~tt , L""'oo\ a thou art. Clo. 



Clo. But as well ! then thou art mad indeed, iE you be no 
hetter in your Wiu than a Fool .. 

Mal. They have hue propertied me ; keep me in dark. 
nefs, fend Minifters to- me, Aifes, and do all they can to 
face me out of my \Vits 

Cto. Aclvife you wh~t you fay : The Minill:er is here. 
Malvolio, Mt~lv,!io, thy Wats the Heav'ns rdl:ore: Endea
vour thy felf to fieep, and leave thy vain bibble babble. 

Mal. Sir TopAs. 
Cio. Maintain no Words with him, good Fellow. 

Who I, Sir, not I, Sir. God buy you, good Sir Topas: 
Marry Amen. I wili, Sir, I will, S1r. 

Mal. Fool, Fool, fool, I fay. 
Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir, I am lhent 

for fpeaking to you. 
Mal. Ciood Fool, help me to fi'Jme Light, and fome 

Paper; I tell thee I am as wcil in my Wits, as any Man in 
lllyria. 

Clo. W c : l-a-d~y that you were., Sir. . 
Mal. By this Hand 'I am : Good Fool, fome Ink, Paper 

and Light; and convey what I will fet down to my Lady: 
It flu\1 advantage thee more, than ever the bearing of Let· 
ter did. 

Cl.o. I will help yoq to't. But tdl m'"' true, ~re you not 
mad indeed> or do you but count<.rh~it ? · 

Mal. Belitve me, I am not, I tell th~e true. 
Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a Mad-man ~t!lll fee his Brains. 

I will fetch } ' OU Ligbt, and P~per~ :£nd Ink. 
il1.ll. Fool, rn requrte ic in rhe highcfr degree; 

I prethte be gone. 
Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir. [Singing. 

I'll be wtth you agam 
In a trice, li ~e to the old Vtce, 

Your Need to fuft~till. 
1-Vho with Dagger of L.uh, in his Rage ,'and his Wrath, 

Cries ah, ah, to the DeviL : 
~ike a m~zJ. Lad, pair _th; M-zils, Dad, 

Adieu, good kl an De'"!_! d. [Exit. 

SCENi 



SCE N E Ill. 
Enter Sebafiia.n. 

St~. This is the Air, that is the glorious Sun, 
This Pearl ihe gave me, I do feel't an fee"t. 
And though 'tis wonder that enw r ~P) me thus, 
Y tt 'tis not madnefs. Where's Anthonio th<.:n ~ 
I c~uld not find him at the Elephant, 
Yet there he was, and there I found this Credit, 
That he did range the Town to feek me out. 
His Counfel now might do me golden Service, 
For tho' my Soul difputes ·well with my Senfe, 
That this may be fome Error, but no Madntfs 
Yet cloth this Accident and Flood of Fortune, 
So far exceed all Infiance, all Difcourfe, 
rfhat I ~m ready to difiruft mine Eyes~ 
And wrangle with my Rcafon that perfuades me 
To any other Trufi:, but that l am mad, 
Or elfe the Lady's mad; yet if 'twere fo, 
She could not iway her Houfi, command her Followers, 
Take, and give back Affairs, and their difpatch, 
With fuch a fmooth, difcrcer, and fi~ble-bearing 
As I perceive the does: Thert's fomething in't 
That is dcccivable. But here the Lady comes! 

Inttr Oiiv ia and Priefl. 
Oli. Blame not this hafie of mine: If you mean wdf, 

Now go with me, and with this holy Man 
Into the Chantry by; there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated Roof, 
Plight me the full aif urance of your Faith, 
That my moll jealous aRd too doubtful Soul 
May live at Peace. He fhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it thal! come to note, 
Wlut time we will our Celebntion keep 
According to my Birth. What do you fay~ 

Seb. I'll follow this good Man, and go with you, 
And h.tv ing fwcrn Truth, ever will be true. 

Oli. Then lead the way, good Father, and Heav'n fo ibine~ 
That they m~y f1irly note this Act of mine. [ Extunt. 

ACT 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

· Enter Clown and F~bian. 

Fab. N 0 W, as thou lov'fi me, let me fee thi~ Letter. 
Clo. Gocd Mr. Fabian, grant me another Requefi. 

Fa b. Any thing. 
Clo. Do not defire to fee this Letter. 
Fab. This is to give a Dog. and in recompence defire 

my Dog again. . . 
Enter Duke, Vwla, Cu110' and Lords. 

Duk!. Belong you to the L"dy Olivia, Friends 
Clo. Ayr~ Sir, we are i:Jme of her Trappings. 
Du~. I know thee well ; how doft thou, my good 

Fellow~ 
Cto. Truly, Sir, the better for my Foes, and the worfe 

for my Fric.:nds. . 
Du!z.e • .J uH the contrary; the better for thy Friends. 
Clo. No, Sir, the worfe. 
Du.'•e . How can that be? 
CLo. 1\thrry, Sir, they praife me, and make an Afs of me; 

now my Fo~s tdl me plainly, I am an Afs: So that by my 
Foe~, Sir, I profit in the Knowledge of my feff, and by my 
Friends I am abufed : So that Condufions to be :iiS Kiffes, if 
your four Negatives make your two Affirmatives, why then 
the worfe for my Friends, and the better for my Foes. 

Dr1~c. Vlhy this is exeellent. . 
C/o. Ry my trot~, Sir, no; tho' it pleafe you to be one 

of my Friend • 
Duk!. T lr)u !hall not be the worfe for me, tliert's Gold. 
Clo. But that i~ would be ·doublc·deal.ng, Sir, I would 

c:- t ld m~ke it ~n'1thcr. 
])!JIZ!f. 0 you give me iil Co,m(e'. 
Clo. Put your Grace in your Poc!Ht, Sir, for this onc1, 

and let yonr F!eth ard Bhnd obey it. 
JJr.tke. Well, I will be (; much a Sinner to be a doubb

rJcalc:r; There's another. 
f!w. _Primo, S~cHnde, Te~·tio, is a good P!ay, and the old 

f~ymg ts, the thnd pays fJr all: The trip lex, Sir, is a good 
tnpring 
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tripping Mtafure, or the Be:Js of St. Bennet, Sir, may put 
you in mind, one, two, three. 

Drt~e. You can fooi no more Mony out of me at this 
throw: If you will let your Lady know I am here tq fpe~k 
with her, and bring her along with you, .it may awake my 
Bounty further. . _ 

Cto. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your Bounty 'till I_ come a-
gain. I go, Sir, but I would not have you to thmk, that 
my deft re of having is the fin of Covetoufncfs; but, as you 
fjjy, Sir, let your Bounty take a Nap, I will awake it anon. 

[Exit Clown. 
Enter Antonio and Officers: 

~o. Here comes the Man, Sir, that did refcue me. 
Duk!. That Face of his I do remtmoer well; 

Yet when I faw it lafi, it was befmear'd 
As bhck as Vulcan, in the fmoak of War: 
A ba wbling Veffel was he Captain of, 
For fiullow Draught and Bulk unprizable, 
With which fuch fcathful Gr.-pple did he make, 
\Vith the mofr noble Bottom of our Fleet, 
That vay Envy, and the Tongue of Lofs 
Cry'd Fame and . llonour on him. What's the matter? 

1 Offi. Orjino, this is that .Antonio 
That took t!le Ph.tnix and her Fraught from Candy, 
And this is he that did the Tyger boaJ,. 
When yon r young Nephew Tit us Jofi· hts Leg: 
Here in the Streets, defper.-te of Shame and State, 
In private Brabble did we apprehend him. 

V:o. He did me kindne(~;, Sir; drew on my fide, 
But in condufton put firange Speech upon me, 
I l<now not what 'twas, but DiflraBion. 

Duk.!. N otahle Pirate, thou falt Water Thief, 
Wh1t foolifh Boldnefs brought thee to their Mercies, 
\Vhom thou in Terms~> blocdy, and fo dear 
Haft made thine Enemies f 

.Ant. Orjino: Noble Sir, 
Be plt ~~' d, that I fluke off there N amcs you give me: 
.Antonio never yet was Thief, or Pinte; 
Though I confef:, on bafe and groud enough .. 
Orjino's Enemy. A Witchcraft dre:w me hither: 
Th:n mofi: ungnteful Boy, tl ere by your Side, 
From t~e rude Seas enrag'd and foamy l\1outh 

Did 
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Did I redeem; a wrack pafl: Hope he was: 
His Life I gn·e him, and did thereto add 
My Love without Retention, or Reftraint; 
All this in Dedication. For his Sake, 
Did I expofe my felf (pure for his Love) 
Into the Danger of this adverfe Town, 
Drew to defe .. d him, when he was befet; 
Where being apprehended, his falfc Cunning 
(Not meani r>g to partake with me in Danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his Acquaintance. 
And grew a twenty Years removed thing, 
\Vhileone would wink; deny'dmemineownPurfe, 
Which 1 had recommended to his ufe, 
Not half an Hour before. 

Pio. How can this be? 
Duk.!. When came he to this Town? 
Ant. To Day, my Lord; and for three Months before, 

No Interim, not a minute's Vacancy, 
Both D•y and Night did we keep Company •. 

Enter Olivia ~tnd Attendants. 
Duk!. Here comes the Countefs; now Heav'n walks on 

Earth; 
But for thee, Fellow; Fellow, thy Words are Madnefs, 
Three Mo.luh~ this Youth bath tendtd upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him afide. 

Oli. What would my Lord, but that he may not have~ 
Wherein Olivit~ may feem ferviceabJe f 
C1jario, you do not keep Promife with me. 

Yio. Madam. 
Dukf. Gracious 0/ivia. 
Oli. What do you fay, Ceforio! Good my Lord
no. My Lord would fpeak~ my Duty bullies ·me. 
0/i. If it be ought to the old Tune my Lord, 

It is as fat and fulfome to mine Ear, 
As howling ofter Mufick. 

Duk!. Srill fo cruel? 
0/i. StiiJ fo confl:ant, my Lord. 
Du~e. What to perverfnefsl you uncivil Lady, 

To wt.ofe ingrate, and unaufpicious Altars, 
My Soul [he faithfuJI,ll Offerings have bH·arh ,d out 
That e'er Devotioil tender' d. What OuU I do f 



0/i. Even when it ple~fe my Lord, th~t fl.ull become him. 
Dt1~e. Why fhould I not, had I the Heart to do it, 

Like to the Egyptiau Thief, at point of Death 
Kill what 1 love:~ a favage Jealoufie, 
That fometime favours nobJy; but hear me thi5: 
Since you to Non·Regudance cafi my Faith. 
And that I p:utly lmow the Infirument 
That fcrews me from my true Place in your Favour: 
Live you the Marble-breafl:ed Tyrant fiill. 
But this your Minion, whom I know you love, 
And whom, by He:1v'n, I fwe~r, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Mafier's Spight. 
Come Boy with me, my Thoughts are ripe in Mifchief: 
I'll facri6ce the L~mb th:at I do love. 
To fpight a Raven's Heart within a Dove. 

Pio. And I mofl: jocond, apt, and wmingly, 
To do you Refl: a thoufand Deaths would die. 

Oli. Where goes C,fario ? 
Vio. After him I love, 

M ore t h~n I love .thcfe Eyes, mote than my Life, 
More by all mores, than e'er I fhall love Wife. 
If I do feign, you Witndf<:s above 
Puniili my Life, for tainting of my Love. 

Oli. Ay me, dt:tefied, how am I beguifd? 
Vio. Wro does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Hall: thou forgot thy felf? Is it fo long! 

Call for the h~ly F.nher. 
Duke. Come, away. 
Oli. Whither, my Lord~ Cefltrio, Husband, fl:ay. 
Duk.;. I-I us band? 
Oli. Ay, Husband; can he that deny? 
Du~e. Her Husband, Sirrah? 
Yto. No my Lord, not f. 
0/i. Ala~, it is the B~fenefs of rhy Fear, 

That makes thee firangle thy P•opriery: 
Fear not Cefario, take thy Fonures up, 
Be th1t thou know'fi thou art, ar;d then rhou art 
As great as that thou fear · fi. 

Enter 



88o 
Enter Priejl. 

0 welcome, Father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy Reverence 
Here to unfold, tb.o' htely we il'ttended 
To keep in Darknefs, what occaGon now 
Reve~ls before 'tis ripe; what thou dofi know 
Ht~th newly pail: aetween this Youth and me. 

Prieft. A ContraCt: of eternal Bond of Love, 
Confirm' cl by mu ual joinder of your Hands, 
Attefied by the~ holy clofe of Lips, 
Strengthned ~y enterchangement of your Rings, 
And aU the Ceremony of this CompaCt: 
S~al'd in my FunB:ion, by my T dl:imony: 
Smce when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave 
I have travell'd but two Hours. 

Duke. 0 thou diffrmbling Cub; what wilt thou be 
When Time hath fow>d a grizzel on thy Cafe~ 
Or will not elfe thy Craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own Trip ~all be thine overthrow? 
'Farewel, and t~ke her, but direCl: thy Feet, 
Where thou and I, henceforth, may never meet. 

PI~. My Lord, I do protefi
Oli. 0 do not fwear, 

How little Faith, tho' thou haft too much Fear • 
. Enter Sir Andrew with his Head bro~. 

Sir And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and one pre-

fenrly to Sit· Toby. 
OU. What's the matter~ 
Sir And. H'as broke my Head a.-crofs, and given Sir Tory 

a bloody Coxc0mb too: For the Love of God your help, 
I had rather than forty Pound I were at home, 

0/i. Who has done this, Sir Andrew~· 
Sir And. The Count's Gentlemen, one Cefario; we took 

him fer a Coward, but he's the very Devil incarnate. 
Du/ze. My Gentleman Cef~trio? 
Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is: You broke my Head 

for nothing, and that that I did, I was ftt on to do't by 
Sir Toby. 

f/io. Why do you fp ~ak to me, I never hurt you: 
You drew your Sword upon me witl.out c~ufe, 
But I befpeake you fair, and hurt you not. Enter 



Enter Sir Toby and Clown.· 
Sir And. If a bloody Coxcomb be a burr, you have hurt 

me: I think you fet nothing by a bloody Co:xcomb. Here 
comes Sir Tob] halting, you 1hall hear more; but if he had 
not been in drink, he would have tickled you other-gates 
than he did. 

Duk.§. How now, Gentleman? how is't with you~ 
Ssr To. That's all one, ha's hurt me, and there's an end 

on't; Sot, didfl: thou fee Dick.._ Surgeon, Sot ? 
Clo. 0 he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his Eyes 

were fet at eight i'th' Morning. 
Sir !o. Then he's a Rogue after a paffy mfafures Pavin : 

I hate a drunken Rogue. 
· Oli. Away with him~ Who bath made this havock with 

them~ 
Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be drdl: 

together. 
Sir To. Will you help an Afs-head, and a Cox comb, and a 

Knave, a thin fac'd Knave, a Gull? [ Exe. Clo. To.($' And. 
Oli. Get him to Bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 

Enter Sebafiian. 
Seb. I am forry, Madam, I have hurt your Kinfman: 

But had it been the Brother of my Blood, 
1 mufl: have done no lefs with Wtt and Safety. 
You throw a firange regard upon me, and by that 
I ~o perceive it bath offended you; 
Para on me, f weet one, even for the Vows 
\Ve made each other, but f<l late ago. . 

Duk!. One Face, one Voice, one Habit, and two Perfons, 
A natural Perfpe8:ive, that is, and is not. 

Seb. Antonio, 0 my dear Antonio! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortnr'd me, 
Since I have Jofl: thee~ 

Ant. Se6ajlian are you? 
Se b. Fcar'd thou that, Antonio ? 
Ant. How have you made Divi!ion of your felf, 

An Apple deft in two, is not more twin 
Than thefe two Creatures. \Vhich is Sebttjfian! 

Oli. !vlofl: wonderful ! 
Se b. l)o I fiand there~ I never had a Brother: 

Nor can there be a Deity in my N aturc 
Vot.IT. Ee Of 



S8t. or, 
Of here and every where. I had a Si!l:er!-. _ . 
Whom the blind Waves and Surges have devour'd: 
Of Charity, what kin are you to me~ [To Viola~ · 
What Countryman~ what Name~ what Parentage~ 
· 1/io. Of Mejfaline; Sebaftian was my father, 
Such a Se~aftian was my Brother too: 
So went he fuited to hts watery Tomb. 
If Spirits can affume both Form and Suit, 
,You come to fright us. 

Seb. A Spirit I am indeed, 
But am in that Dimenfion grofiy clad, 
Which from the Womb I did participate. 
Were you a Woman, as the reft go even, 
I thou1d my Tears let f.1ll upon your Cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned J/iola. 

f/i.o. My Father had a Moal upon his Brow. 
Seb. And fo had mine. 
Pio. And dy'd that day when J/iola from her Birth 

Had numbred thirteen Years. 
Seb. 0 that Record is lively in my Soul, 

He finifi1ed indeed his mortal Aet 
.That day that made my Sifter thirteen Years. 

Vt·o. If nothing letts to make us happy both, 
But this my Mafculine ufurp'd Attire; 
Do not Embrace me, 'till each Circumfiance 
Of Place, Time, Fortune, do cohere and jump 
1"'hat I a.m Viola; which to confirm, 
I'll bring you a Captain in this Town 
Where ly my Maiden \Veeds; by whofe gentle help 
I was pH:ft:rv'd to ferve this Noble Duke. 
All the Occurrence of my Fortune fince 
H~rh been between this L:1dy, and this Lord. 

Seb. So comes it, Lady, you have been mifiook: [To Oli! 
But N arurc to her Bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my Life, deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a IVlaid and Man. 

DHk.!. Be not amaz,d, right Noble is his Blood: 
J f this be f()_, as yet the <5Jaf> feems true, 
I iliall have ili~rc in this molt happy W reek. 
Boy, thou haft faid to me a t1 mJfand tim ·s, [To Viola. 

Thou 



Thou never fhould'fi love Woman like to me. 
Vio. And all thofe fayjngs will I over·f wear! 

And all thofe f we a rings keep as true in Soul, 
As doth that orbed Continent, the Fire, 
That fevers Day from Night. 

Duk._e. <'iive me thy Hand, 
And let me fee thee m thy Woman's Weeds. 

Pio. The Captain that dit:l bring me fitfl: on Shore, 
Hath my Maids Garments: He upon fome A6tion 
Is now in Durance, at Malvolio's Suit, 
A Gentleman and Follower of my Lady's. 

Oli. Ne thall enlarge him: Fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet alas, now I remember me, 
They fay, poor Gentleman, he's much difiracr. 

Enter the Clown 1vith a Letter, and Fabian; 
A mofi: exacting Frenzy of mine own, 
From my remembnnce clearly banifu'd his. 
How does he, Sirrah ? 

Clo. Truly, Madam, he holds Bel:z:..ebub at the Staves end 
a~ well as a Man in his Cafe may do: H'as here writ a Letter 
to you, I fhould have given't you to day Morning. But 
as a mad Man's Epifiles are no Gofpels, fo it skills not much 
when they are deliver'd. · 

Oli. Open't and read ir; 
Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the Fool deli-

vers the Mad. man- By the Lord, Madam. [Reads. 
0/i. How now, art thou mad? 
Clo. No, Mad~m, I do but read Madnefs: And your 

Ladyfhip will have it as it ought to be, you mufi allow 
f'O.\·. 

Oli. Prethc~ read it i'thy rights Wits. 
Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right Wits, is 

to read thus: Therefore perpcnd, my Princef' , and give 
car. 

Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. [To Fabian. 
Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, ?dadam:~ you 'vrong me, and 

the World jbatl know it : Though you have put me into Dark
nefs, and given your drunkgn Cor-ljin Rttle over me, yet have I 
be13cfit of my Senfe s as 'JJJell as your Ladyjbip. I have your 
own Letter, that indttced me to the femblance I put on; with 
the which I doubt not, but to do my felf mtsch Right, or you 

E. e 2. much 



Twelfth-Night ; or, 
much Shame: Think._ of me as you plutfe : !leave my Duty ~e 
little unthought of, and [peak... out of my Injury. 

The madly us'd Malvolio. 

Oli. Did he write this~ 
Clo. Ay, Madam. 
D#ke. This favours not much of DifiraB:ion~ 
Oli, See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither; 

My Lord, fo you pleafe, thefe things further thought on; 
To think me as well a Siflcr, as a Wife, 
One day fhall crown th' Alliance on't, fo pleafe you; 
Here at my Houfe, and at my proper Cofi. 

Duf?.!. Madam, I am mofl: apt t'embrace your offer. 
Your Mafl:er quits you ; and for your Service done him.~ 
So much againfi the Metal of your Sex, [To Vtola. 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding, 
And fince you call'd me Mafier, for fo long: 
Here is my Hand, you iball from this time be 
lYour M after's · Mifirefs. 

0/i. A Sificr, you are Chr. 
Enter Mah·olio; 

Duk§. Is this the mad Man! 
0/i~ ·Ay, my Lord, this fame: how now Malvolio ! 
A1al. Madam, you have done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong. 
0/i. Have I, .iJ,!alvolio? No. 
MAl. Lady you have, pray perufc you that Letter. 

You mufi not now deny it is your Hand. 
Write from it if you can, in Hand or Phrafe, 
Or [Jy 'tis not your Seal, nor your Invention; 
You can fay none of this. W eH, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modefiy of Honour, 
Why you have given me fuch dear Jights of F.1vour, 
Bad me come finiling, and crofs·g:uter'd to you, 
To put on yellow Stockings, ~ and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter People? 
And acting this in an obedient Hope, 
\Vhy have you fuffet'd me to be imprifim'd, 
Kept in a dark II ui~, vifited by the Priefl:, 
Ar.d make the 1 oft notorious Geck or G t1ll 
That e'er Invention plaid on? Tdl me why~ 

0/i. 



Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my Writing, 
Tho', I confefs, much like the Character: 
But, out of queftion, 'tis Maria"s Hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was the 
Pirft told me thou waft mad; then cam'fr in fmiling; 
And in fuch Forms, which here were prefuppos'd 
Upon thee in the Letter: Prethee be content. 
:This praccice hath mofi furewdly pafi upon thee; 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of it~ 
Thou fhalt be both the Plantiff and the J udg~ 
Of thin.e own Caufe. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak, 
'And let no Quarrel, nor no Bra~l to come~ 
Taint the Condition ofthis prefent Hour, 
Which I have il ondred at. In hope it fhall nor; 
Mofl: freely I confds my felf and TobJ · 
Set this Device :~gainfi Malvolio here, 
Upon fome fl:ubborn and uncourteous Parts 
We had conceiv'd againfi him. M aria writ 
The Letter, at Sir Toby's great importance, 
In recompence whereof he hath married her~ 
How with a fportful Malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge. 
Ifthat the Injuries be jufily weigh'd, 
That have on both fides pafr. 

0/i. Alas, poor Fool! how have they b~£Hed thee~ 
C/o. Why fome are born Great, fame atchieve Greatneis; 

and fome have Greatnefs thrown 1:1pon them. I was one, 
Sir, in this Interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but that'i all one : 
By the Lord, Fool, I am not mad; but do you remember, 
Madam, why laugh you at fuch a barren Rafcal ~ And you 
fmile not he's gagg•d: And thus the Whirl-gigg of Time 
brings in his Revenges. · 

Mal. I'll be reveng' d on the whole pack of you, [Exit: 
Oli. He bath been mofl: notorioufiy abus~d. 
Duk!. Purfue him, and entreat him to a Peace: 

He hath not told us) of the Captain yet; 
\~hen that is known, and golden Time convents; 
A folemn Combination thall be made 
Of our dear Souls. Mean time, fweet Sifl:er, 
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We will not part from hence. Cefario come; 
(For fo you ihall be, while you are a Man;) 
But when in other Habits you are feen, 
Or:ftnu's Mifrrefs, and his Fancy's Queen. 

Clown fings. 

Tflhen that I was and a little tine Boy;, 
With hey, ho, the Wmd and the Rain: 

.A foolijh thing was but a Toy, 
For the Rain it raineth every da]. 

But when I came to Man's Eft ate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

'Gainft Knaves and Thieves Men jhut thtir Gate, 
For the .Rain, &c. 

But when I came at lafl to Wive, 
With hey, ho, &c • . 

By fwaggering corsld I never thrive, 
For the Rain, &c. 

But when I came tmto :ny Beds, 
With he), ho, &c. 

rVith Tofpots flill had drunk£n Hc~1ds, 
For the Rain, &c. 

A great while ago the l¥orld begun, 
VVith hey, ho, &c. 

But that's all one, our Play is done, 
./.lnd 'JJ/e' ll ftri'lle to pleafe JOU every day. 
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Dramatis Perfonre. 

L Eontes, King of Sicilia. 
Polixenes, King _of Bohemia. 

Mamillius, Toung Prince of Sicilia. 
Florizel, Prince of Bohemia. 

Carnillo, ~ 
Antigonus, · s· .1. L d 
Cleomines, lCl tan or s. ~· .. 

Dion, 
Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord. 
~Old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Clown, his Son. 
Autolicus, a Rogue. 

Herrnione, fi:!een to Leontes. 
Perdita, Vaughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus. 
Emilia, a Lady attending on Hermionc. 

Mopfa, z 
Dorcas, S Shepherdeffis. 

Gua!er, Shepherds, Shepherdtjfes, a11d Attendant!~ 

S C E N E- partly i1t Sicilia, and p4rtly in 
Bohen1ia. 
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W• NTER'S T LE. 

ACT I~ SCENE I. 
S C E N E A Palace. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus • 
.ARCHIDAMVS. 

F you thall chance, Camillo, to vifit Bohe
mia, on the like occafion whereon my Ser
vices are now on foot, you iliall fee, as I 
have faid, great difference betwixt our Bo
hemia, and your Sicilia. 

-=~~=~ C~tm. I think, this common Summer, the 
King of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the Vifitation which 
he jufl:Iy owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment iliall thame us: We 
will be juflified in our Loves; for indeed-

Cam. ~Befecch you- . 
Arch. Verily I fpeak it in the freedom of my knowledge; 

we cannot with fuch Magnificence-- in fo rare-I 
know not what to fay-We will give you Oeepy Drinks, 
that your Senfes (unintelligent of our infufficience) may, 
tho' they cannot praife us, a5 little accufe us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what's given 
freely • 

.Arch. Believe me, I fpeak as my U ndet fl:anding in!l:ruB:s 
me, and as mine Honefiy puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot fhew himfelf over-kind to Bohemi~; 
they ~ere train'~ togcthc~ in their Childhoods i and rh ere 
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rooted betwixt them then fuch an Affection, which cannet 
chufe but branch now. Since their more mature Digni· 
ties, and Royal N eceffities, made feparation of their Society; 
their Encounters, though not perfontl, have been . royally 
:attornied with enterchange of <Sifcs, Letters, loving Em· 
baffies, that they have feem'd to be together, tho' abfent ; 
iliook hands, as over a vafl: Sea, and embra,'d as it were 
from the ends of oppofed Winds. The Heav'ns continue 
their Loves • 

.Arch. I think there is not in the World, either Malice 
or Matter to alter it. You have an unfpeakable comfolt f 
your yGung Prince Mamillius ; it is a Gentleman of the great
eft promife that ever came into my Note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes cf h'm: 
It is a gallant Child, one that, indeed, Phyficks the Suhjecr 
makes old Hearts frefh : They that went on Crutches e'er he 
was born, defire yet their Life to fee him a Man • 

.Arch. Would they elfe be content to die ? • 
Cam. Yes, if there were no othe!" excufe, why they fuouli 

defire to live. ' 
.Arch. If the King had no Son, they would deft re to live 

on Crutches 'till he had one. [Exeunt! 

S C E N E II. 
Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes, and Camillo; 

Pol. Nine changes of the watry Star hath been 
The Shepherd's N ate, fince we have left our Throne 
\Vithout a Burthcn, Time as long again 
\V ould be fill'd up, my Brother, with our Tbanks~ 
And yet we ibouJd, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in Debt: And therefore, like a Cypher; 
Yet fi:anding in rich place, I multiply 
With one, we thank you, many thoufands more,' 
That go before it. · 

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

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow : 
I am quell:ion'd b'y my Fears of what m~y chance; 
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow 
No fneaping \V. s at home, to make us fay, 
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This is put forth too truly: Be fides, I have,fl:ay'd 
To tire your Royalty. 

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

Pol. No longer fray. 
Leo. One fev'n mght longer~ 
Pol. Very footh, to morrow. 
Leo. We'll part the time bttween's then: and in that I'll 

no gain-faying. 
Pol. Prefs me not, 'befeech you, fo; 

There is no Tongue that moves; none, none i'th' World 
So foon as yours, could win me: fo it 1hould no~ 
W r · there neccffity in your Requefi, altho~ 
!)Twere needful I deny'd it. My Affairs 
D 1 even drag me homeward; which to hinder; 
W de, in your Love, a Whip to me; my fl:ay, 
To you a Charge and Trouble: To fave both, 
FareweJ, our Brother. 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd, our Queen~ fpeak you. 
Her. I had thought, Sir, to have held my peace; until 

You had drawn Oaths from him, not to fiay: You, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure 
All in Bohemia,s well: This Satisfaa:ion 
The by-gone-day proclaim,d; fay this to him, 
He's beat from his befl: Ward. 

Leo. Well fa id, Hermione. 
Her. To tell, he longs to fee his Son, were fl:rong; 

But let him fay fo then, and let him go; 
But let him fwear fo, and he fuall not flay, 
We'll thwack him hence with Difiaffs. 
Yet of your Royal Prefence, I'll adventure [To Polixenes~ 
The borrow of a Week. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, I'll give him my Commiffion, 
To let him there a Month, behind the Gefl: 
Prefix'd for's parting : Yet, good h~ed, Leontes~ 
I love thee not a jar o'th' Clock behind 
.What Lady fue her Lord. You:n fhy ~ 

Pol. No, Madam. 
Her. Nay, but you will. 
Pol. I may not verily. 

Her. 
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Her. Verily~ 
You put me off with limber Vows; but I~ 
Tho' you would feek t'unfphere the Star~ with Oaths~ 
Should yet fay, Sir, no going: Verily 
You iball not go; a Lady's verily is 
As potent as a Lord's. Will you go yet~ 
Force me to keep you as a Prifoner, 
Not like a Guefl: ~ So you iball pay your Fees 
When you depart, and fave your Thanks. How fay you~ 
My Prifoner~ or my Guefi? by your dread verily, 
One of them you iball be. 

Pol. Your ~uefl: then, Madam: 
To be your Prifoner, fuould import offending; 
Which is for me lefs eafie to commit, 
Than you to punilh. 

Her. Not your ~oaler then, 
But your kind Hofl:efs; come, !'11 quefl:ion you 
Of my Lord's Tricks and yours, when you were Boys: 
You were prei!tty Lordings then ~ 

Pol. We were, fair Qteen, 
Two Lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But fuch a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be Boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The vcricr Vfag o'th, two~ 

Pot. We were as twin' cl Lambs, that did frisk i'th' Sun; 
And bleat th.e one at th' other : What we chang'd, 
Was Innocence for Innocence; we knew not 
The Doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 
That any did; Had we purfu'd that Life, 
And our weak Spirits ne'er been higher rear,d 
With fl:ronger Blood, we ibould have anfwer·d Hcav'n 
Boldly, Not Guilty; the lmpofition clear' cl, 
Hereditary ours. 

Her. By this we gather 
You have tript fince. 

Pol. 0 my mofl: facred Lady, 
Temptations have fince then been horn to's; fo 
In thofe unfledg'~ days, was my Wife a Girl; 
Your precious felf h~d then n.ot crofs'd the Eyes 
Of my young P fellow. 

Htr. 
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Her. Gr ce to boot: . 
Of this make no Conclufion, leQ you fay 
Your Queen and I arc Devils. Yet go on~ 
Th' Offences we have made you do, wc'll ·anfwcr; 
If you fid.l: finn'd with u~, and that with us 
You did continue Fault; and that you flipt not 
With any but with us. 

Leo. Is he won yet~ 
Her. He'll fiay, my Lord. 
Leo. At my Requefi he would not: 

Hermione, my dearefi, thou never fpok'ft 
;To better Purpofe. 

Her. Never~ 
Leo. Never, but once~ 
Her. What~ have I twice faid well? When w~s't before~ 

I prethee tell me; Cram's with Pnife, and make's 
As fat as tame things: One good Deed, dying tonguelefs, 
Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon that. 
Our Praifes are our Wages. You may ride's 
Vlith one feft Kifs a thoufand Fur!ongs, e'er 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th'Goal: 
My Jafl: good Deed was to intre:~t his fiay; 
What was my firfi~ lt has an elder Sifier, 
Or I mifiake you: 0, would her Name were Grace, 
But once before I fpake to th' purpofd when? 
Nay, let me have't; I long. 

Leo. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed Months h3d fowr ~d themfelves to Death, 
E'er I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And cl~p thy felf, my Lo't·e; then didfi thou utter, 
I am your's for ever. 

Her. 'T is Grace indeed. 
Why Jo .. you now; I have [poke to th'purpofe twice; 
The one for ever earn\l a Royal Husband; 
Th' other, [\>r fome while a Friend. 

Leo •. Too hot, too hot- [ Aftde. 
To mingle Friendfl1 ip far, is mingling Bloods. 
I have Tremor Cord is on me-my Heart dances, 
But not for Joy--not Joy-This Entertainment 
May a free Face pl't on; derives a Liberry 
from Heartinefs-, from Bounty, fertile Bofom, 
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And we'll become the Agent; 't may, I grant, 
.But to be padling Palms, ~nd pinching Fingers, 
As now they are, and making praB:is'd Smiles 
As in a Looking-<.Glafs- and then to figb, as 'twere 
The Mort o'ch~ Deer; oh, that is E.ntertamment 
My Bofom likes not, nor my Brow_s Mamillius, 
Art thou my Boy! 

M am. Ay; my good Lord. 
Leo. I fecks ! 

Why that's my Bawcock; what~ has't fmutch'd thy Nofd 
They fay it is a Copy out of mine. Come, Captain, 
.We mull: be neat; not Neat, but cleanly, Captain, 
And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, . 
Are all call'd Neat. Still Virginalling [ Obferving Po-

Ji:xenes and Hermione. 
Upon his Pa]m-- How now, you wanton Calf! 
Art thou my Calf? 

M am. Yes, if you wil1, my Lord. (have 
Leo. Thou want'fr a rough Pafh, and the Shoots that I 

To be full, like me. Yet they fay we are 
Almoft as like as Eggs; Women fay fo, 
... rh at will fay any thing; but were thc:y falfe, 
As o'er·dy'd Blacks, as Winds, as Waters; fal(c 
As Dice are to be wifh)d, by one that fixes 
No horn 'twixt his and mine; yl.t were it true, 
'To fo~y this Boy were like me. Come, Sir Page, 
J .. ook on me with your wclking Eye, f'vveet VIllain. 
Mofi dearcfi, my Collop-- Can thy Dam ? may'c be
Imagination! thou doH frab to th' Cc..nter. 
~rhou dofi make poffible things not be fo held~ 
Communic.1t'fi: with Dreams- how can this be~ 
\tYith w h~t's unreal, thou coaB:ive :ur, 
And fdlow'ft nothing. Then 'tics very credent, 
Thou may'fr cc-join vith fomething, ~nd thou doft, 
And that beyond commiffion, and I find it, 
And that to the lnfecrion of my Brains, 
And hardniog of my Brows. 

Pol. vVhat means Sicilia? 
Her. He fomc:thing fecms unfttle~. 
'PoJ. How~ my Lotd? 
Leo. What cheer~ how is it with you, iny be!l: Brother? 

Her. 
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Her. You look 3S if you held a bro of much diftraaion. 
Are you mov'd, my Lord? 

Leo. No, in good earn ell. 
How fl n etimes Nature will betrays its Folly.' 
It's Tenderncfs! and make it felf a Pafl:ime 
To har er Bofoms! Looking on the Lines 
Of my Boy's Face, methoughts I did recoil 
T enty three Years, alld faw my felf unbreech'd, 
In my green Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzel'd, 
Lefi it ili.ould bite its Matl:er, and fo prove, 
As 01naments oft do, too dangerou5; 
How like, methought, I then was to this Kernel~t 
This Squaili, this G ntleman. Mine hondl: Friend, 
w· 1 you take Eggs for Mony ~ 

M~t1n. No, my Lord, I'll fight. . 
Leo. You will! why happy Man me's dole. My Brother; 

Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Do fee m to be of ours~ · 

Pol. If at home, Sir, 
He's all Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter; 
Now my {worn Friend, and then mine Enemy; 
l\1y Parafite, my Soldier, States-man, all; 
He makes a July's day, fhort as December, 
And with thts varying Cbildnefi, cures in me 
Thoughts, that {hould thick my Blood. 

Leo. So fiands thi~ Squire 
Offic'd with me: \V e two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave you to your graver fieps. 1-Iermione, 
I-Iow thou lov'fi: us, fhew in our Brother's welcome ; 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap: 
Next to thy felf, and my young Rover, he's 
Apparent to my Heart. 

Her. If you would fetk us, 
We are yours i'th' Garden: ihall's attend you therd 

Leo. To your own bents difpofe you; you'd be found; 
Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now, 
Tho' you perceive me not how I give Line, 
Go to, go to. . [ Ajide, obferving Her. 
Ho .v ihe holds up the Neb! the Bill to him! 
And arms her with the boldnefs of a Wife [Exeunt Po· 

lix. Her. and .Attend~mts. Manent Leo.l\'lam. and Cam. 
To 



To her allowing Husband. Gone already! 
Inch thick, Knee deep; o'er Head and Ears a fork'd one.! 
Go play, Boy, play- Thy Mother plays, and I 
Play too; but fo difgrac'q :;t part, whofe Hfue 
W tll hifs me to my Gnve : Contempt and Clamour 
Will be my Knell. Go play, Boy, play-- There haTe been, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, Cuckolds e'er cow; 
And many a Man there is, even at this prefent, 
Now whtle I fpeak this, holds his Wife by th' Arm, 
.That little thinks fbe has been fiuic'd in his abfence, 
And his Pond filli'd by his next Neighbour·, by 
Sir Smile h1s N eighbol~r: Nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other Men have Gates, and thofe @ates open'd, 
As mine, againfr their \Vilt. Should all defp~ir 

1
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
Would hang themfclves. Phyfick for't, there's none: 
It is a bawdy Planet, that will £hike 
Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powerful: think it. 
From Eafl, W efr, North ard South, be it concluded, 
No Barricado for a Belly. Know't, 
It will let in and out the Enemy, 
With Bag and Baggage: 1\'lany a thoufand of's 
Have the Diftafe, and f ... el't not. How now, Boy~ 

Mam. I am like yo·J, they fay. 
Leo. Why, thafs fomc comfort. 

WhH ~ Cttmi!lo there~ 
Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 
Leo. Go play, Mamil/ius, thou'rt an honefl: l\1an: 

[Exit IVlamillius. 
Camillo, this great Sir will yet flay longer. 

C.zm. Yon had much ado to maf\e his Anchor hold, 
When you cafl: out, ir fl:ill came home, 

Leo. D;dll: note it? 
Cam. He ~ould not fiay at your Petitions, made 

H1s bufinds more material. 
Leo. Did!l: perceive it ! 

They'r~ here with m~. already; whifp "ring, rounding: 
Sicili.t 1c; a fo.f:.>rth; 'n~; far gonr, 
\Vhen I fh3ll gull it Jafi. How cam~·r, Ctmillo, 
That h~ did fiJy ~ 

Cll':n. 
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Cam. At the good Queen's Entreaty. 
Leo. At the Qyeen's bee; Good lhould be pertinent; 

But fo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underfianding Pate but thine~ 
For the Conceit is foaking, will draw in 
More than the common Blocks, not noted, is't; 
But of the finer Natures~ By fome Sevefals 
0( Head-piece extraordinary~ Lower ~telfes 
Perchance are to this Bufinefs purblind? Say. 

Cam. Bufinefs, my Lord~ I think mofl: unde1 !land 
iohemia frays here longer. 

Leo. Ha? 
CaJW. Stays here longer. 
Leo. I, but why~ 
Cam. To fatisfie your Highnefs, and the Entreaties 

Of our mofl:: gracious Mifi:refs. 
Leo. Satisfie ~ 

Th' Entreaties of your Mifi:refs? Satisfie? 
Let that fufEce. I have trufied thee, Camillo~ 
\¥ith all the nearefi: things to my Heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein, Priefl: like, thou 
Hall cleans' cl my Bofom: I, from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform'd; but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy Integrity, deceiv'd 
In that which feems fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my Lord. 
Leo. To bide upon't; thou art not honell; or, 

If thou inclin'fi that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which boxes Honefl:y behind, refl:raining 
From Courfe requir'd; or elfe thou mufi be counted 
A Servant grafred in my fe'tious Trufr, 
And therein negligent; or e1fe a Fool, 
That feefr a <Same plaid home, the rich Stake drawn; 
And tak•fl: it all for J eft 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, fooli1h and fearful, 
In every one of thefe; no Man is free, 
But that his Negligence, his Folly, Pea; 
Amongfl: the infinite Doing of the World, 
Sometimes puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord. 
lf ever I were wilful negligent, 
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It was my Folly; if indufirioufl y 
I play'd the Fool, it was my Negligence, 
Not weighing well the End; if ever fearful 
To do a thiDgJ where I the Iffue doubted. 
Whereof the Execution did cry out 
Againfl: the Non-performance, 'twas a Fear 
Which ofc infeCts the Wifdl:: Thefe, my L:>rd, 
Are fuch allow'd Infirmities, that Honefl:y 
Is never free of. But befcech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me. know my Trefpafs 
By its own Vifage; if I then deny it, 
'Tis none of mine. 

Leo. Ha'not you fcen, Cttmillo ? 
(But that's pafi Doubt; you have, or your E. ye-gl•fs 
Is thicker than a Cuckold's Horn) or heard~ 
(For to a Vifion fo apparent, Rumour 
<2annot be mute) or Thought~ (for Cogitltion 
Refides not in that Man, that do's not think) 
My Wife is flippery ~ If thou wilt, confefi, 
Or e:fe be impudently Negative. 
To have nor E. yes, nor Eus, nor ThoughtJ then fay 
My Wife's a Holy Horfe, deferves a N arr1e 
As rank as any Flax-wencl~, that puts to 
Before her Troth ... plight: Say't and ju!l:ify'r. 

Cam. I would not be a ·stander-by, to hear 
My Sovereign M1fhefs clouded fo, without 
My prcfent Venaeance taken; 'threw my Heart, 
You never li okc what did btcome you lef5 
Than· thif, whirh to nircrate, w re Sin 
As dee1 as th r., t 1o' true: 

Leo. I<J \Vhifpering nothiPg? 
Is leaning Chcd' to Cheek? Is meet:ira Nofis? 
Kiffing with infide Lip? StGpping the Carreer 
Of Laught .r, with a Sigh?- A Note infal.ible 
Of breaking 1-)onefiy: hoding Font on oot? 
Skulking in Coraers~ wifi ir b Cock moref wift? 
Hours Minutes~ The N n r'~ i nigh ? ar.d all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and W tb, but th irs; theirs only, 
That would unfeen be w ;c · d? Is thi nG:hing? 
Why then the World, and H thut' i1l't ·s nothing; 
The covering is .othir , Bohemia not~ing, 
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My Wife is nothing, nor nothing have thefe Nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. @ood my Lord, be cur, d 
Of this difeas'd Opinion, and betime~, 
For 'tis moll: dmgerous. 

Leo. Say it be, 'tis true. 
Cam. No, ne, my Lord. 

~ Leo. It is; you lie, you lie : 
I fay thou lidl, Camillo, n~l I hate thee; 
Pronounce thee a grofs Lowt, a mindlefi Slave; 
Or e)fe a hovering 1 emporizer, tl at 
eanfi: with thir.e Eyes at once fee @ood and Evil, 
Inclining to them both: Were my Wife's Liver 
InfeCted, as her Life, ilie would not live 
The running of one Glafs 

Cam. Who do's infeCt: her? 
Leo. Why he that wears her like her Medal, hanging 

'About his N ed<, Bohemia; who, if I 
Had Servants true about me, that bear Eyes 
To fee a like mine Honour, as their Profits, 
Their own p~rticular Thrifts, they would do that; 
Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His Cup-beare, whom I from meaner Form 
Have bench' d, ~nd rear' d to wodh ip, who may, fi fee 
Plainly, a~ Heav'n fees Earth, and Earth fees Heav'n, 
How I am gall'd, thou might'fr be-fpice a Cup, 
To give mine Enemy a lafl:ing Wink, 
Which Drauglt to me were Cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my Lord, 
I could do thit, and that with no ralh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that fhould not work 
Malicioufiy, like a Poifon; But I cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miil:refs, 
So foveraignly being honourable. 
I have lov'd t1ee. , 

Leo. Make that thy Quefl:ion, and go rot: 
D-1'fi think I 2l1l fo muddy, fo unfetled, . 
To appoint my fdf in this Vexation ? 
Sully the Purity and Whitenefs of my Sheet~; 
Which to pre£rve, is Sleep; which being fpotted, 
Is Goad~, Th>rns, N ettlcs, Tails of W afps; 
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Give Scandal to the Blood o'th' Prince, my Son, 
Wh,) I do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't ~ Would I do this? 
Could Mau {o blench~ 

Cam. I muft believe you, Sir, 
I do, and will fetch off Bohemia [Jr't: 
Provided, that when he's r'mov'd, your Highnef~ 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft, 
Even for your Son's fake, and thereby for fea1ing 
The Injury of Tongues, in Courts and. Kingdoms 
Known and ally'd to yours. 

Leor Thou doll: advife me, 
Even fo as I mine own Courfe have fet down: 
I'll give no Blemifh to her Honour, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Go then; and with a Countenance as dear 
As Friendlhip wears at Feafis, keep with BohemiA, 
And with your Queen: I am his Cup-bearer, 
If from me he have wholefome Beveridge .. 
Account me not your Servant. 

Leo. This is ail. 
Do't, and thou haft the one half of my Heart; 
D ·r not, thou fplit'fl: thine own. 

.. 

· Cam. I'll do't, my Lord. . 
Leo. I will feem fr iendly, as thou hall: advh'd me. [Exit. 
Cam . 0 miferabJe Lady: But for me! 

W hat c~ ft fiand I in~ I mutt be the Poifoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my Ground to do'r, 
Is the O bedience to a Mafl:er, one, 
\Vh'J in R ebellion with himfelf: will have 
All that are his, fo too. To this Deed 
Promr-tion follows. If I could find Example 
Of Thoufands that h~d firuck anointed (mgs, 
And ilmrilh 'd after, l'ld not do'r: But tince 
Nor Brafs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one, 
Let Vd!any it felf forfwcar·r. I mufi 
Forijke rhe Court; To do't, or no, is certain 
To me a Break-iicdr. 1-!appy Star> reign now. 
1-ier,., a mes Bohcmiaf' • 

Enter 



Emer Po1ixef1es. 
Pol. This i~ firange~ Methinks 

My Favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak ~ 
~ood Day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hall, mofl: Royal Sir, 
Pol. What is the News i'th' Court? 
Cam. None rare, my Lm Cl. 
Pol. The King bath on him fuch a Countenance, 

As had he lofr fome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, . as he ioves himfelf: Even n0w I met him 
With cuftomary Complement, when he 
Wafting his Eyes to th' contrary,' and falling 
A Lip of much Contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to confider what is Breeding, 
That changes thus his Manners. 

Cam. I da!"e not know, my Lord. 
Pol. How, dare not? do not? Do you know, and dare not~ 

Be intelligent to rr.e, 'tis thereabouts: 
For to your felf, what do you know, you mufi, 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Cllmillo, 
Your chang'd Complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which fbews me mine chang'd too; for I rnufr be 
A Party in this Alteration, finding 
My felf thus alter'd with't. 

Cam. There is a Sickncfs 
Which puts fome of us in difl:emper; but 
I cannot name the n;feafe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

· Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not lighted like the Balllisk. 
I have look'a on Thoufands, who have fped the better 
By my Regard, but kiU'd none fo: Ctimillo, 
A~ you are certainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like expedienc'd, which no lefs Adorns 
Onr Gentry, than our Parents noble Names, 
In whofe Succefs we are gentle: I beftech you, 
If you know ought which do·~ behove my Knowledge 
Thereof to be ir.form'd, imprifon't not 
In ignorant Concealment. 

Cam. I may not anf wer. 
F f 3 Pol. 
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Pol. A Si,knefs caught of me, and yet I well~ 
I mull: be anfwer'd. Dofl: thou I eara Camillo, 
l conjure thee by all the Parts of Man, 
Which Honour do's acknowledge, whereof the lea£1 
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What Incidency thou dofi guefs of Harm 
Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near, 
Which way to be prevented, if to be; 
If not, how bdl: to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I will tell you, 
Since I am charg'd in Honour, and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore maFk my Counfel, 
Which mufl: be ev'n as fwifrly follow'd as 
I mean to utter it; or both your felf and me, 
.C y lofi, and fo good Night. 

Pol. On, .good Gtmillo? · 
Cam. I am appointed to murder you, 
Pol. By w horn, Camillo? 
Can. ~ By the King. 
Pol. For wlut~ 
Cam. He thinks, nay with all Confidence he fweus, 

As he had feen't, or been an In Ll:rumcnt 
To vice y0u to't, that you have toucht his Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my bdl: Blood turn 
To an infected Gelly, and my Name 

- Ee yoak'd with his that did betray the befl: 
Turn then my frefhefr Reputation to 
A Savour, that may {hike the duiJe!l: Nofhil 
\V here I arrive; and my Approach be fl1un'd, 
Nay hated toe, worfe than the great 'fi Infcetion 
That e'er w~s h• ard, or read. 

Cam. Swear his Thought over 
By each particular Star in Heav'n, and 
By all their ir flu~nces; you may as well 
Fo;bid the Sea for to obey the Moon, 
As or by Oath remove, or Counfel tbake 
The Fabrick of his FoHy, whoft: Foundation 
Is pyJ'd upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his Body. 

Pol. How Ihould this grow? 



Cam. I know not; but I am fure 'tis fafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than quefiion how ~tis born. 
If therefore you dare trufi: my Honefiy, 
That lyes inclofed in this Ttunk, which you 
Shall bear along in.pawn'd, away to Night; 
'Jour Followers I will whifper to the Bufinefs, 
And will by twoes, and threef, at feveral Pofl:erns, 
Clear them o'th' City. For my felf, I'll put 
My Fortunes to your Service, which are here 
By this Difcovery lofi. Be not uncertain, 
For by the Honour of my Parents, I 
Have utter'd Truth; which if you feek to prove, 
I dare not fi:and by; nor fhall you be fafer 
Than one condemned by the King's own Mouth: 
Thereon his Execution f worn. 

Pol. I do believe thee: 
I faw his Heart in's Face. Give me thy Hand; 
Be Pilot to me, and thy Places fuall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My People did expect my hence departure 
Two Days ago. This J ealoufie 
Is for a precious Creature; as file's rare, 
Mufi it be great; and, as his Perfon's mighty, 
Muft it be violent; and, as he do's conceive, 
He is difuonour'd by a Man, which ever 
Profefs'd to him; Why his Revenges mllft 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'er-fhades me: 
Good Expedition be my Friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queen, part of his Theam; but nothing 
Of his ill·tane Sufpicion. Come, Camille, 
I will refpeB: thee as a F~ther, if 
Thou bear' A: my Life. off hence. Let us avoid. 
. Cam. It is in mine Authority to command 
Tlie Keys of all the Pofierns: Pleafe your Highnefs 
To take the urgent Hour. Come, Sir, away. [Exumr. 

Ff4 ACT 
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Enter Hermione, Mamillus, and Ladies. 

Htr. TAKE the Boy to you; he fo troubles me, 
'Tis pafr et'lduring. 

I LA-dy. Come, my grac1ous Lord, 
.Shall I be your Play· fellow ? 

M am. No, I'll· none of you. 
I Lady. Why, my fweet Lord? 
Mam. You'll kifs me hard~ and fpeak to me, as if 

I were a Baby fiill~ I love you better. 
2. Lady. And why fo, my Lord? 
M~tm. Not for becaufe 

Your Brows are blacker; yet black Brows, they fay, 
Become fome Women bdt, fo that there be not 
Too much Hair there, but in a Semicircle, 
Or a Half-Moon made with a Pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this~ 
Mam. I learn'd it out of Womens Faces: Pray now, 

:What Colour be your Eye-brows~ 
I Lady. Blue, my Lord. 
Mam. Nay, that's a Mock: I have feen a Lady's Nofe 

That has been blue, but not her Eye-brows. 
I Lady. Hark yeJ · 

The Queen, your Mother, rounds apace: We fhall 
Pt efent our Services to a fine new Prince 
One of thefe Days, and then you'll wanton with us, 
If we would have you. , 

2 Lady. She is fpread oflate 
Into a goodly Buik, good Time encounter her, 

Her. What W"fdom it rs amongfl: you? Come, Sir, now 
t am fvr you again. Pray you fit by us, 
And tell's a Tal·. 

M am. l\1erry, or [Jd, ihal'c be? 
Iler. As merry ::s you will. 
Mam. A £.d Tale·s beft for Winter. 

I h1ve one of Sprights and tiobJins. 
Her. Lefs have thlt, good Sir. 

Cl> me 



Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your befl, 
.To fright me with your Sprights: You're powerful at it. 

Mam .. There was a Man. 
Her. Nay, come fit down _; then on; 
M.i;:.~. Dwelt by a Church-yard : I will tell it foftly; 

Y ond Crickets th.Jl not hear it. 
· Her. Come on then, and giv't me i mine Ear. 

Enter Leontes, Artigonus-, and Lords. . . 
Leo. \Vas he met there~ is Train~ Camillo w1th h1m ~ 
Lord. Behind the Tufc ofPines I met them, never 

Saw I Men fcowr fo on their way: I ey'd them 
Even to their Ships • 
.. Leo. How blefl: am I 

In my jufl: Cenfure ~ In my true Opinion~ 
Alack, for Jelfer Knowledge, how accurs'd, 
In being fo bldl: ~ There may be in the Cup 
A Spider fieep'd, and one may drink; depatt, 
And yet partake no Venom; for his Knowledge 
Is not infeCl:ed; but if one prefent 
Th'abhorr'd Ingredient to his Eye, make known 
How he bath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides 
With violent Hefts. I ha" e drunk, and feen the Spider.· 
Camillo was his Help in this, his Pander: 
There is a Plot againfl: my Life, my Crown; 
All,s true that is mill:rufted; that falfe Villain, 
Whom I employ•d, was pre-empJoy'd by him; 
He hath difcover•d my Defign, and I 
Remain a pinch'd Thing; yea, a very Trick 
For them to play at will: How came the Pofierns 
So eafily open ~ 

Lord. By his great Authority, 
Which often have no Jefs preva11'd, than fo 
On your Command. 

Lea. I know't too we11. 
Give me the Boy, I am glad you did not outfe him, 
Though he do's bear fome S1gns of me, yet you 
Have too much Blooj in him. 

Her. Wh•t is this? Sport? 
Leo. Bear the Boy hence, he .Oull not come about her, 

Away with him, and let her fport her fclf 

With 
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With that lhe's big with, for 'tis Polixenes 
Has made thee f well thu~. 

Her_. But l'ld fay he had not; 
And I'll be fworn you would believe my Saying, 
How e'er you lean to th' Nay ward. 

Leo. You, my Lords, 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To fay fhe is a goodly Lady, and 
The Juftice of your Hearts will thereto add, 
,»Tis pity fue ~s not hondl:: Honourable: 
Praife her but for this her without-door Form; 
Which on my Faith deferves high Speech, and firaight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, thtfe Petty-brands 
That Calumny cloth ufe: Oh I am out, 
That Mercy do's, for Calumny will fear 
Virtue it felf, thefe Shrugs, thefe Hum's, and Ha's, 
\Vhen you have faid lht's goodly, come between 
E'er you can fay ilie's honeft: But be'c known, 
From him that has m oft Caufe to grieve it fl1ould be, 
She's an Adultrefs. 

Her. Should a ViJJain fay fo, 
The mofi replenilh'd Villain in the World, 
He were as much more Villain: You, my Lord, 
Do but mitlake. 

Leo. You have rniftook, my Lady, 
Polixenes for Leontcs. 0 thou rhing,. 
Which I'll not call a Creature of thy Place, 
Lell: Barbarifm, making me the Precedent, 
Should a like Language ufe to all Degrees, 
And mannerly Dillinguif11ment leave out, 
Betwixt the Prince :and Beggar. I have faid 
She's an Adultrefs, l have faid with whom: 
More; Shes a Traitor, and Camillo is 
A Federary with her, and one that knows 
What the 1hould iliamc to know her feJf, 
But with her mofi vild Principal; that the's 
A Bed Swarver, even as bad as thofe 
That Vulgar give bold'fi Titles; ay, and privy 
To this their late Efcape. 

Her. No, by my Life, 
Privy to none of this: How will this grieve you, 
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When you fhall come to clearer Knowledge, that 
You thus have publiili'd me~ Gentle, my Lord, 
You fcarce can right me throughJy than to fay 
You did mifl:ake. 

Leo. No, if I mifiake 
In thofe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Ce ter is not big enough to bear 
A Schoo -boy's Top. Away with her, to Prifon: 
He who fhall fpeak with her, is afar off g 1i ty, 
But t f' fpeaks. 

Her. There is fome ill Plan t re·r;. ; 
I mufl b patient, 'fll he . a 'os lo 

V"ith n 101 e favou"a e. G ood my Lords; 
not pro " '1 weeping, as our Sex 

Common I r ·, "he want of w · h v•in Dew 
Perchance thall dry your Pities; but I have 
That honourable Gr.ef lodg'd here, which burns 
W orfe than Tears drown : 'Befee h you all, my Lordf~ 
With Thoughts fo qualified as your Ch riti'es 
Shall bell: infl:rua: you; meafure me; and fo 
The King's Vlill be perform'd. 

Leo. Shall I be heard~ 
Her. Who is'c that goes with me~ Befeech your Highnc:fs 

My Women may be with me, for you fee 
My Plight requires it. Do not weep, good Fools-, 
There is no caufe; when you thall know your Millref~ 
Has deferv'd Prifor, then abound in Tear<:, 
As I come out; this AB: ion I now go on, 
Is for my better Grace. Adieu, my Lord, 
I never wifh'd to fee you forry ; now 
I trl!.fl: I thaH. My Women come, you have leave; 

Leo. Go, do our bidding; hence, 
Lord. Befeech your Highnefs call the Queen again. 
Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, lefi your J ufl:ice 

Prove Violence, in the which three great ones fuffer, 
Your felf, your Queen, your Son. 

Lord. For her, mv Lord, 
I dare my Life Jay down, and wiH do't, Sir, 
Pleafe you t' accept it, that the Queen is fpotkfs 
l'th' Eyes of Heav'n, and to you, l mean 
In this which you accufe her. 



Ant. If it prove 
She's otherwife, I'll keep m~ Stable where 
I lodge my Wtfe, I'll go in Couples with her: 
Then when I feel, and fee her~ no further trufi her·; 
For every Inch of Woman in the World, 
I, every Dram of ~oman's Flelh is f1lf!!, 
If 1he be. 

Leo. Hold your Peaces. 
Lord. Good my Lord. 
,Ant. It is for you we fpeak, not for our felves: 

You are abufed by fome Putter on, 
That will be damn'd for't; would I knew the Villain, 
I would Land-damn him: Be fue Honour-Baw'd, 
I have three Daughters; the Eldefi is eleven; 
The fecond, and the third, nine; and Sons five; 
If this prove true, thcy'Jl pay for'r. By mine Honour 
I'll geld 'em all: Fourteen they fuall not fee 
To bring falfe Generations: They are Co-heirs, 
I had rather glib my felf, than they 
Should not produce fair Hfue. 

Leo. Ceafe, no more: 
You fmell this Bu£inefs wirn a Senfe as cold 
As is a dead Man's Nofe; but I do fee't, and feel't, 
As you feel doing thus; and fee withal 
The Infl:ruments that feel. 

Ant. If it be fo, 
We need no Grave to bury Honefl:y, 
There's not a Grain ,of it, the Face to fwecten 
Of the whole dungy Earth. 

Leo. What~ Jack I credit ? 
Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 

Upon this Ground; and more it would content me 
To hav~ your Honour true, than your Sufpicion;, 
Be blam d for'c how you might. 

Leo. Why what need we 
Comm'lne with you for this ? But rather follow 
Our forceful Infiigation? 0 ur Prerogative 
Calls not your Courfels, but our natural Goodn::fs 
Imparts this; which, if you, or fiupifled, 
Or fecming fo, in skilJ, cannot, or wiiJ not 

Relill1 



Relifh a Truth, like us: Inform your felves~ 
We need no more of your Advice: The Matter, 
The Lofs, the Gain, the ord"ring on't, 
Is all properly ours • 

.Ant. And I wilh, my Liege, 
You had only in your filent Judgment try'd it, 
Without more Overture. 

Leo. How could that be ~ 
Either thou art moft ignorant by Age; 
Or thou wert born a Fool. Cami/lo's Flight 
Added to their Familiarity, 
(Which was as grofs as ever touch'd Conjecrure; 
That lack'd Sight only, nought for Approbation, 
But only feeing all other Circumfiances 
Made up to th' Deed) cloth pulh on this Proceeding; 
Yet for a greater Confirmation, 
For in an Ace of this Importance, 'twere 
Moft pitious to be wild, I have difpatch'd in Poft~ 
To facred Delphos, to Apollo's Temple, 
Cleomines and Deon, w horn you know 
Of fiuff'd Sufficiency: Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring aJJ, whofe fpiritual Counfel had,· 
Shall fl:op, or fpur me. Have I done well~ 

Lord. Well done, my Lord. , 
Leo. Tho' I am fatisfy'd, and need no more 

Than what I know; yet fhall the Oracle 
(;ive refi to th' Minds of others; fuch as he, 
Whofe ignorant Credulity wiiJ not . 
Come up to th, Truth. SJ we have thought it good 
From our free Perfon, 1he 1hould be confin>d, 
Left that the Treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
VIe are to fpeak in publick; for this Bufinefs 
Will raife us all. 

Ant. To Laughter, as I take it, 
If the good T~uth were known. [ E>.·etmt. 

SCE NE 



.?10 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Paulina and a Gentleman~ 

Paul. The Keeper of the Prifon, call to him: 
[ EA·it Gent. 

Let him have the Knowledge whom I am~ Good Lady, 
No Court in EtWope is too good for thee; 
What dofi thou then in Prifon ~ Now~ good Sir, 
:You know me~ do you. not ? 

L Re-enter Gentlewan with the fGo.cler. 
Go a. For a worthy Lady~ 

And one, whom much I honour. 
Pau. Pray you then, 

Condu8: me to the Q!Jee:-J. 
Goa. I may not, Madam, 

To the contrary I have cxprefs Commandment. 
Pau. Here•s a .. do to lock up Honcfiy and Honour ftom 

Th' Accefs of gentle Vifitors! Is't lawful pray you 
To fee the Women~ Any of them~ Emilia! 

Go4. So pleafe you, Madam, 
To put a-part thefe your Attendants~ I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pau. I pray you now call her: 
Withdraw your [elves. 

Goa. And, Madam~ 
I mufi be prefent at your Conference. 

Pau. Well; be it fo: Prethee. 
Enter Emilia. 

Here's fuch a-do to make ·no Stain a Stain, 
As paffes colouring. Dear Ge 1tlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady? 

Emil. As well as one fi.1 great, and fo forlorn 
May hold together; on her Frights and Griefs, 
Which never tender Lady hath born reatcr, 
She is, fomcthing b fore he, .. Time, deliver'd. 

Pau. A Boy: 
Emit. A D ughter, and :1 go'1diy Babe, 

Lufiy, and l1kc to Jive : The Q:een receives 
Much. Comfort in~t. Say(', my poor P1ifon r, 
I am tnnocent a~ vr u. I 

Pau. I dare h~ f nor1 : 
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Thefe dangerous, unfafe Lunes i'th' King, hefhrew them, 
He mull: be told on't, and fiull; the Office 
Becomes a Woman beft. l'Jl take it upon me, 
If I prove Honey-mouth'd, let my Tongue blifl:er; 
And never to my red-look'd Anger be 
The Trumpet any more. Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my bell: Obedience to the Queen~ 
If file dares trufr me with her little Babe, 
I'll filew't the King, and undertake to be 
Her Advocate to th'loud·fi. We do not know 
H0w he may foften at the Sight o'th' Child: 
The Silence often of pure Innocence 
Pnfuades, when Speaking fails. 

Emit. Moft worthy Madam, 
Your Honour and your Goodnefs is fo evident~ 
That your free Undertaking cannot m ifs 
A thriving Hfue : There is no Lady living 
So meet for this great Errand; pleafe your Ladylhip 
To vifit the next Room, I'll prefently 
Acquaint the Q!.teen of your moll: noble Offer, 
Who but to Day hammered of this Dtfign, 
But durll: not tempt a Miniller of Honour, 
Left ihe fhould be deny'd. 

Pau. Tell her, Emilia, 
I'll ufe that Tongue I have; if Wit flow from'r~ 
As boldnefs from my Bofom, let't not be doubted 
I flull do good. 

Emit. Now be you blefl: for it : 
I'll to the Queen: Pleafe you come fomet_hing nearer~ 

Goa. Madam, if't pleafe the Queen to fend the Babe, 
l know not what I ihall incur to pafs it, 
Having no W arran.t. 

Pau. You need not fear it, Sir, 
The Child was Prifoner to the Womb, and is 
By Law and Procefs of great Nature, thence 
Freed, and enfranchis'd, not a Party to 
The Anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the Trefpafs of the Queen. 

Goa. I do believe it. 
Pau. Do not vou fear; upon mine Honour, I 

Will fiand betwixt you and Danger. [Exeunt. 
. SCENE 
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Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and other .Attenda11ts. 

Leo. Nor Night, nor Day, no rcfi; it is but Weaknefs 
To bear the lVlatter thus; mear Weakoefs, if 
The Caufe were not in Being; part o'th' Caufe, 
She, th' Adultrefs; for the Harlot-King 
Js, quite beyond mine Arm; out of the Blank 
And Level of my Brain ; Plot-proof; but lhe 
I can hook to me : Say that ilie were gone, 
Given to the Fire, a Moiety of my Rell: 
Might come to me again. Who's there ~ 

Enter an .Attendant • 
.Atten. My Lord. 
Leo. How do's the Boy ? 
At ten. He took good rcll: to Night; 'tis bop.,d 

His Sicknefs is difcharg'd. 
Leo. To fee his Noblcnefs l 

Conceiving the Difhonour of his !vlother, 
He firaight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
Fafien'd, and fix'd the Shame on't in himfelf; 
Threw off his Spirit, h is Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down-right languiih'd. Leave me folely; go~ 
See how he faes. Fie, fie, no Thought of him, 
The very Thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyl upon me; in himfelf too Mi[!hty ; 
Until a Time may ferve, for prefent Vengeance 
Take it on her. Camillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their Paflime at my Sorrow ; 
They iliould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ll1e, within my Power. . 

Er..ter Paulina with a Child. 
Lord. You mufi not enter. 
Pau. Nay rather, good my Lords, be fecond to me: 

Fear you his tyrannous Paffion more, alas, 
Than rhe Qucen•s Life~ A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant. That's enough. 
Atten. Mali am, he hath not fiept to Night; commanded 

None lhould come near him. 
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PAH. Not fo hot, good Sir, 

I come to bring him Sleep. 'Tis fi1ch as you 
That creep like Shadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings; fuch as you 
Nourifu the Caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true ; · 
Hone£!, as either, to purge him of that Humour, 
That preffes him from Sleep. 

Leo. What noife there, ho ~ 
Pau. No noife, my Lord, but needful Conference; 

About fome Goffips for your Highnefs. 
Leo. How~ 

Away with that audacious Lady. Antigfmus; 
I charg'd thee that fue ib.ould not come about ~e; 
I knew fh e would. 

Ant. I told her fo, my Lord, 
On your Difpleafures peril and on mine, 
She fhottld not vifit you. 

Leo. What~ canfr not rule her~ 
Pau. From all Di!honell:y he can; in this~ 

Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing Honour, tru!l it, 
He flail not rule me • 

.Ant. L~-you now, you hear, 
When f11e will take the Rein, I let her run, 
But fhe'll not fiumb1e. 

Pau. Good my Liege, I come-
And I befeech you hear me, who profelfes 
My felf your loyal Servant, your Phyfician, 
Your moll: obedient Counfellor: Yet that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comforting your E viis, 
Than fuch as mofl: feem yours. I fay, I come 
From your good Queen. 

Leo. <5ood Queen ~ 
Pau. GoC?d Queen, my Lord, good Queen. 

I fay good ~een ; 
And would, by Combat, make her good, were I 
A Man, the wo.rfi about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 
P au. Let him that makes but Trifles of his Eyes 

Firfi hand me: On mine own accord I'll off, 
VoL. II~ ~ g But 
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But fidl, I'll do my Errand. The ~ood Queen; 
For ilie is good, hath brought you forth a Daughter;~ ~~~ 
Here 'tis; commcnds it to your Bleffing. ~: 

[Laying down the Child~ 

Leo. Out ! 
A mankind Witch! Hence with her, out o'door: 
A moft: intelligencing Bawd. 

Pau. Not fo, 
I am a5 ignorant in that as you, 

· In fo entit'ling me; and no lefs honefl: 
Than you are mad ; w hi eh is enough, rll w.arrant; 
As this World goes, to pafs for honefl. 

Leo. Traitors ! 
Will you not pulli her out~ Give her the Bafiard. [To Ant. 
Thou Dotard, thou art W oman-tyr' d; unroofied 
By thy Dame Partlet here. Take up the Bafiard, 
Take't up, I fay, give't to the Croan. 

Pau. For ever 
U nvenerable be thy Hands, if thou 
'l'ake'fl: up the Princefi, by that fJrced Bafenefs 
Which he has put upon't. 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Pau. So I would you did: then ~cwere pafi all doubt 

'Y ou'ld call your Children yours. 
Leo. A N d1 of Traitors I 
Ant .. I am none, by this good Light. 
Pau. Nor I; nor any 

But one that's here; and that's himfdf. For he, 
The facred Honour of himfdf, his Queen's, 
His hopeful Sons, his Babes betrays to Sland.er, 
Whofe Sting is fl1arper than the Swords; and will not 
(For as the Cafe now fi nds, it is a Curfe 
He cannot be compcll'd to'r) once remove 
The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten 
As ever Oak, or Stone was found. 

Leo. A Callat 
Of boundlefi Tongue, who late h2th beat her Husband, 
And now baits me. This Brat is none of mine. 
It is the Iff ue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, -and together with the Dam, 
Commit them to the Fire. 



P1111. It is yours; 
And, might we lay th, old Proverb to your Charge~ 
So like you, 'tis the worfe. Behold, my Lords-, 
Altho' the Print be little, the whole Matter 
And Copy ofthe Father; Eye, Nofe, Lip; 
The trick of's Frown, his Forehead, nay, the Valley; 
The pretty Dimples of his Chin, and Cheek, his Smiles~ 
The very M old, and frame of his H nd, Nail, Finger. 
And thou good Goddefs Nature, which haft made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hall: 
The ordering of the Mind too, 'mangO: all Colours 
No Yellow in't, left fue fufpeet, as he doesa 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 

Leo. A grofs Hag! 
And LoZJel, thou ut worthy to be hang' d, 
Thou wilt not flay her Tongue. 

A11t. Hang all the Husbands _ · 
That cannot do that Feat, you,llleave your fdf 
Hardly one SubjeCt. 

Leo. Once more take her hence. 
Pan. A moll: unworthy and unnatural Lord 

Can do no more. 
Leo. I'll ha' thee burnt. 
Pau. I care not; 

It is an Heretick that makes the Fire; 
Not ilie which burns in'r. 1'11 not call you Tyrant; 
But this moft cruel Ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more Accufarion 
Than your own weak.;.hing'd Fancy) fometimes favours 
Of Tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, fcandalous to rhe World. 

Leo. On your Allegiance, 
Out of the Chamber with lier. Were 1 a Tyrant~ 
Where were her Life ? She durfr not call 'me fo, 
If fhe did know me one. Away wit her. 

P au. I pray you do not pu {h. me, I'll be gone. 
I.ook to your Bab&-, my Lord, 'tis yours; Jove fend her 
A better guiding Spirit. Wh•t need thefe Hands~ 
You that are thus fo tender o'er his. FolJies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, fo : FareweJ, we are gone. 

- Ggz. 
[Exit: 

Leo. 
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Leo. Thou, Traitor, haft fet on thy Wife to this. 
My Child~ away with't. Even thou, th~t haft 
A Heart fo tender o'er it, take it hence, 
And fee it infiantly confum'd with fire. 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up fl:raight: 
Within this hour bring me word 'tis done, 
And by good Tefiimony, or I'll feize thy Life, 
With what thou elfe call'fi thine: If thou refufe, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay f(J ; 
The Bafiard~brains with thefe tny proper Hands 
Shall I dafh out: Go take it to the Fire, 
For thou fett'fl: on thy Wife. 

Ant. I did not, Sir : 
The Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafr, 
Can clear me in't. 

Lord. Vve ~an, my Royal Liege, 
He is not guilty ofher coming hither. 

Leo. You're Liars aU. 
Lords. 'Befeech your HighneE give us better Credit. 

We have 4lways truly fav'd you, and befeech you 
So to dleem of us: And on our Knees v/'e beg, 
(As Recompence of our dear Services 
Pall, and to come) that you do change this purpofe, 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, mufr 
Lead on to fame foul l[ue. We all kneel-

Leo. I am a Father for e~ch Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to fee this Ba{l:ard kneel, 
And call me Father? better burn it now, 
Than curfe it then. But be it; let it live: 
It thall not neither. You Sir~ come you hither; [To Ant. 
You that have been fo tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your Midwife there, 
To fave this Bafrard's Life; for 'tis a Bafiard, 
So fure as this Beard,s grey: What will you adventure; 
To fave this ·Brat,s Life? 

Ant. Any thing, my Lord, 
Th2t my Ability may undergo, 
And Noblenefi impofe: At leafr thus much; 
l'll pawn the little Blood which I have left, 
·ro fave the Innofent; any thing poffible. 



The Wi11ter's 

Leo. It fl1all be poffible; fwe-r by this Sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my Lord. 
Leo. Ivlark and perform it; feeft thou~ for the fail 

Of any point in,t, lhall not only be 
De~th to thy felf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee~ 
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female Bafiard hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remote and defart Place, quite out 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Without much Mercy, to its own Protection, 
And f1Vour of the Climate; as by llrange Fortune 
It came to us, I do in J ufiice charge thee, 
On thy Soul's Peril, and thy Body's l'orture, 
That thou commend it firangely to fome place, 
Where Chance may nurfe or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I fwear to do this; tho' a prefent Death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor Babe, 
Some powerful Spirit infl:ruB: the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurfes. Wolves and Bears, they fiy, 
(C.ifling their s~vagenefs afide) have dooe 
Like offices of Pity. Sir, be profperous 

91 

In more than this Deed does require; and Bleffing, 
Againfi this Cruelty, fight on thy fide, 
Poor thing condernn'd to Lofs. [Exit with the Child. 

Leo. No; Pll not rear 
Another's Hfuc. 

Enter a Meffinger. 
Mef. Plcafe your HighnefS', Polls 

From thofe you fent to th' Oracle, are come 
An hour fince. Cleomines and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hafting to th' Court. 

Lord. So p!cafe you, Sir, their fpeed 
liath been beyond Account. 

Leo. Twenty three day5 
They have been ~bfent: •tis good ipeed; foretels 
The great Apollo fuddenly will h&ve 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a ~eHioi1, that Y'e may Arraign 

.9 g 3 Out 
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Our mofi difloyal Lady; for as ihe bath 
Been publickly accus'd, fn fhall1he have 
A juft :md open Trial. While 1he ·Jives 
My Heart will be a Burthen to me. Leave me, 
And think upon my Bidding. [Exeunt. 

A C T Ill. S C E N E I. 

Enter Cleomines and Dion. 

Cleo. THE Climate's delicate, the Air moll fweet, 
Fertile the Hie, the Temple much furpaffing 

The common Praife it bears. 
Dion. I ihall report, 

For mofi it caught me, the Celdl:ial Habits, 
Methinks I fo lhould term them, and the Reverence 
Of the grave Wearers. 0, the Sacrifice; 
l!ow ceremonious, folemn, and unearthly 
It was i'th' Offering! 

Cleo. But of all, the Burfl: 
·And the Ear-dea£1ing Voice o'ch• Oracle; 
Kin to Jove's Thunder, fo furpris'd my Senfe, 
.That I was nothing. 

Dio. If th' Event o'th' Journey 
Prove as fuccetful to the Queen (0 be't fo) 
As it hath been to us, ure, pleafant, fpetdy; 
.The time is worth the ufe on't. 

Cleo. Great Apollo, 
Turn all to th' befi! Tl e Proclamations, 
So forcing Faults upon Hermionc, 
I lirtle like. 

Dio. The violent Carriage of it 
W1l1 dear, or end the Bufinef.", when the Oracle, 
Thus by Apollo's great Divine feal'd up, 
Shall the Contents dif~over: Something rare 
Even then will rulh to Knowledge. Go; fi·eih Horfes, 
And gracious be the Hfue. [Exe,,t: 

SCE. NE 



S C E N E II. . 

Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermione, as tD her Trial, 
with P.lulina and Ladies. 

Leo. This Seffions, to our great Gnef, we pronoun~e, 
Even pufhes 'gainfi: our Heart. The Party try'd, 
The Daughter of a King our Wife, and one 
Of us too much belov,d, let us be de~r'd 
Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in Jufl:ice, which flull have due Courfe, 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation. 
Produce the Prifoner. 

Offi. It is his Highnefs Pleafure, that the Queen 
Appear in Perfon here in Court. Sil~nce ! 

Leo. Read the Indictment • 

. Offi. Hermione, Q!feen to the worthy Leontes, l(ing of 
Sicilia, thou art here accuftd and arraigned of High Treafon, 
in committing AdulterJ with Polixenes J(ing of Bohemia, and 
con.ffiiring with Camillo to talze away the Life of our Sove
raign Lord the !Gng, thy Royal Husband; the Pretence 1vhere· 
of being by Ctrcumflance partly laid open, thou Herm10ne, con
trary to the Faith and Allegiance of a true Subjetl, did/f coun
fel and aid them, for their better fofet], to fly away by 
Night. 

Her. Since what I am to fay, mufi be but that 
Which contradicts my Accufation, and 
The Tefi:imony on my Put, no other 
But what comes from my felf, it fhall fcarce boot me 
To fay, Not guilty: Mine Integrity 
Being counted Falihood, f11all, as I exprefs it, 
Be fo receiv'd. But thus, if Powers Divine 
Behold our Human AB:ions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but Innocence fhall make 
Falfe Accufations bluf11, and Tyranny 
Tremble at P~tience: You, my Lord, bell know~ 
Who leafi: will feem to do fo, my pafl: Life 
Hath been as continent, as chafr, and true, 
As I am now unhappy; which is more 
Th1n Hifiory can pattern, tho' devis'd, 

Gg And 



'And play'd to take SpeCtators. For behold me; 
'A Fellow of the Royal Bed, which owe 
'A Moiety of the Throne: A great King's Daughter; 
The Mother to a-hopeful Prince, here fianding 
.To prate and talk for Life~ and Honour, fore 
Who pleafe to come and ltear. For Life, I prize it 
1AS I weigh Grief (which I would fpare :) For Honour,· 
,'Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I fiand for. I appeal 
To your own Confcicnce, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your Grace, 
How merited to be fo ; fince he came, 
With what encounter fo uncurrent I 
Have firain'd t'appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of Hon0ur, or in aB:, or will, 
That way endining, hardned be the Hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ft of Kin 
~ry. fie upon my Grave • 

. Leo. I ne, er heard yet 
;That any of thofe bolder Vices wanted 
Lefs Impudence to gain-fay what they did, 
lrhan to perform it firfi • 

./(er. That is true enough, 
~Tho~ 'tis a faying, Sir, not due to me. 

Leo. You will not own it. 
Her. More than Mill:refs' of; 

.What comes to me in name of fault, I mufi not 
rAt all acknowledge. For Pofi,.:enes~ 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confefs 
I Jov'd him, as in Honour he requir'd ; 
With fuch a kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me ? with a Love, even fuch, 
So and no other, as your felf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both Difobedience and Ingratitude 
To you, and towards your Friends; whofe Love had fpoke, 
Even fince it could fpeak, from an Infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracy, 
I know not how it tails, tho' it be di lh 'd 
For me to try ~ow ; aJJ I know of it, 



Is, that C~tmillo was an honefi Man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themfelves, 
W otting no more than I, are ignc:~rant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do in~s abfence. 

Her. Sir, 
You fpeak a Language that I under Lland not ; 
My Life fr1nds in the level of your Dreams, 
Which I'll lay down. 

Leo. Your AB: ions are my Dreams, 
You had a Bafiard by Polix1nes, 
And I but dream'd it: As you were pall: all Shame, 
(Thofe of your Fad: are fo) fo pafl: all Truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: For as 
Thy Brat hath been caft out, like to it felf, 
No Father owning it, (which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it) fo thou 
Shalt feel our J ufiice, in whofe eafiefi Pdfage 
Look for no lefs than Death. 

Her. Sir, fpare your Threats; 
The Bug which you would fright me with, I feek: 
To me can Life be no Commodity, 
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your Favour, 
I do give lofi, for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My fecond Joy, 
The Fit fi-fruits of my Body, from his Prefence 
I am barr'd like one infe8ious. My third Comfort, 
Star'd moll: unluckily, is from my Breafi 
(The innocent Milk in its moll: innocent Mouth) 
Hal'd out to Murder; my felf on every Pofi 
Prodaim'd a Strumpet; with immoddl Hatred 
The Child-bed Privilege deny'd which 'longs 
To Women of all Falhion: Lafily, hurried 
Here, to this placr, i'th' open Air, before 
I have got firength of Limbs. Now, my Liege, 
Tell me what Bleffings I have here alive, 
Tlut I fuould fear to die? Therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; mifiake me not; no Life, 
I prize it not a Straw, but for mine Honour, 
Whi~h I ~ould free • If I £hall be ~ondemn'd 

j) 2. I 

Upon 
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Upon Surmifes, all Proofs fieeping e1fe, 
But what your Jealoufies awake, I tell you 
'Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours aiJ, 
I do refer me to the Or 1cle : 
.Apollo be my Judge. 

Lord. This your Requell: 
Enter D ion and Cleomines; 

Is altogether jufl:; therefore bring forth, 
,........-And in .Apollo's Name, his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Rujjia was my Father; 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughter's Trial; that he did but fee 
The fhtnefs of my Mifery; yet with Eyes 
Of Pity, not Revenge. 

Officer. You here lhall fwear upon the Sword ofJufiice; 
That you, Cleomines and Dion, have 
~een both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This feal'd-up Oracle" by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apotto•s Pridl: ; and that fince then, 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 

Cleo. Dion. All this we f wear. 
Leo. Break t!p the Seals and read. 
Officer. Hermione is Chaft, Polixenes b/amelefs, Camillo 

1t trtse Subject, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, hu innocent Babe 
truly begotten, and the King jballlive without an lleir, if that 
which is lu/f be not found .. 

Lords. N ow bldfed be the great Apallo. 
Her. Praifed. 
Leo. Hafr 1 hou read the Truth? 
O.ffic. Ay, my Lord, even fo as lt is here fet dowilo 
L~o. There is no Trurh at all i'rh' Oracle; 

.~he Seffions !hall proceed; this is meer F~lfhood. 
Enter Serv.-1nt. 

Ser. My Lord the King; the King. 
Leo. What is the BuGn,f:,? 
Ser. 0 Sir, I fu~ll be hatfd to Report it. 

~he Prince your Son, with rneer conceit and fear 
Of the Q!1een"s fpeed, ·is gone. 

Leo. How, g)ne? 



Ser. Is dead. 
Leo: Apollo's angry, and the Heav'ns themfelves 

Do {hike at my Inju!l:icc. How now there? (Her. fair 
P au. This News is mortal to the Queen : Look down 

And fee what D .. ath is doing. 
Leo. Take her heyce; 

Mer Heart is but o er-charg'd; 1he will recover. 
[ Exe~NJt Paulina and Ladies with Hermione, -

I have too much believ'd mine own Sufpicion; 
'Blfeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some Remedies for Life. Apollo, pardon 
My great Prophanefs 'gainfl: thine Oracle. 
I'll reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Qteen, recal the good Camillo . 
(Whom I proclaim a Man of Truth, of Mercy) 
For being tranfported by my J eJloufies 
To bloody Thoughts and to Revenge, I chofe 
Camillo for the Minift:er, to poifon 
My Friend Polixenes; which had been done, 
But that the good Mind of Camillo tardied 
My fwift command; tho' I with De:.th, and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done; he (rnofi Human, 
And fiWd with Honour) to my kingly Guefl 
Unclafp'd my Practice, quit his Fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all Uncertainties, himfelf commended, 
No richer than his Honour: How he glifiers 
Through my dark Rufl:! And how his Piety 
Does my Deeds make the blacker! 

Enter Paulina. , 
Pau. Woe the while: 

0 cut my Lace, lefi my Heart, cracking it, 
Break too. 

Lord. What Fit is this, good Lady? 
Pau. What !l:udied Torments, Tyrant, hall: for me~ 

What Wheels~ Racks? Fires~ What Flaying~ .Boiling? 
Burninr, 

In Leads or· 0 i1s? What old or new Torture 
Mull I receive? whofe very word defervts 
To tafl: of thy mofi worft. fhy Tyranny, 
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(Together working with thy J ealoufies, 
Frncies too weak for Boys, too green and idle 
~r (;iris of nine) 0 think what they have done, 
'And then run mad indeed ; fiark mad; for all 
Thy by-gone Fooleries were but Spices of it. 
·rhu thou betray'dfi Poli:~Cenes, 'twas nothing, 
That did but thew thee, of a Fool, inconfiant, 
And damnable in grateful: Nor was·t much, 

·\,.ou would'Il: have poifon'd good Camitto•s Honour 
To have him kill a King: Poor Trefpaffes, 
l\1ore monfirous £landing by: Wherefore I reckon 
The cafi:ing forth to Crows thy Baby-daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; thQ' a Devil 
Would have f11ed'Water out of Fire, C

1er don't: 
Nor is't direCtly laid to thee, the Death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honourable Thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) deft the Heart 
That could conceive a grofs and fcJolilh Sire, 
Rlemifh'd his gracious Dam: This is not, no, 
Laid to thy Anfwer; but the Jafl:: 0 Lords, 
'AT hen I have faid, cry Woe, the Queen, the Queen, 
Th~ fwectefr dearefr Creature's Dead; and Vengeance for't 
Not dropt down yet. 

Lord. The higher Powers forbid. 
Pau. I fay lhe's dead; I'll fwear'r. If Word, nor Oath 

Prevail not, go and fee: If you can bring 
Tincture, or Lufi:re in her Lip, her Eye, 
He:1t outwardly, or Breath within, I'll ferve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, 0 thou Tyrant! 

.1 fl: not repent thefe thing~, for they are heavier 
That ail thy \Voes can frir; therefore bctake thee 
To n~~hing but Defpair. A thoufand Knees, 
·Ten thoufand Years together, naked, f4fiing:. 
Upon a barren Mountain, and fiill vVinfer 
In Storm perpetual, could not move the Gods 
·ro look that way thou wert. 

Leo. Go on, go on: 
Thou can£1: not fpeak too much, I have deferv'd 
All Tongues to talk their bitterefr. 

Lord. Say no more, 
1-Iowe'er the b.ufinefi goes, you have made fault 
I:th' boldnefs ofyour Spe~~h PaH~ 



P dll. I am forry for't. 
All faults I make, when I fball come to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have fhew'd too much 
The Raihnefs of a Woman; he is touch'd ' 
To th' noble I-leart. What's gone, and what's pall: help, 
Should be pafi: <Srief. Do not receive Affiiction 
At my Petition, I befcech you; rather 
Let me be punifi1'd, that have mirtded you 
Of what you ibould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolilh Woman. 
The· Love I bore your Queen (lo, Foo) ~gain) 
ru fpeak of her no morr, nor of your Children: 
I'll not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is lofi too. Take your patience to you, 
And I'll fay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didfl: fpeak but wdJ, 
When mofi the Truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. ,Prithee bring me 
To the dead Bodies of my Queen and Son, 
One Grave tball be for both. Upon them ilialJ 
The Caufes of their Death appear, umo 
Our flume perpetual; once a day I'll vifit 
The Chappel where t~1ey lye, and Tears ilieq there 
~,hall be my RecreatiOn. So long 2s Nature 
Will bear up with this Exercife, fo long 
.I daily vow to ufe it. Come and lead me 
To thefe Sorrows. [ E;r:eunt. 

- SCE N E Ill. 

A defart Country ; the Sea at a little dijtance 

Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner~· 

Ant. Thou art perfect then, our Ship hath touch:d upon 
The Defarts of Bobemia. 

Mar. A. y, my Lord, and fear 1 
We have landed in ill time: The Skies look grimly; 
And threaten prefent Blufl:ers. In my Confcicnce, 
The Heav'ns with that !!_0 ha!e i~ h~nd ~r~ angry, 

A~~ f~~wn upon: ~ Ant,' 



Ant. Their facred Wills be done; get thee Aboard; 
Look to thy Bark, 1'11 not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your bell: haGe., and go not 
Too far i'th' Land; •tis like to be loud Weather. 
Befides, this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon ·r., 

Ant. Go thou aw;.y. 
1·n follow infiantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 
To be fo rid o'ch' Bufinefi. [Exit~ 

Ant. Come, poor Babe ; 
I have heard, but not believ'd, the Spirits o•th' Dead 
May walk again: if fuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to me I all Night ; for ne' er was Dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a Creature, 
Sometimes her Head on one fide, fome another, 
I never faw a Veffel of Jike Sorrow 
So fill'd, and fo- becoming; in pure white Robes, 
Like very Sanctity, ll1e did approach 
My Cabin where I hy; thrice bow'd before me, 
And, gafping to begin fome Speech, her Eyes 
Became two Spouts; the fury fpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good .Antigomu 
Since Fate, ~gainfl: thy better DifpoGtion, 
Hath made thy Perfon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor Babe, according to thine Oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, :md leave it crying; and for the Babe 
Is counted loft for ever ~nd ever, Perdita 
I prethee call'c. For this ungentle bufinefs 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne'er ihalt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more. And fo, with thrieks~ 
She melted into Air. Affrighted much, 
I did in time co1lett my felf, and thought 
This was fo, and no fiumber: Dreams are Toys. 
Yet for this once, yea fuperfi:itioufl y, 
I will be fquar'd by this. I do believe 
Hermione hath fuffer'd Death, and that 
.Apollo would, this being indeed the IIfue 

O( 



Of King Polixtnes, it iliould here be laid, 
Either for Life or Death, upon the Earth 
Of its. right Father. Bloifom, fpeed th~e well~ 

[Lying down the CIJild. 
There lye, and there thy Character: "I here thefe, 
Which may, if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee, Pretty one, 
And fbll refr thine. The Storm begins, poor Wretch, 
That for thy Mother's fault, art thus expos'd 
To lofs, and what may follow. Wetp I cannot, 
But my Heart bleeds: and mofi: accurfi: am I 
To be by Oath enjoin'd to this. Farewel. 
The D1y frowns more and more; thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough: I never faw 
The Heav'ns fo dim by Day. A favage Clamour! 
Well may I get aboard: This is the Chace, 
I am gone for ever. [Exit purfued hy a Bear~ 

Enter an old Shepherd, 
Shep. I wou]d there were no Age between ten and three 

and twenty, or that Youth would fleep out the refl:: For 
there is nothing, in the between, but getting Wenches 
with Child, wronging the Ancientry, fiealing, fighting
Hark you now- would any but thefe boil'd Brains of nine• 
teen, and two and twenty, Hunt this Weather? They have 
fcar'd away two of my befi Sheep, which I fear the Wolf 
will fooner find than the Mafier; if any where I have them. 
'tis by the Sea-fide, brouzing of Ivy. Good luck, and't be 
the will, what we have here? [TakJ.ng up the Child.] Mercy 
on's, a Barn! a very pretty Barn! a Boy or a Child, I won· 
der! a pretty one, a very pretty one, fure fome 'fcape: Tho' 
I am not Booki1h, yet I can read W aiting-Gent1ewoman in the 
'fcape. This has been fame Stair-work, fame Trunk-work, 
fome behind-door-work: They were warmer that got this, 
than the poor thing is here. I'JI take it up for pity, yet I'll 
tarry 'till my Son come: He hollow'd but even now. Whoa. 
ho-ho~. 

Enter Clown. 
C!o. H illoa, loa~ 
Shep. What, art fo near? If thou'lt fee a thing to talk on 

when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What ail'ft 
thgu, Man? 

Clo~ 



Clo. I have feen two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land; 
but I am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the Sky, be
twixt the Firmament and it~ you cannot thrufl: a Bodkin's 
point. 

Shep. Why:. Boy, how is it? 
Clo. I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it 

rages, how it takes up the Shore; but that•s not to the 
point; Oh the mofi piteous cry of the poor Soul~, fome· 
times to fee 'em, and not to fee 'em : Now the Ship bon
ing the Moon with her Main-mafl:, and anon fwallow'd 
with Yeft and Froth, ·as you'ld thrufl: a Cork into a Hogf
head. And then the Land-fervice, to fee how the Bear 
tore out his Shoulder-bone, how he cry'd to me for help, 
and faid his ·Name was Antigtnus, a Nobleman. But to 

· make an end of the Ship, to fee how the Sea flap·dragon'd 
it. But firfr, how the poor Souls roar'd, and the Sea 
mock'd them. And how the poor Gentleman roar'd, and 
the Bear mock'd him, both roaring louder than the Sea, or 
Weather. 

Shep. N~me of Mercy, when was this, Boy? 
CltJ. Now, now, I have not winked fince I faw thefe 

fights, the Men are not cold under Water, nor the Bear 
half dined ol'l the Gentleman; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have heJp'd the old 
Man. 

Clo. I would you h~d been by the Ship-fide,. to have 
help'd her, there your Charity would have lack'd footing. 

Shep. Heavy M~tter~, he01vy Matters ; but look thee 
here, Boy. Now blefs thy felf; thou mcet'ft with things 
dying, I with things new born. Here is a fight for thee; 
Look thee, a Bearing-cloath for a Squire's ChJJd l Look 
thee here, take up, tlke up, Boy, open ·r, fo, lefs fee, it 
was to!d me I iliould be rich by the Fairies. This is fame 
Changling; open't, what is within, Boy? 

Clo. YouJre a mad old Man ; If the Sins of your 
Youth are forgiven you, you are well to live. Gold, all 
Gold. 

Shep. This is Fairy G:>Jd, Boy, and 'twill prove fo. Up 
with ir, keep it dofe: Home, home, the next way. We 
are lucky, ~oy, and to be fo frill requires nothing but Se· 

~re fie~ 



crefie. Let my Sheep go: Come, good Boy, the next way, 
home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your Findings, I'll go 
fee if the Bear be gone from the Gentleman, and bow much 
he bath eaten : They are never Cud1:, but when they are 
hunery: If there be any of him left, I 'll bury it. 

Shep. That"s a good Deed; if thou may'll: difcern by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th' fight 
of him. 

Clo. Marry will I, and you ihall help to put him i'th'~ 
Ground. 

Shep. ~Tis a lucky Day, Boy, and we'll do good Deeds 
on't. [Exeunt. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Time, The Chorus. 

Time. I That pleafe feme, try alJ, both Joy and Terror 
Of good and bad, that make and unfold Error : 

Now take upon me, in the Name of Time, 
To ufe my \Vings. Impute it not a Crime 
To me, or my f wift Palfage, that I fiide 
O'er fixteen Years, and le~ve the growth untry'd 
Of that wide gap; fince it is in my power 
To o'erthrow L1w, and in one felf-born hour 
To plant, and o'er-w helm Cufl:om. ·Let me pais 
The fame I am, e'er ancient'fl: Order was, 
Or what is now receiv,d. I witnefs to 
The times that brought them in, fo fhall I do 
To the frefhefi things now reigning, and make llale 
Th' gJill:tiring of this prefent, as my Tale · 
Now feems to it: Your Patience this allowing, 
I turn my ~Jafs, and give my Scene fuch growing 
As you had flept between. Leontes leaving 
Th' Effects of his fond J ealoufies, fo grieving 
That he iliuts up himfelf; ima~ine me, 
Gentle SpecratQfs, that I now may be 

VeL. II. H h In . . ~ -



In fair Bohemia, ana remember weU, :1n, 
I mention here a Son o'th' King's, w,h ·eh Flori~el rn1n 

I now na e to yo 1, a 1d wtth fpeed fop ce 
To fpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal wit 1 w ndring. \'V hat of her enfues, 
I lifl: not Prophefie: But t t T ime's News 
Be known when 'tis brought forth. A Shepherd's Daughter, 
And what to her adhere,, which follows after, 
Is th' Argum nt of Tin c; cf this allow, 
If ewer you have fpent T1me worfe, e'er now: 
If npver, yet that Time himfdf cloth fay, 
He wi!hes earnefl:Iy, you never may. [E.yi~ 

S C E N E II. 

Emer Polixenes and CamiUo. 

Pol. I praythee, good Camillo, be no mote importunate; 
ti) a S clu~ cfs denying thee any tl ing, a Death to grant 
thh .. 

Cam. It is 6fceen Years fince I faw my Country; though 
I 111ve, f()r the m fi p r , being aired Abroad, 1 defire to 
lay my Bones there. efides, the p .. ni ent King, my Ma-
1\.er, h t fent for m , to whofe fe ling Sorrows I might be 
fome allayJ or l o'erw~cn to thLrk fo, which is another Spu~ 
to my departnre. 

Pol. As thou lov'fl: e, C"1millo, ~, · p not out the reil: 
of thy S rvices, .by led' ing me now; t~e need I have of 
thee, th;ne own c;oodn E b~th mad : Bettfr not ro h~e 
had thee, than thus to want the • Thou having m de me 
Bufinefs, w bich none, without thee, ea 1 fufficiently ma• 
nage, muH: either fiay to execute t em thy fdf, or take 
aw~y with thee the ve y s'' rvicts t ou hall: done; which 
if I have not enough confidered, s too much I cannot, 
to be more thankful t thee t:ha.ll be my n dy, and my 
profit therein, the heaping ~ric:ndlh i s. f that fatal 
Country Sicilia, )fethee fpeak no mo e, whofe very na· 
rning puoithes me with the remembrar1ce of tlut 1 Peni· 
tent, as thol!l calt'il: him, and reconciled King my Bro
ther, whofe Jofs of his mofl preci,pus Queen and Chil· 
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dren, are even now to be afrelh lamented. Say to me; 
when fa w'fl: thou the Prince Flori:z::.el my Son ? Kings 
ue no lefs unhappy, their Hfue not being gracious, than 
they are in lofing them, when they have apnroved their 
Virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince l faw the Prince; what 
his happier Affairs m y be, are to me unknown: bLt I have 
(miffingly) noted, he is of late much retired from Court, 
and is leis frequent to his rincely Exercif< s than formerly 
he bath appear'd. 

Pol. I have confider'd fo much, Camillo, and with fome 
care fo far, that I have Eyes under my Service, which 
look upon his removedne£ ; from w horn I have this Intel
ligence, that he is fddom from the Houfe of a mofl: homely 
Sheoi:Jerd; a rJan, theY. fay, that from very nothing, and 
beyond the Imagination of his Neighbours, is grown into 
an unfpeakable Eflate. 

Cam. I have heard, Sir, of fuch a Man, who hath a 
Daughter of moll: rare Note; the Report of her is extend
~d more, than can ne d ought to begin from fuch a Cot
tag~. 

Pot. That's Iikewife part of my Intdligence ; but, I 
fear, the Angle that plucks our Son thither. Thou !halt 
accompany us to the pJace, where we will (nor appear
ing what we are) ave fome queflion with the Shep
herd; from wh )fe Simplicity, I think it not ur:eafie to get 
the caufe of my Son's 1 efort thither. Prethce he my pre
fent Partner i.n this bufinefs, and lay afide the thoughts of 
Si cilia. 

Cam. I wiiJingly obey your Command. · 
Pol. My bell CamiliD, we mufl: Difguife our felves: 

[E.-.:eunt. 

S C E N E Ill. 

Enter Autolicus jinging. 

iVhen Daffadils betin to Peer, 
With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 

Ulhy then comes in the fiveet o'th' Ye~r: ~ . 
For the red Blood rtigns in the Wmtet s p 1/e. 
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The white Sheet bleaching on the Hedge, 
Whh hey the fweet Birds, 0 how thi] jing t 

Doth flt my pugging Tooth an edge, 
For a quart of Ale is a dijb for a "King. 

The Larlz with Tirra lyra chaunts, 
With hey, with hey the Thrssjb and the Lay: 

Are Snmmer Songs for me and my Aunts, 
While 'JJJe lye tumbling in the Hay. 

I have fcrved Prince Floriz..el~ and in IDY time wore thre~ 
Pile, but now I am out of Service. 

But {ball I go mourn for that, my Dear, 
The pale MDon {hines bJ Night: 

.And when I wander here and th:rt, 
I then do mofl go right. 

If Tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the So1v-skjn Budget, 

Then m1 Account I welt may give, 
And in the Stock._s avouch it. 

'1\1 y T ·affick is Sheets; when the Kite builds, look to Jef. 
, .incn. My Father n~m'd me Antolictu, who being, 

am, litter'd under Mercury, was hkewd( a Snapper· 
f unconfider'd Trifles: \Vtth Die and Drab, I pur• 

Caparifon, and my Revenue is the filly Cheat. ' 
.. ' S, and Kneck, are too powerful on the High

ting and Hanging are Terrors to me : For the 
c me, I fleep out the thought of it. A Prize! a 

l ! 
Enter Clown. 

h. Let me fee, every el ven Weather Tods, every Tod 
, lCHi. Pound and odd Sh1llings: Fifteen hundred .fhorn, 
~,hat corn ·s the \Vooll to? 

.AtJt. If the fprindge hold, the Cock's mine. [ Ajide. 
CLo. I cannot do it without Comprers. Let me fee, what 

am I ·to buy for our Sheep-fbearing-Feafi? Three Pound 
of Sugar, five Pound of Currants, Rice-- What will this 
Sifter of mine do wit~ Ri~e ~ But my Father bath made 
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her Miftrefs of the Feafi, and fhe lays it on. She hath 
made me four and twenty Nofe-gaysfor the ~hearers; thret
Man Song-men, all, and very good ones, but they arc moll: 
of them, Mean and Bafes; but one Puritan amon 7 them, 
and he fings Pfalms to Horn-Pipes. I muft have affron to 
colour the W ardens Pies, Mace--Dates--none-t at's 
out of my Note : Nutm~gs, feven; a R ace or two of Ginger. 
hut that I may beg: Four Pound of Prun!, and as m ny of 
Rafins o'lh, Sun • 

.Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. [ Groveling on the Gro;md. 
Clo. I,th' name of me----
Aut. Oh help me, help me: Pluck but off thefe Rags, 

and then Death, Death----
C/o. Alack, poor Soul, thou h~ft need of more Rags to 

Jay on thee, rather than have tht:fe off • 
.Aut. Oh, Sjr, the loathfomnefs of them offends me, more 

than the firipes I have receiv'd, which are mighty ones, 
and millions. 

Clo. Ala), poor Man! a million of beating may come to 
a great matter. 

Aut. I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my Many and Ap
parel ta'en from me, and thefe detefiable Th;ngs put upon 
me .. 

Clo. What, by a Horfe-man, or a Foot-man? 
Aut. A Foot-man, fweet Sir, a Foot-man. 
Clo. Indeed, he {hould be a Foot-man, by the Garments 

he has left with thee; if this be a Horfe-man's Co2t, it hath 
feen very hot Service. Lend me thy hand~ l'il help thee. 
Come, lend me thy hand. [Helping him 11}· 

.Aut. 0h! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 
Clo. Alas, poor Sou). 
Aut. 0 good Sir, fofcly, good Sit·: I fear, Sir, my 

Shoulder-blade is out. 
Clo. How now~ canfl: fiand ? 
Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, foftly; you ha' done 

me a charitable Office. 
Clo. Doll: lack . any Mony? I have a little Mony for 

thee. 
A;st. No, good fweet Sir: No, I befeech you, Sir; I 

have a Kinfman not paft three quarters of a Mile hence, unt' 
H h 3 whom 



whom I was going; I fball there have Mony, or any thing 
I want: Offer me no Mony, I pray you, that krlls my 
Heart. 

Clo. What mann r of Fellow was he that robb'd 
you~ 

Aut. A Fellow, Sir, that I have known to go about 
with Trol·my·dames : I knew him once a Servant 
of the Ptince; I cannot tell, good Sir, f'Jr which of his 
Virtues it was, but be was certainly W hip·d out of the 
Court. 

Clo. His Vices you would :fi y; there's no Virtue whip,d 
out of tl e Court; they cherifh it to make it flay there, and 
yet it will no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices I would fi y, Sir. I know this Man well, he 
hath been fince an Ape-bearer, then a P ocefs-fervcr, a 
Bailiff; then he co~pafi a Motion of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinker's Wife, within a Mile where my 
Land and Living 1 yes; and, having flown over many kna· 
vifh Profeffions, he fettled only in Rogue; feme call him 
.Autolicus. 

Clo. Out upon him, Prig! for my Life Prig; he haunts 
. ,Wakes, Fairs, and Bear .. baiting. 

Aut. Very true; Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the Rogue that 
put me into this Apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in aU Bolemia; if 
you had but look'd big, and fpit at him, he'ld have 
rur. • 

.Aut. I mull: cnnfds to you, Sir, I am no figbter; I am 
fa]fe of H «rt th t way, and that be knew I warrant 
him. 

Clo. I-Jo :v do you do now~ 
.Aut. Sweet ir, much better than I was; I can fiand, 

:md walk; I wiJJ even take my leave of you, and pace {of[~ 
Jy towatds my Kilifman'~. 

Clo. ~hall I bring thee on thy way? 
.Aut. No, good fac.'d Sir; no, fw et Sir. 
C!o. Then f:arewcl, I tnufr go and buy SpicEs {or our 

Sheep-thearing. [E.t"it • 
.Aut. Profp r you, fwoet Sir. Your Purfe is not hot 

enough to pt rcq;fe your Spice. 1•11 be with you at your 
Shee~ 



Sheep .. !hearing too: If I make not this Cheat br'ng out ano
ther, and the Shearers prove Sheep, let me be unrol'd, and 
my Name put into the Book of Virtue. 

~ S 0 N G. 

Jog on, Jog on, the foot•path n~a}'; 
And merrily hent the Stile-a • 

.A merry HeArt goes all the day, 
1"o;sr fad tires i1z a Milt-a 

SCENE IV. 
J 

Enter Florizel and Per ita. 

F/1. Thefe your unufual Weeds, to each part of you 
Does give a Life: No Shepherdefs ut Flora, 
Peering in April's front. hi your Sheep-ibcaring, 
Is as a merry meeting of the petty Gods, 
And you the Queen on'r. 

Per. Sir; my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extreams, it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon, that I name them: Your high fel£ 
The gracious mark o'ch' Land, you have obfcur'd 
With a Swain's wearing; and me, poor lowly Maid, 
Moll: Goddefs like prank'd up. But that our Fea!b, 
In every Mefi, have Folly; and the Feeders 
Digefl: it with a Cufiom, I ihould blufh 
To fee you fo attir'd; fworn, I think, 
To fhew my fdf a Gl fs. 

Flo. I blefi t1 e time 
When my good a Icon made her flight a-crofs 
Thy Father's Ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you caufe; 
To me the differ nee f >rges dread, your Greatnefs 
Hath not been us'd to Fear; ev n now I tremble 
To think your Father, by feme accide t, 
Should pat\ th=c; way, as y u did: Oh the Fates, 
How wou d he look to fee his wo k, fo noble, 
ViW;lly boUJ]d up! What would he ay ! Or how 
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Should J, in thefc my borrow,d Flaunts, behold 
Tbe fiernnefs of his Prefence ~ 

Flo. Apprehind 
Nothing but Jollity : The Gods themfel ves; 
Humbling their Deities to Love, have taken 
The Shapes of Be~fl:s upon them. Jupiter 
Became a B· 11, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
A R1m, and bleated; and the Fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble Swain, 
As I feem now. · Their Transformations, 
Were never for a piece of Beauty rarer, 
Nor in a W'Jy fo chafi : Since my Defires 
Run not before mine Honour, nor my Lufis 
Burn hotter tl an my Faith. 

Per. 0 but, dea Sir, 
Your Refolut;on can·not hold, when 'tis · 
Oppos'd, ~s it mufi be, by ~h' P wer of the King. 
O ne of thcfe tw) mufl: be Neceffities, 
Which t !en will fp~ak, that you mu!l: change this purpofe; 
Or I my Life. 

FID. Thou dearcfi Pe11dita, 
With thefe forc'd Thoughts I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o'th' Feafi ~ or I'll be thine, my Fair, 
Or not my Fc1ther's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am m oft confl:ant~ 
Tho' Defiiny fay no. Be merry, gentle, 
Strangle fuch Thoughts as thefe, with any thing 
That you ben old the while. Your Gudl:s are coming: 
Lift up you Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that NuptiaJ, which 
We two have f worn fl1a1l come. 

Per. 0 Lady Fortune, ' 
Stand you aufpidous. 

., 

Enter Shepherd, Clo1JJn, Mopf:~, Dorca~, Servants; with Po: 
Jixenes and Camillo dijguis'd. 

Flo. See, your Gudl:s ;pBroach; 
'Addrefs your feJf to ente-rtain them fprightly 
And let's be red with Mirth. 

She;. Fie, Daughter; when my qld Wife liv'd, upon 
This 



This day fbe was both P ntler, Butler, Cook~ 
Bot'. D me and Strvant; -wdcom'd all, ferv'd a 1; 

o tld fing her Song, and dance her turn; o ·here 
t up n end o'th' Table, now t'th mt dle; ' 

On .is Shouk.er, and his; her Face o'6re 
\V ith La hour; an · ngs lhe took to quench it 
She ould to each one 1p. You are retired, 
As if you were a feafied one; and not 
The Hofl:efs of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Thefe unknown Friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better Friend~, more known. 
Come, quench your Bluilies, and prefent your felf 
That which you are, Mifirefs o'th' Feafi. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-1hearing, 
As your good Flock thall profper. 

Per. Sirs, welcome.. [To Polix. and Cam; 
It is my Fathet's Will, I !hould take on me 
The Hofiefsihip o'th, Doily, you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thofe Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's Rofemary, and Rue, thefe keep 
Seeming ~nd Savour all the Winter long: 
Grace and Remembnnce be to you boch, 
.And welcome to our Shearing. 

P~,(. Shepherdefs, . 
A fair one are you, well you fit our Ages 
With Flowers of Winter. ~ 

Por. Sir, the Year growing ancient, 
Nor yet on Summer's Death, nor on the Birth 
Of trembling Winter, the fairefi Flowers o'th' Seafon 
Are our Carnations, and fireak'd Gi1lyflowers, 
Which fome call Nature·s Bafhrds, of that kind 
Our rufiick Garden's barren, and I care not ' 
1To get flips of them. 

Pol. Where:forr, gentle Maiden, 
Do you neglect them? 

Per. For I have heard it fJid, 
There is an Art, which in their pidenefs flu res 
With great creating· N a.ture. 

Pol. Say there be, 
:Yet Nature is made better by no mean; 

But 



:But Nature makes that mean; f.'l over that Art,' 
Which you fay adds to Nature is an Art 
That Nature makes; you fee, (we et Maid, we marry 
A gentler Sien to the wildcfl: Stock, 
And make conceive a Bark of bafcr kind 
By Bud of Nobler Ruce. This is an Art 
Which does mend Nature; Change it rather; but 
The Art it fdf is Nature. 
' P'l'• So it is. 

Pol. Then make your G rden rich in Gillyflowen, 
'And do not call them Bafiards. 

Per. I'll not put 
The Dible in Earth, to f~t one fiip of them : 
No more than were I Painted, I would with 
This Youth iliould fay 'twer~ welJ; and on!y therefore 
Ddire to breed by mt'. Here's Flowers for you; 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Marjoram, 
The Mary-gold, that gots to Bed with th, Sun, 
.. -\nd with him rifes, weeping: Thefe are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and, I think, they are given 
To Men of middle Age. Y'are welcome. 

Cam. I thould leave grazing, were I of your Flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out alas; 
You'ld be fo lean, that b·ans of J.-muary 
_Would blow you through and through. Now, my fairefl 

Friends, 
I would I had fome Flowers o'th' Spring, that might 
Become your time of d~y; and yours, and yours, 
'That wear upon your V rgir.-branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads gr,~wi g: 0 Proferlimt, 
For the Flowers now, that, frighte , thou let'Jl fall 
From Diffis W jggon : DaffadiJs, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The \Ninds of March with Beauty; Violets, dim, 
But f. reeter th~n the Lids of Junr/s Eyes, 
Or Cytherett's B -:lth; p2le Prim-rofl s, 

· That die unmarried, e'er hey can behold 
Bright Phcebus in his Strength, a l'1ala y 
~1oft incident to Maids; b;ld Oxlips, and 
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1he Winte'r' s 

The Crown-Imperial ; Lillies of all kinds, 
The Flower-de-Lis being one. 0 thefe I Jack 
To make you Garlands of, and my fwcet Friend 
To fl:rew him o'er and o'er. 

Flo. W ha·t ~ like a Coarfc ~ 
Per. No, like a Bank, for Lo'e to lye an(.l pay on : 

Not like a Coarfc ; or if, not to be buried, 
But quick, and in mine Atms. Come, take your Flowers. 
Methmks I play as I h 'C feen them do 
In Whitfon Pafiouls: Sure this Robe of mine 
Does change my Difpofition. 

Flo. What you do, 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, Sweet, 
rn havt you do it ever; when you fing, 
I'll have you buy and fell fo; fo give Alms; 
Pray fo; a.~d for the ord,ring your Affairs, 

·To fing them too. When you do Dance, I wiila yo\1 
A \Vave o'th' Sea, that you might c'rer do 
Nothing but that; ove fiiJJ, fl:ill fo, 
And own no other FunCtion. Each your doing, 
So fiogular in each particular, 
Crowns what you are doing in the prefent Deeds, 
That all your Aets arc Queens. 

Per. 0 Doricles, 
Your Praifcs are too large; but that your Yo·1th 
And the true Bloocl wl icb peeps forth £1idy through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unfhin'd Sh pherd, 
With Wifdom, I might fear, my Dorielcs, 
You woo,d me the falfe way. 

Flo. I think you have 
As little Skill to fear, as I have purpof~ 
To put you to't. But come, our Dance I pray ; 
Your Hand, my Perdita ; io Turtles pair 
,That never mean to part. 

Per. I'll fwear for 'em. 
Pol. This is the prettiefi low-born Lafc, that ever 

R.an on tl e green·ford; nothing ihe does, or fetms, 
But fmacks of fc merh'ng great r than h r fdf, 
!oo noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells Lu f-omtthing 
That 
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That makes her Bloocl look on't: Good footh ihe is 
~he Queen of Curds and Cream. 

Clo. Come on, ftrike up. 
Dor. Mop[a mufr be your Mifi:refs; marry Garlick to 

mend her kliling with. 
Mop. Now in good time. 
Clo. Not a word, a word, we fiand upon our Ma~ner~, 

Come fi:rike up. 
Here a Dance of Shepherds and Shepherdejfes. 

Pol. Pray, good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this 
Which Dances with your Daughter~ 

Shep. They call him Doriclcs, and he boall:s himfelf 
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Upon his own Report, ·~nd I believe it: 
He looks like footh; ·he :fi ys he loves my Daughter, 
I think fo too; for ne er gaz'd the Moon 
Upon the Water, as he'll {hod and read 
As ;)twere my Daughter's Eyes: A.nd, to be plain; 
J think there i.s not half a Ktfs to chufe 
\Vho loves another befi. 
· Pol. She Dances featly. 

Shep. So (he does any thing, tho' I report it 
Th:a ihould be filcljt; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, fi1e fhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 
Ser. 0 Mafier, if you did but hear the Pedler at the 

Door, you would never n~mce again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: No, the Bag-pipe could not move you; he fings fe
veral Tunes fdl: ..:: r than you'll tell Mony; he utters th(m 
a~ he had eaten Ballads, and all Mens Ears grew to his 
·runes. 

Clo. He· could never come better; he £hall come in; I 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful Matter 
mer,ily fet down ; or a very pleafant thing indeed, and fung 
lamentably. 

Ser. He hath Songs for Man or Wom1n of all Sizes; 
no Milliner can fo fit his Cullomers with Gloves: He h01s 
the prettiell: Love•i()ngs for Maids, f'l without Bawdry, 
(which is flrange) with fuch delicate burthens of Dildos 

and 
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2nd Fadings: Jump her and thump her; and where fome 
fhetch-mouth,d Rafcal would, as 1t were, mean mifchief, 
and break a :61ul gap into the matter, he makes the Maid to 
anfwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good /Vlan; puts him off, 
lJights h1m, wid Whoop, do me no harm, good A1av. 

Pol. Thts is a ·rave -eliow. 
Clo. Believe me, thou talkefi of an admirable conceitQd 

Fellow, has he any unoraided Ware':l? 
Ser. He bath ibbons of all the Colours i'th' Rainbow; 

Points, more than all the Lawyers in BQhemia can learnedly 
handle, tho' they come to him by the grofs: Inkles, Cad
diifes, Cam bricks, Law m; why he fings 'em over, as they 
were Gods or Godde[es; you would think a Smock were a 
She-Angel, he fo chants to the Sleeve-hand, and the work 
about the Square on't. 

Clo. Prethee bring him in, and let him approach ting-
ing. 

Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrillous Words in's 
Tune~. 

Clo. You have of thefe Pedlcrs, that have more in them, 
than you"ld th~ k, Sifrer. 

Per. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think. 

Enter Autolicus jinging. 

Lawn as •UJhite as driven Sno1v, i 
Cyprefl black_ as e'er was Crow ; 
Gloves as fiveet as Damask.._ Rofes, 
Masks for Fafies, and for Nofes; 
Bugle-Bracelets, Neck:lace Amber, 
Per fume for a Lady's Cbamber : 
Golden fl!!oifs, and Stomachers, 
For my Lads to give their Dears: 
Pins, and poaking Stick!_ of Steel, 
What M aids lac/z.from Head to Heel: 

Come buy of me, 'ome: Come btty, come buy; 
Buy Lads, or elfe your Lajfes cry: Come bu]• 

Clo. I£ I were not in love with Mopfo, thou lhonl~:a taL:e 
no Mony of me; but being enthrall"d as I am, it will alfo 
be the Bondage of ~ertain Ribbons anrJ Gloves. 

Mop. 



Mop. I wa..c; promis'd them "'ga"dt the Feafi, but they 
come not too ·1 te now. 

Dor. He ha h promis' you ~ore tnan that, or there be 
Liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd · you: 'May be 
he has paid you more, which will iliamc you to gtve him 
;gain. 

Clo. Is there no Manners h:fc among Maids~ WiH they 
we~r their Plackets, where they ihould ar their Paces? ls 
there not Milking· time ~ when you are go· ng to b.ed ~ or 
kill· hole? to whifile of thefe Secrets; but vou m fl: be 
tittJe-tatling before all our Guefl:s; 'tis well they are whif
pring: Clam ur your Tongues, and not a word more. 

ll4or. I have done: C me, you proiQis'd me a tawdry 
Lace, and a pair of [ wect Gloves. 

Clo. Have I not told thee how f was cozer1'd by the way, 
and lofl: all my ~1ony ~ 

.Aut. And indeed, Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, there• 
fore it bJ10ves Men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, 1\.ian, thou l11alt lofe nothing here • 
..Aut. I hope fo, Su, for I have about me many Parcels 

of Charge. 
Clo. \V hat haft here~ Ballads? 
Mop. Pray now buy fome, I love a Ballad in Print, a 

Life, for then we are fure they are true. 
Aut. Here's one to a very do!eCul Tune, how a Ufurer's 

Wife was brought to bed with twenty Mony Bags at a Bur· 
then, and how lhe long'd to eat dder's Heads, and Toads 
Carbonado•d. 

Mop. Is it true, think y u? 
.Aut. Very true, and but a mont o!d. 
Dor. Blefs me from m rrying a Uf, ·cr. 
Aut. Here's the Midwife's name to't; one l\1.£hefs Tale· 

Porter, and five or fix hondl: \Vivc:s tha-t '~ ere prefent. 
Why fuould I carry L yes -.broad? 

M()p. Pray you now ·l uy it. 
Clo. Come or, by it by; and et's fitfi fee moe Ballads; 

we'Jl buy the other things anor.. 
Allt. Here's another B Pad of a Fitb, tt t ~ppcar'd upon 

the Coafi, on lVednefll.ry t fotufcore of April:~ f.)fty thou• 
fand 



fand Fadom above Water, and fung this Ballad againfl: the 
bard Hearts of Maids; it was thought ihe was a Woman, 
and was turn'd into a cold Fiih, for fl1e would not e~change 
Fleth with one that lov'd her: The B~ lad is very pitiful, 
and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you~ 
..Ant. Five Jufiices hands at it; and Witne[es more than 

my Pack will hold. 
Clo. Lay it by too: Another • 
.Ant. 1 his is a merry Ball d, but a very pretty one. 
Mop. Let's have fame merry ones. 
Aut. Why this is a paffing merry one, and goes to the 

tune of two rvtaids wooing a MQn ; there's fcarce a Maid 
Well: ward but ihe fing it: 'Tis in Requefi, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both fing it; if thou·lt bear a part, thou 
fualt hear, 'tis in three pans. · 

Dor. We had th .. Tune on't a ~tonth a-go • 
.A;tt. I can bear n y part, you mufr know ~tii my occu· 

pation: Have at it with you. 

S 0 N G. 

Aut. Get you hena, fo~· I mttft go, 
Where fits not ]fJU to k!_;ow. 

Dor. W/,sther? 
Mop. ·o ;vbither? 
Dor. Whither ! 
M '>p. It becomes thy Oath full 'Jvell, , 

Tho11 to me thy Secret; tell. 
Dor ... Me too, let me go thither : 
Mop. Or thou goe.ft to th' Grange, or Mill, 
Dor. If to either that$ dofl ill: 
A ut. Neither. 
Dor. What neither? 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. Thou haft [worn my Love to be, 
Mop. Thou ha/i [worn it more to me: 

Then whither god/? Say whither i 

Clo. We'll have this Song out anon by our felves: My 
Father and the Gentlemen are in f~d talk, and we'U not trou· 

· ~ ble 



ble them: Come bring away thy Pack after me; Wenches; 
'll buy for you both: Pedler let's have the firfl: Choice; 

follow me Gtrls. 
AHt. And you fhaU p~y well for 'em. 

S 0 N G. 

Wtll you buy Any T~tpe, or Lace for your Cape., 
. My dainty Duck_, my Deer-a? , 
Any Silk, any Thread, any Toys for your Head 

Of the new'ft~ and fin'ft, 'ftrlft VV..-tre-a: 
Come to the Pedler~ Mony's a medler~ · 

That doth utter all Mens 1Vare·a. 
[Exit Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfa: 

Enter A Servant • 
.Ser. Maller, there are three Carters, three Shepherds~ 

three Neat-herds~ and three Swine-herds that have madethem
felves all Men of Hair, they call themfelves Saltiers, and 
they have a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a Gally-mau
fry of Gambols, becaufe they are not in't: But they them· 
felves are o'th' mind, if it be not too rough for fome, that 
know little but Bowling, it will pleafe pentifully. 

Shep. Away; we'll none on't ; here has been too much 
homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary you. 

Pol. You weary thofe that refrefh us : 'Pray let's fee 
thefe four·threes of Herdfmen. 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, hath 
clanc'd before the King; and not the worfl: of the three, bwt 
jumps twelve foot and half by th' fquare. 

Shep. Leave your prating; fince thefe good Men are 
plea~·d, let them come in, but quickly now. 

Here a Dance of twelve Satyrs. 

Pol. 0 "Father, yon'H ~now more of th~t hereaf~er. 
Is it not too far gone~ 'Tis time to part them, 
He's fimple, and tells much. How now, fair Shepherd, 
Your Heart is full of [Jmething, that dots take 
Your Mind from Feafiing. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed Love, as you do, I was wont 

~ Ta 



To load my She with Knacks: I w0uld have Ranfa~k'd 
The Pcdler's filken Treafury, and have pour'd it 
To her Acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Lafs 
Interpretation fuould abufe, and call this 
Your lack of Love, or Bounty, you were fl:raited 
:For a Reply at leafr, if you make a Care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I .know 
Such prizes not fuch Trifles as thefe are; 
The Gifts lhe looks from me, are packt ~nd Jockt 
Up in my Heart, which I have given already, 
But not delivet'd. 0 hear me breath my Life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it fhould feem 
Nath fometime lov'd. I take thy Haod, this Hand• 
As fofc as Dove's Down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopians Tooth, or the fan,d Snow, 
That's bolted by th' Northern Blafr, twice o'er. 

Pol. What follows this~ 
How prettily the young Swain feems to walh 
The Hand, was fair before! I have put you out; 
But to your Pr('tefiation: Let me hear 
What you profds. 

Flo. Do, and be witnefs to't. 
Pol. And this my Neighbour too? 
Flo. And he, and more 

Than he,,and Men; the Earth, and Heav'ns, and all; 
That were I crown'd the moll: Imperial Monarch 
Thereof mofl: worthy; were I the f.~irefi Youth · 
That ever mad~ E. ye f werve, had Force and Know lege 
More than was ever Man's, I wowld not prize them 
Without her Love; for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them to her Service, 
Or to their own Perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer,d. 
Cam. This thews a found Affecfrion. 
Shep. But my Daughter, 

Say you the like to him~ 
Per. I cannot fpeak 

So well, nothing fo well, no, nor mean better. 
V o t. If. I i By 



By the PJttetA of my mine own Thoughts, I cut out 
4he Purity of his. 

Shep. Take Hand,, a Bargain; · 
And friends unknown, you iliall bear witnefs to't: 
I give my Daughter to him, and will make 
Her Porrion equal his. 

Flo. 0, that mufi be 
l'th' Virtue of your D1ughter; one being dead, 
I iliall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your Wonder: But come on, 
Contract us 'fore thtfe Witneifes. 

Shep. Comr, your hc111d; 
A nd, Dau,ghter, yoms. 

Pol. Sofi, S ~ain, a-while; 'befeech you, 
Have you ~ 11ther? 

Flo. I ~ a ·e; but what of him~ 
P 1. "lO W!l he of rhis? 
Flo. He ,neither does nor fiul!. 
Pol. Meth 'nks a Father 
at th Nuptial of his Son, a Gueft 

~" hat b fi: bccomc5 the Table: 'Pny you once more, 
s not y ur Father grown incapable 
f reafi>nable Affairs~ Is he not Stupid . 

Wtth ge, and altring Rheum. ? Can he fpeak? Hear l 
Know Man from Man? Difpute his own Efiate? 

yes he not Bed-rid~ And again, does nothing 
ut w h 't he did, being Childiih ~ · 
Flo. No, good Sir; 

He ha h1s Health, and ampler Strength indeed 
Than ofi have of his Age. 

Pal~ y my white Beard, 
Y u· ffLr him. if this be f{, a wrong 
So e hinl! unfllial: Reafon my Son 

honld chufe himfdf a Wife, but as good rEafon 
• he Father (all w hoftj Joy is r.othing cJfe · 

1 r f1ir Pofteriry) ihould hold fome Counfel 
ln fu h a Buf1nds. 

Ffo. I vie Id all this; 
But £, >r ~)me other Reafcm~, my grave Sir, 
JVhtch 'tis not fie you know, I not acquaint 
ly Father of this Bufinefs. Pol. 



Pol. Let him know't. 
Flo. He thall not. 
Pol. Prethee l~t him. 
Flo. No; he mufi not. 

. Shep. Let him, my Son, he ihall not need to grieve, 
At knowing of thy Choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he mufi not: 
Mark our C ontraet. 

pgf. Mark your Divorce, young Sir, [ Di[covering himfelf. 
Whom Son I dare not call: Thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a Scepter's Heir, 
That thus affects a Sheep-hook? Thou old Traytor, 
I am forry that by hanging thee, I can 
But thorten thy Life one Week. And thou frefh Piece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muft know 
The Royal Fool thou coap'ft with. 

Shep. Oh my Heart l 
Po-l. I'll have rhy Be~uty fcratch'd with Briars, and made 

More homely thin thy State. For thee, fond Boy, 
If I may ever know thou doLl: but figh, 
That thou no more fhalt fee the Knack, as never · 
I mean thou thalt, we'll bar thee from Succeffion, 
Not hold thee of our Blood, no not our Kin, 
Far thm DeHcalion off: Mark thou my Words; 
Follo·w us to the Courr. Thou ChurJ, for this time, 
Tho• full of ou!" Difpleafure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it : And You, Enchantment, 
Worthy enough a Herdfman ; yea him too, 
That makes himfelf, but for our Honotu therein, 
Unworthy thee; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Thefe rural Latches to his €ntrance open, 
Or hope his Body more, with thy Embraces, 
I will devife a Death as cruel for thee, 
As thou art tender to it. 

Per. Even here unde¥le: 
I was not much afraid ; for once er twice 
I was about to fpeak, and tell him plainly, 
The fe)f~fame Sun that iliines upcn his Court; 
PJides not hi~ Vifage from our Cottage, but 
Looks 0n alike. Wilt pleaft you, Sir, "e gor.c ~ [To Fio. 
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T told you wh2t would come of this. 'Befeech you 
Ot your own State take care: This Dream of mine 
Be•ng now awake, ru Queen it no inch farther, 
Bu. milk my Ewes, ar.d weep. 

Cam. Why how now, Father. 
sp~ak e'er thou dyefi •. 

Shep. I cannot fpeak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know that which I know. 0 Sir, [To t:lor~ 
You have undone a Man of fourfcore three, 
That thought to fill his Grave in quiet; ye;, 
To dye upon the Bed my Father dy'd, 
To lye dofe by his honelt Bones; but now 
Some Hang~man mufi put on my Shroud, and lay me 
Where no Priefi thoveJs in Dult. Oh curfed Wretch! 

[To Perdita~ 
That knew'ft this was the Prince, and wouldfi adventure 
To mmgle Faith with him. Ucdone, undone! 
If I might die within this Hour, I have liv'd 
To die when I defire. [Exit. 

Flo. Why look you fo upon me~ 
I am but forry, not afr4id; delay'd, 
But nothing alter'd: What I was I am; 
More llraining on, for plucking back; not foliowinB 
My Leaih unwillmgly. 

Cam. Griicious my Lord, 
You know your F~~ther's Temper: At this time 
He will allow r.o Speech, which I do guefs 
You do not purpofe to him; and as hardly 
Will he endure your fighr, as yet I fear; 
Then, 'tiH the fury of his High•1efs fettle, 
Come not before him. · 

Flo. I not purpofe it. 
I think, Camtllo. 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 
Per. How often have I told you 'twould be thu~ ~ 

How o ten faid, my Dignity would lafi: 
But 'till 'twere known? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my Faith, and then 
Let N,aturc cruth the fides o'rh' Earth together, 
And mar che Seeds within. Life up thy Looi\S. 

from 



The Winter's Tale. ?49 
From my Succeffion wipe me, Father, I 
Am Heir to my AffeCt:ion. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 
Flo. I am; and by my Fancy, if my Reafon 

Will thereto be obedient, I have :Keafon; 
If not, my Senfes, better pleas' cl wit~ madnefs, 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate, Sir. 
Flo. So call it; but it does fulfil my Vow; 

I needs mufl: think it Honell:y. Camitlo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the Pomp that may 
Be thereat gleaned; for all that the Sun fees, or 
The clofe Earth wombs,. or the profound Seas hide 
In unknown :Fadoms, will I break my Oath 
To this my fair Belov' d: Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Father's Friend, 
When he fhall mifs me, (as in f1ith I mean not 
To fee him any more) cafl: your good <;ounfels 
Upon his Paffion; let my fclf and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And fo deliver, I am put to Sea 
With her, whom her.e ! cannot hold on Shore ; 
And moO: opportune to her need, I have 
A V cffel rides f~fr by, but not prepar'd 
For this delign. What courfe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your Knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. 0 my Lord, 
I would your Spirit were eafier for advice, 
Or fl:ronger for your need. 

Flo. Heark, Perdita. 
I'll hear you by and by. 

Cam. He's irremoveable, 
Refolv'd for flight: Now were I happy, if 
His going I c:ould frame to ferve my turn; 
Save him from danger, do him Love and Honour, 
Purchafe the fight again of dear Sicili~e, 
And t~at unhappy King, my Mafier, whom 
I ~o much thirfi to fee. [A fide • 
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The TFinter' s Tale. 
Flo. Now, good Camillo, ~ 

I am fo fraught with curious Bulinefs, thit 
I leave out Ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I thmk 
You have heard of my poor Services, i,th' f~ve 
.That l have born your father~ 

Flo. Very nobly 
Have you deferv'd: It is my Father's Mufick 
To fpeak your Deeds; not little of his care 
To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my Lord, 
If you uy pleafe to think I love the King, 
And throug him, what's neareR to him, which i 
Your gracimts felf, embrace -but: my ireB:ion, 
If your more ponderous and ferlerl Project 
May fLiffer alteration: On mine Honour, 
I'll point you where you fh all have fuch receiving 

·As iliall become your Highnefs, where }'011 may 
Enjoy your Mifirefi; from the whom, I fee, 
There's liO disjunCtion to be made, bu~ by 
(As Heav'ns forefend) your Ruin. Marry her, 
And with my befi Endeavours, in your abfence, 
Your difcontented Father !hive to qualifie, 
And bring to liking. 

Flo. How, Csmillo, 
May this, almofi a Miracle, be done~ . 
That I may call thee fomerhing more than Man, 
And after that trufi to thee~ 

Cam. Have you th H ght on 
A place whereto you,Jl go l 

Flu. Not any yer: 
But as th' un·choug t-on Accident is guilty 
Of wh:tt Wt! wildly do, fo we profefs 
O!lr [elves ro be the Slaves of Char.ces, and Flies 
Of cve1 y Wind that blows. 

Cam. T 1e11 l fi to me: 
This fol'ow!, if you will not change your purp fe, 
But undergo rhis Flight; make f.or Sicili11, 
And r h(?re prefent your [elF, and f.sir Princefs, 
(For fo I fee fhe muft be) :fore Leonten 

She 
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She· £hall be habited, as it becomes 
The Partner of your Bed. Med1i f1 ks I fee 
Leontes opening his free Arms, and weeping 
His Welcomes forth; asks thee, the Son, forgivencfs, 
As 'twere i'rh' Father's Perfon; ki[es the Hands 
Of your frelh Princefs; o'er and o•er divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindnefs, and his Kindnefs: th 'one 
He chides to He11, and bids the other grow 
Fafier than Thought or Time., 

Fto. Worthy Camitlo. 
What colour for my Vifitation lhall I 
Hold up before him? 

Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him Comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your Father, ihall deliver, 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you dowo, 
The which thaiJ point you forth at every fitting 
What you mufr fay, that he th 1ll not perceive, 
But th~t you have your Father•s Bofom there, 
And fpeak his very Heart. 

Flo. I am beund to you: 
There is fame Sap in this. 

Cam. A courfe more promifing, 
Than a wild Dedication of your felves 
To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores; mofi certain, 
To Miferies enough: No hope to help you, 
But as you fluke off one, to uke another : 
Nothing fo certain, as your Anchors, wh 
Do their bell: 0ffice, if they can but fiay you, 
Where you'll be loath to be: Befides, you know, 
Profperity's the very Bond of Love, 
Whofe frefh Complexion, and whofc Heart together, 
Affiia:ion alters. 

Per. 01e of thcfe is true: 
I think AfHicrion may fubdue the Cheek, 
But not take in the Mind. 

951 

C~tm. Yea, fay you fo? 
There lhall not at your Father's Houfe, thefe fc.vcn Yen~, 
Be born another feich. 

PJ 
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Flo. ., good Camillo, 
Shc•s as fo -, of her Breeding, as 
She 'd • rear o'her Birth 

Cam. .-:annot fay, 'tis pity 
She d \ l tdhu{-tions, for fhe feems a Miftrefs 
... roll) r. tnat r ilCh. 
· Per. Yo ur p~rdon, Sir, for this. 
r I blufh you Thanks. 

Flo. My prett iefl PerdiN-
But 0, the Thorm we fiand upon. Camillo, :!:' 

Prefer Cl of my Father, now of me; 
T c Medicine of our Houfe; how fh all we do I 
W e ar·: not furmfh>d like Bohemia's Son, 

ror tb ll appear in Sicily--
C,zm. l\1 y Lord, 

Fear nr ne of thts: I think you know my Fortunes 
Do allly"' there : It !hall be fo my care 
1 o have you Royally appointed, as if 
1~he Scc.: ne y<1U pJa • were mine. For infiance, Sir, 
That you may know you lhall not want; one word. 

[They talk._ajide. 
Eter Autolicus. 

Aut. Ha, ha, what a Fool l1onefl:y is! and Truft, his 
fworn Brother, a very fimp!e Gentleman J I have fold all 
my Trumpery; not a Counterfeit Stone, nor a Ribbon, 
Gla(s, Pomande:r, Browch, Table-book, Ballad, Knife, 
Tap~" , Glov <>~ Sh )Oe-tye, Bracelet, H orn-ring to keep my 
Pack f rom fafl: . 1 i ri ~ : They th:ong who fhould buy firfi, ;) 
if my Tnnkers h.ad been hallowed, and brought a Bene· 
d :cbon to t he Buyer; by whtch means, I faw whofe Purfe 
was bdl i !l P:Gt u e; ~ nd v.h t I faw, to my good ufe, I 
remembcr'd. J\1 ~ · f!ood Clow '"' (who wants but fomething 
to be a rc .. i7>dable Man) gre·N fo m Lo'le with the Wenches 
Song, th t ne Wt>Uid not fiir his Pettitots 'tiJl he had both 
Tune at1d \JV >rds, which fo drew the rdt of the Herd to 
me, t 1ar al · t rir or her Se fe's fl uck in Ears; you migh~ 
have p n(.h'd a Plack r, it was fe felefs, 'twas nothing ta 
geld a Cod pie o : of a Pur f .: ; ·r would have filed Keys off 
that h~ng in Ch <~ i.is: No hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs 
Sohg, a r~d admii ing the nothing of it. So that in this cim~ 
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of Lethargy, I pick'd and cut mofi of their :Fe{Hval Purfes: 
And had not the old Mo1n come in with a W boo-bub a
~ainfi: his Daughter, and the King's Son, and fcar'd my 
Chowghes from the Chaff, I had not left a Purfe alive in 
the whole Army. 

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there, 
So foon as you arrive, fuall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And thofe that you'll procure from King Leontes
Cam. Shall fatisfie your F~ther .. 
Per. Happy be you: 

'All that you fpeak, fuews fair. 
C~tm. Who have we here? 

We'll make an Infirument of this ; omit 
Noth~ng may give us aid • 

.Aut. If they have over-heard me now: why Hanging~ 
CAm. How now, good Fellow, 

Why fhak'll thou fo? Fear not, Man, 
Here's no harm intended to thee • 

.Aut. I am a poor FeJlow, Sir. 
Cam. Why~ be fo fiill: heres no Body will fieal th2t 

from thee ; yet for the outfide of thy Poverty, we mufi 
make an exchange: Therefore difcafe thee infiantJy, (chou 
mu'!l: th!nk there's a N eceffi ty in't) and change Garments 
with this GentlemaD: Tho' the Pe•mv- worth, on his fide, 
~e the worft, yet hold thee, there's fome boot. 

Aut. I am a poor Fellow, Sir; I know ye well e
nough. 

Cam. Nay, prethee difpatch; the Gentleman is half Read 
re;dy. 

Aut. Are you in earnelt, Sir? I fmeJI the Trick on't. 
Flo. Difp~tch, I prethee. 
Aut. Indeed I have had earn ell, but I cannot with Con· 

fcicnce t~ke it. 
· Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Mifirds, (let my Prophecy 
Come home to ye,) you mufl: retire your feif 
Into fome Covert; take your Sweet-heart's Hat 
And pluck it o'er your Brows, mu~e your Face, 
Difmantle yoF, and, as you can, ddl1kcn 
The Truth of your own feeming, that you may 

(For 



Tht Winter'J Tale. 

· (For I do fear Eyes over you) to Ship-board G 

&t undefcry'd. «nf 

Per. I fee the Phy fo Jyes, :1 

That I mutl bear a part. j 

Cam. No remedy ( 
Have you done there~ 

Flo. Should I now me'ct my Father, 
He would not call me San. 

Cam. Nay, you fiull have no Hat: 
Come Lady, come: Farewel, my! Friend. 

Aut. Adieu, Sir. 
Flo. 0 Perdita, what have we twain forgot? _ 

fray you a word. 
Cam. What I do next, ChaU be next to tell the King [ Ajide. 

Of this Efcape, and whither they are bound: 
Wherein my hope is, I fhall fo prevail, 
To force him after; in whofe Company 
I fhall review Sicilia; for whofe fight, 
I have a Woman's Longing. 
. Flo. Fortune fpeed us. 
Thus we fet on, Camillo, to th'Sea fide. [ E.·dt Flo. & Per. 

Cam. The fwtf(er fp , ed, the better. [Exit. 
Aut. I undedhnd the Bufinefs, I hear it: To have an 

open Ear, a quick Eye, anif a nimble Hand, is necdfary for 
a Cnt·purfe; a gJod Nofe is req uifite alfo, to fmell out 
work for th'other Senfes. · I f.:e this is the time that the 
unj qfi Man cloth thrive. What an exchange had this been, 
without boot? What ~ boot is here, with this exchange: 
fure the Gods do this Year connive at us, and we may do 
any thing extempore. l~he Prince himfdf is ~bout a piece 
of Iniquity, flealing away from his Father, with his Clog at 
his Heels. If I tho·1ght it were a piece of hondty to ac
quaint the King withal, 1 would not do't: I hold it the 
n1ore Knavery to conceal it; and therein am con!lant to 
p1 y Profdlion. 

Enter Clo1JJn and Shepherd. 

Aftde, a fide, here's ffi')re matter for a hDt Brain; Every 
Lane~ end, every Slwp, Church, Sdiion, Hangisg, yields a 
careful l\1.m work. 

I 
Clo. 



. The Winter's 
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Clo. See, fee; what a Man you are now r There i~ no 
other way, but to tell the King the's a Changling, and none 
of your Fleib and Blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 
Clo. Nay, but hear me. 
Shep. Go to then. 
Clo. She being none of your Flefh and Blood, your F1efi 

and Blood has not offended the King, and fo your Flefu and 
Blood is not to be puniib'd by him. Shew thofe things you 
f0und about her, thofe fecret things, all but what fhe has 
with her; this being done, let the Law go w hi£He; I war-
rant you. 

Shep. I will tell the King all, every Word, yea, and his 
Sons pranks too; who, I may fay, is no hbliefl: Man nei
ther to his Father, nor to me, to go about to make me the 
King's Brother-in .. Iaw. 

Clo. Indet:d Brother-in-law wac; the farthefi off you could 
have been to him, and then your Blood had been the dearer 
by I know how mu h an Ounce . 

.Aut. Very wifely, Puppies. [Ajid~. 
Shep. W eH; let us to the King; there is that in tnis Far-

thel will make him fcratch his Beard • 
.Aut. I know not what Impediment this Complaint may be 

to the Flight of my M"frer. 
Clo. 'Pray heartily he be at Palace • 
.Aut. Tho' I am not naturally hondl:, I am fo fomctirnes 

by chance: Let me pocket up my Pedlers Excrement. 1:-Iow 
now, Rufiiques, whither are you bnu:1d? 

Shep. To th' Palace, and it like your Worihip . 
.Aut. Your-~ffairsthere~ What~ wirhwhom~ theCor.• 

dition of that Farthel? the Pbce of your Dwelling~ your 
Names? your Age? of what having~ brteding, and any thing 
that is fitting for to be know re, difcover? 

Clo. We are but plain Fellows, Sir. 
Aut. A .. Lie; you are rough and hairy; let me have no 

Jying; it becomes none but Tradefmen, and they ofcen give 
us, Soldie1 s, th Lie, but we pay them for it with fiamped 
Coin, not fiabbing Steel, therefore they do not gi\'e us th 

kie. 
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Clo. Your Woriliip had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken your felf with the manner. 

Shep. Are yoH a Courtier, and like you, Sir? 
At4t. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier. Seefl: 

thou not the Air of the Court in thefe Enfoldings? Hath 
not my Gate in it the Meafure of the Court? receives not thy 
Nofe Court-Odour fi·om me? Reflect I not on thy Bafe .. 
nefi, Court-CQntempt? Think'fi: thou, for that I infinuate, or 
toaze from thee thy Bu!;nefs, I am theref1re no Courtier~ 
I am Courtier Cap· a-pc; and one that will either pufh-on, 
or pluck back, thy bufinefs there; whereupon I command 
thee to open thy Affair. 

Shep. My Bufinefi, Sir, is to the King • 
..;Jut. VI/hat Advocate lull: thou to him? 
Shep. I know not, and't like you. 
Clo. Advocate's the Court-word for a Phe~zant; fay you 

l1ave none. · 
Shep. None, Sir; I have no Pheaf.tnt Cock, nor Hen. 
Aut. How bldfed are we, that are not fimple Men! 

Vet Nature might have made me as thefc are~ 
There£)re I will not d1fdain." 

Clo. T his cannot be but a great Courtier. 
Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not hand-

fomly. 
Clo. H·~ feem<; to be the more Noble in being fantafiical; 

a g~eat Man, · I'll warunt ; I know by the Picking on's 
Teet' . 

.Aru. The Farthel there; w hat':i i'th' FartheB 
Wh< re fore th~t Eox? 

Shep. Sir, thn e I yes fuch Secrets in this Farthel and Box, 
which none m .dl: know but the King, and which he fhaH 
know within this H <",ur, if I may come to th' Spee'h of him! 

.dttt. Age, thou hafi: lofi thy Labour. 
, Shcp. \Vhy Sir? 

.Attt. The King is not at the Palace, he is gone ~board a 
new Ship to pllrge Mefrl1ch lly, and air himfelf; for if thou 
he'fl. cap~ble of things r~ri ) US, tho·I mufl: know the King is 
fJll fGricf. 

Shrp. s ~> 'ris faid, Sir, ahc ut his So.1 that 1hould have 
II} ·i · d a She~her '•s Da ;ghtcr. 

Aut. 

..e 
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Aut. If that Shepherd be n~t in Hand-fall, let him fly; 
the Curies he fhall have, the Tortures he fhall feel, will 
break the Back of Man, the Heart of Monfier. 

Clo. Think ybu fo, Sir? 
Aut. Not he alone fhall fuffer what Wit can make heavy, 

and Vengeance bitter; but thofc that are Gerrnain to him, 
tho' remov'd fifty times, fhalJ all come under the Hangman; 
which, tho' it be great Pity, yet it is necdfary. An old 
Sheep-whillling Rogue, a Ram-tender, to offer to have his 
Daughter come into Grace? Some fay he fhall be fion,d; 
bt]r th~t Death is too foft for him, fay I: Draw our Throne 
into a Sheep-Coat? All Deaths are too few, the tharpeft 
too eafie. · 

Clo. Has tbe old l\i2n e'er a Son, Sir; do you hear, and'c 
like you, Sir ? 

Aut. He has a Son, who flull be fl y'd alive, then 'noir.t
ed over with Honey, fct on the Head of a Wafp's Nefr, 
then fiand 'riJJ he be three Qaarters and a Dram de:ad; 
then recover'd again with Aqr:a·vittt, or fome other hot 
Infu fion; then, raw as he is, (and in rh~ hortefi D1y Prog
nollication prccla1ms) lhall he be fet againfi a Brick-Waif., 
the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon him, where 
Le is to behold him, with Flies blown to J)eath. But 
what talk we of thefe Traitorly-Rafcals, whofe :Mifcries are 
to be fmil'd at, their Offences being ff> capital ? Tell mr, 
(for you f~em to be honell: plain Mln) what you have to 
the King; being fomethir.g gently coqfider,d, l"ll bring 
you where he is aboard, ter.der your Perfons to his P1 e1er.ce., 
whifper him in your beh.alf; and if it be in Man, be
fides the King, to cffd:t your Suits, here is a Man flull 
do it. 

Clo. He feems to be of great Authority; doft: with him, 
give him Gold; and rhough Authority be a fiubborn Bear. 
yet he is oft led by the N ~fe with Gold ; fl1 ew the infide 
of your Purfe to the ondide of his Hand, and r.o more ado. 
Remember fion'cl ~nd flay'd alive. . 

Sbep. And't pleafe you, Sir, to undertake the Bufinefs 
for us, here is the Gold I have ; l'Jl make it as much 
mort;', and leave this young Man in P.-wn 'till I bring it 
you. 



AJ~t. Afcer I have d9ne what I promifed ~ 
Sh1p. Ay, Sir. 
Aut. M ell, give me the Moiety. Are you a parting in 

this Bufinefs ~ 
Clo. In fome fort, Sir; but tho• my Cafe be a pitiful 

one, I hope I fhall not be fhy'd out of it • 
.At~t. Oh that's the Cafe of the Shepherd's Son; hapg ~~. 

him, he·n be made an Ex.tmple. 
Clo. Comfort, good Comfvrt ; we muO: to the King, M 

and fhew our firange Sights; he mufl know •tis none Q{ K1 
your Daughter por my Sifier, we are gone elfe. Sir, I ~J 
will give you as much as this old Man doe-s, when the 13~.t
linefs is perform'd, and remain, as he f:~ys, your Pawn 'tijl 
it be broy.ght you. 

Aut. I will trufi you, walk befor.e toward the Se~ .. fidr, 
~o on the right Hand, I will but look upon the Hedge, and 
follow you. 

Clo. We are blefs'd in this Man, as I may fay, even 
blefs'd. 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us ; he was provided to do 
us good. [Exeunt Shep. and Clow11. 

Aut. If I had a Mind to be honefl, I fee Fortune would 
not fuffer me; fhe drops Booties in my Mouth. I am 
courted now with a double Occafion: Gold, and a Means 
to do the Prince my Mdler good; which, who knows how 
that may turn back to my Ad van cement? I will bring thefc 
two Mr)als, thefe blind ones, aboard him; if he think it fit 
to Shnar them again, and tlut the Complaint they have to 
the King concerns him nothing, Jet him call me Rogue, for 
being fo far officiou~, for I am PrQof againfi that Title, and 
what Shame eHe belongs to't: To him wJll I prefcnt them, 
there may b€ Matter in ir. [Exit. 

ACT 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, ~tnd Ser-vants; . 
Geo.S I R, you have done enough, and have perform'd 

A Saint-like Sorrow : No Fault could you_-'make, 
Which you have not redeem'd; indeed- pay'cr.~own 
More Penitence, than done Tr~fpafs. At the-laft 
Do as the Heavens have done; forget · your evil 
With them, forgive your felf. 

Leo. Whilfi I Femember 
Her and her V 11 tues, I cannot forget 
My Blemilhes in them, and fo frill think of 
The \Vrong I did my felf; which was fo much, 
That Heir-lefs it hat h made my Kingdom, and 
Ddl:roy'd the f weet'fi Companion that e'er Man 
Bred his Hopes out of, true. 

Paul. T-oo true, my Lord, 
If one by one you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All rhat are, took fomething good, 
To make a perfect Woman; the you kill'd, 
Would be unparallell'd. 

Leo. I think fo. Kill' d ~ 
She I kill'd ~ I did fo, but thou flrik'fi me 
Sorely, to fay I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now; 
Say fo but feldom. ~ 

Cleo. · Not at aJJ, good Lady; 
You might have fpol en a thouf<~nd things~ that would 
Have done the time rnpre Benefit, ar:d grac'd 
Your Kindnds better. 

P aut. You ~re one of thofe, 
Would have him ·wed again. 

Dio. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the St~te, nor the Remembrance 
Of his mofi Soveraign Name; Confider little, 
Wh1t Dangers, by his Highnefs fJil of Hfue, 
May drop upon his l}ingdcm, and devour 

In certain 



I~ certain Jookers on. What were more holy; 
Than to rejoice the former Queen is well~ 
What holier, than for Royalties repair, 
For prefent Comfort, and for future good, 
To bleis the Bed of Maj~fly again 
With a fweet Fellow to't~ 

P aut. Th re is none worthy, 
(Refpecring her thaes gone) Befides the Gods 
Will have fulfill' d their ft cret Purpofes: 
For has not the divine Apollo faid, 
Is't not the Tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes lhall not have an Heir, 
!)Till his lofl: Child be found? Which, that it fhall, 
Is all as monflrous to our humane Reafon, 
As my .Antigonus to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my Life, 
Did peri!h with the Infant. 'Tis your Council, 
My Lord lhould to the Heav'ns be contrary, 
Oppofe againfl their Will~. Care not for Hfue, 
The Crown will find an Heir. Great .Alexander 
Left his to th' Worthiell; fo his Succeffor · 
Was like to be the beft. 

Leo. Good P aulina, 
Who haft the Memory of Hermione 
I know in Honour: 0, that ever I 
Had fquar'd me to thy Council; then, even now 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full Eyes, 
Have taken Treafure from her Lips. 

Paul. And left them · 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leo. Thou fpeak'fl: Truth: 
No more fuch Wives, there£)re no Wife; one worfe; 
And bet ter u~'d, would make her fainted Spirit, 
Again poffcfs her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offenders now appear) Soul·vext, 
And begin, why to me~ 

Paul. Had fi1e fuch Power, 
She had jufl Caufr". 

Leo. She had, and would incenfe me 
To murther her I married. 

P. 

·~e 
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PA111. I lhould fo ~ 
Were I the Ghoft that wak•d, I'd bid you mark 
Her Eye, and tell me for what dull part in't 
You chofe ber; then rd furiek, that even your Ears 
Should rift to hear me, and tile Words that follow'd, 
Should be, Remember mine. 

Ll'. Stars, Stars, 
'And all Eyes elfe, dead Coals; fear thou no Wife: 
I'll have no Wife, P11ulimr. 

Paul. Will you fwear 
Never to marry, but by my free Leave~ 

Leo. Never, P~tMlina, fo be blefs'd my Spirit. . . 
PaMl. Then, good my Lords, bear Witnefs to hts Oa,h. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
PANI. Unlefs another, 

As like Hermi()ne, as is her PiCl:ure, 
Affront his Eye. 

Cleo. Good Madam, pray have done. 
Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry; if you wili, Sir; 

No Remedy, but yo~ will; give me the Office 
To chufe you a Queen; the fuall not be fo young 
As was your former; but lb.e lhall be fuch 
As, walk'o your firft Queen's <iihoft, . it fhould uke Joy 
To fee her in your Arms. 

l.e41. My true Ptttdina. 
We iliall not marry, •tiU thou bidfl: us. 

fal. Th1t 
ShaU be~ when your 6rll: Queen's again in Breath: 
Never ~-then. 

Enter A Serflllnt. 
Ser. One that gives out himfeJf Prince FJ.riul, 

S011 oE Pt~uxeMs, with his Princefs (the 
The fairdl I have yet beheld) debni Accefs 
·c o your rugll Prefence. 

Le•. Wlut with him~ He comes oot 
Like to his Father's Greatoefs; his Approach 
So out of Cif--cum fiance, and fudden, tells u~. 
'Tis not a Vifiution frilm•d:t but forc·d 

y need .and 2ccident. What Train~ 
.sn-. But few~ 
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And thofe but mean. 
Leo. His Princefs, fay you, with him~ -
Ser. Ye:,; the m oil: peerlefs piece of Earth, I think, 

That e'er the Sun fhone bright on • . 
Panl. Oh Hermiont, 

As every prefent Time doth boafl: it felf 
Above a better, gone; fo mull thy Grave 
Give way to what s {een now. Sir, you your felf 
Have faid, and writ fo; but your writing now 
Is cclder than that Theam; fhe Iud 1 G>t been, 
Nor was not to be equall'd; thus your Ve fe 
Flow'd with her Beauty once, 'tis !hrewdly ebb"d, 
To fay you have feen a oetter. 

Ser. Pardon, Madam; 
The one I have almofr forgot, (your Pardon) 
The other, when fhe has obtain'd your Eye, 
W jll have your Tongue too. This is a Creature, 
Would fhe bf gin a Se Cl:, might quench the Zeal 
Of all Profcffi)rs elfe, make Profelites 
Of who ilie but bid follow. 

p,;,el. How~ not Women~ 
Ser. Women will love her, that fl1e is a Woman 

M re worth than ~ny Man: Men, that fhe is 
The rareil: of all Women. 

Leo. Go, Cleomincs; 
Y uur felf (affified with your hononr'd Friend~) 
Bring them eo our Embracement Still 'tis firangc 
He thus fi1ou!d fie41 upon us. [Exit C:eo. 

Paul. Had our Prince · 
(J ewd of Children) fcen this Hour_, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord; thet e was not a full Month 
Between their Bi1 ths. 

Lea. Prethee r.o more; ce~fr; thou know'ft 
He dies to me again, when ulk'd of: Sure 
When I fhall fee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 
Will bring me to confider t11at, which may 
Unfurniili me of Reafon. They are come. 

Enter Florizei, Peraita, Cleomines, and oth1rJ. 
Yoer l\1other was mofi true to Wedlock, Prince 
For 1he did print your Royal Fathtr off, ' 

Con· 



Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one, 
Your F1ther's Image is fo hit in you, 
His very Air, that I fhould call y u Brother, 
As I did him, and fpeak of fomtthing wildly 
By us perform·d before. Mofl dearly welcome, 
And your fair Princefs, Goddefs, oh! .. I~s I 
I loft a Couple, that 'twixt Heav'n and Earth 
Might thus have ftood, begetting Wonder, as 
You, gracious Couple do; and then I loft, 
(All mine own Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Tho' bearing Mifery) I ddire my Life 
Once more to look on him. 

Flo. By his Command 
Have I here touch' d Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all Greetings, that a King, as Friend, 
Can fend his Brother; and but Infirmiry, 
Which waits upon worn times, hath fomething feiz'd 
His wilh'd Ability, he had himfdf 
The Lands and Waters 'twixt your Throne and his · 
Mcafur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves, 
He bad me fay fo, more thtn all the Scepters, 
And thofe that bear them, living. 

Leo. Oh my Brother! 
Good Gentleman, .. the W roogs I have done thee, fiir 
Afrefu within me; and thtfe thy Offices 
So rarely kind, are as T nterpretcrs. 
Of my behind-hand Slackne:fs. Welcome h. her, 
As is the Spring to th' Earth. And bath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th' fearful Ufage, 
(At leafi: ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a Man, not worth her Pains; much Iefs; 
Th' Adventure of her Perfoo. 

Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from hybia. 

Leo. Where the warlike Smalus, 
That noble honour'd Lord, is fear,d, and lov'd ~ 

Flo. Moft Royal Sir, 
From thence; from him, whofe Daughter 
His Tears proclaim'd his parting with her; then'e 
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(A. profperous South·Wind friendly) we have crofs'd, 
To r·xecute the Charge my Father gave me, 
Ftlr vifiting your Highnefs; my beft Train 
I have from your Sicilian Shores difmifs'd, 
Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie 
Not only my Succefs in Lybia, Sir, 
But my Arrival, and my Wife,s, in Safety 
Here, where we ne. 

Leo. The bltffed Gods 
Purge all Infeetion from our Air, whilfl: you 
Do Climate here; you have a holy Father, 
A graceful Gentleman, againfl: whofe Perfon, 
So facred as it is, I have done Sin; 
For which the Heav'ns, taking angry Note, 
Have left me Hfue-lefs, and your Father's blefs'd, 
As he from Heav'n merits it, with you, 
Worthy his Goodnefs. What might I l1ave been, 
Might I a Son and Daughter now have look' cl on, 
Such goodly things as you! 

Enter 11 Lord. 
Lord. Moft noble Sir, 

That which I ChaH report wiJI bear no Credit, 
Were not the Proof fo nigh. Pleafe you, great Sir, 
BohemiA greets you from himfelf, by me; 
Delires you to attach his Son, who has 
His Dignity and Duty both c~fr off, 
Fled from his FJther, from his Mopes, arid with 
A Shepherd's Daughter. . 

Leo. Where's Bohemia? fpeak. 
Lord. Here in your City; I now came from him. 

I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My Marvel, a1d my Meffage: To your Court 
WhiHl: he was ha fining, in the Ch,afe, it feems. 
Of this fair Couple, meets he on the way 
The Father of this feeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, ha·,ing both their Cour\try q·uitttd,. 
\Virh this young Prince. 

F/o. Camilla ha~ betray'd me, 
Whoft' Honour, a!ld whofe Honefiy 'till no·v.' 
Endur'd all Weathers. . . . , 
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LDrd. Lay't fo to his Chuge; 
He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who~ Camitlo? 
Lord. Camillo ~ Sir, I fpake with him, who now 

Has the(~ poor Men in Queftions Never faw I 
Wretch~s fo qnake; they kneel, they kitS the Earth; 
Forfwear themfclves as ofcen as they fpeak: 
Bohemia fiops his Ears, and threatens them 
.With divers Deaths, in Death. 

Per. Oh my poor Father, 
The Heav'n fets Spies upon us, will not have 
Our Contra8: celebrated. 

Leo. You are marry'd ~ · 
Flo. We are not, S tr, nor are we like to be ; 

The Stars, I fee, will kifs the Valleys firft; ~· 
\The odds for high and low's alike. 

Le1. My Lord, 
In this the Daughter of a King~ 

flo. She is, 
When once {he is my Wife; 

Leo. That once, I fee, by your good 'Father's Speed, 
Will come on very {lowly. I am forry, 
M oft forry, you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in Duty; and as forry, 
Your C.hoice is not fo rich in Worth ac; Beauty, 
T~at you might well enjoy her. 

F!o. Dear, look up; 
Though Fortf4ne, vifible an Enemy, 
Should chafe us~ witli our Father; Power no Jot 
H~th fue to change our Loves. Befeech you, Sir, 
Remember fince you ow'd no more to Time . .. 
Than I do now; with Thought of fuch Affechons, 
Step forth mine Advocate; at your Reque£1:, 
My Father will grant precious Things~ as T.rifles; . . 

Leo. Would he do fo, I'd beg your prectous Mdlrefs, 
Which he counts but a TriSe. 

Paul. Sir, my Liege, 
Your Eye hath too much Youth in't; not a Month 
'Fore your Queen dy'<j, {he was more wcrth fuch Gazes 
Than what you look oft now, K k ; L1g. 



Lto. I thought of her, 
-r. v~·· in tlv fe Looks I made. But your Petition 

· a .~fwer'd; I will to your Father; · 
1 . :1 ·,n r not o'c:rthrown by your Dcfires, . 
I am Fficnd to nem, and you; upon which Errand 
I now ~o tow~rd him, therefore follow me, 
And m:~k what wJ.y I make : Come, good my Lord. . 

. [Exet~nt. 

SCE N E 11. 

Enter Autolicus, and a Gevtlema11. 

'AHt. Befeech you, Sir, were you prefen~ at t __ his Rela
tion? 

1 Gent. I was by at the openiHg of the Fardd, heard 
the old 'hepherd deliver the Mar:ner how he found it; 
whereupon, after a ltttle Amazednd~, we were all com
manded out of the ChJmber; only this, me-thought, I 
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Cbild • 

.Atlt. I would mofr ghdJy know the Ilfue of it. , 
I Gen. I make a broken Delivery of the Bufinefs; but 

the C l1anges I perceived in the Kmg and Ctlmillo, were ve· 
ry Notes of /\dmiration; they fcem'd a!moft, with flaring 

OQ 'me another, to tear the C•fes of their Eyes. There 
was Speech in their Dumbnefs, Language in their very G(• 
fiure; they look'd as if they had he:~rd of a World ranfom•d, 
on one deflroy'd; a notable Pc1ffion of Wonder appear'd 
in them ; but the wifdl: Beholder, that knew no more 
but feeiog, could not fay, if th'Imporrance were Joy, or 
Sorrow; ut in the Extremity _of the oce, it mu!t needs 
be. 

Enter another Gentleman. 
Here comes a Gentl man, that happily knows more: 
The News, Rog(ro. 

2. Gen. Nothmg but Bonfires : The Oracle is fui6JJ'd ; 
the King's TJaughter is found ; fuch a deal of Wonder is 
broken out witbi~ this Hour, that Ballad-makers cannot be 
able to exprcfs it. 

E.r:ter 



Enter another GentlemAn. 
Here comes the Lady Paulina's Steward, he c~n deliver 
you more. Flow goes it now, Sir? This News wHch is 
call'd true, i fo like an old Tale, thac the V~rity of it is 
in fhong Sufptcion ; has the King found his Heir? 

3 Gen. Mofi: true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumfl:ance: That wh"ch you he r, you'll fwear you 
fee, there is fuch Unity in the Proofs. The ~1antle 
e>f Queen Hermione ; her J ewcJ about the Neck of it ; 
the Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his Character ; tbe l'r1ajefiy of the Creature, in Re
femblance of the Mother; the Afft:ction of Nobleneis, 
which Nature 1hews ab~ve her Breeding, an\1 any ( 
tner Evidences p oclaim her w;th alJ C r· it, y to b 
the King's Daughter. Did y6u fee th Meeting of the o 
Kings~ 

2. Ge11t. No. 
3 Gent. Then have you loft a~ Sight which ·~as to be 

feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you A.ave bt
held one Joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, th t 

ic fee: m 'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them, for their 
Jay wadtd in Tears. Th~.:re was calling up of Eyes, hol
ding up of Hand~, w"th Countenance of fuch Difl: action, 
that tliey were to be known by Garment, not b Favo 1r. 
()ur King Heing ready to leap out of himfclf, for J.>y of 
his found Daughter ; as if that Joy werr now b~come a 
Lots, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother ! then asks 
Bohemi~ F orgivenefs ; then embracts his S n-in·l1 w ; then 
again worries he his DJu~hter, with clipping her. Now 
he thanks the old hepherd, who fiands by, like a Wea
ther-beaten Conduit of many King's Reins. I never heard 
of filch another Encounter, which lames Report to follow 
it, and undoes Defcription to do it. 

2. Gent. What pray you, became of Antigonus, that car-
ry'd hence the Child ? . . . 

3 Gent. Like an old Tale fltlJ, wluch wJill avc Ma;ten 
to rehearf~, tho' Credit be aficep, and not an E r open; he 
was torn to pieces with a Bear ; this avouchos the Shep .. 
herd's Son, who has not only his Innocence, which feems 

J\. k t much, 
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much, to jufl:ifie him, but a Handkerchief ~nd Rings of 
his; that Pauli11a knows. · 

l Gent. What became of his Bark, and his Follow-
ers~ 

3 Gent. W rackt the fame I nfiant of their Mall er's 
Death, and in the View of the Shepherd ; fo that all the , 
I.ofhuments which aided to expofe the Child, were even 
~hen loft, when it was found. But oh the noble Combat. 
that 'cwixt Joy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. She 
had cne Eye declin'd for the Lofs of her Husband, another 
elevated that the Oracle was fulfill'd. She lifted the Prin
cefs from the Earth, and fo locks her ir. embracing, ~s if 
lhe would pin her to her Heart, that fhe might no more 
be in danger of Jofing. 

I Gent. The Dignity of this Act was worth the au-
dience of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it acted. 

3 Gtnr. One ()f the prettiefi Touches of :1!1, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes, caught the Water, though 
not the Fi1b, wa~, when at the Relation of the Queen's 
Death, with the manner how fhe c.1me to it, bravely con
fufs'd, · a~d lamented by the I~ing, how Attentivenefs 
wounded his Daughter, 'till, from one Sign of Dolour to 
another, fhe did, with an .Alas, I would fain fay, bleed 
Tears ; for I am fure, my Heart wept Blood. Who was 
mofi marble there, changed Colour; fome [wounded, all 
farrowed ; if all the World could have feen'r, the Woe had 
been univetfal. 

1 Gent. Arc" they returned tp the Coutt? 
; Gent. No. The Princefs hearing of her Mother,s Statue, 

which is ip the keeping of P,aulina, a Piece many Years in 
doing, and now newly perform'd by that rare Italian Ma
fler, Julio RomAno, who, had himfelf Eternity, and could 
but bnath into hisf Work, would beguile Narure of her 
Cufiom, fo perfeCtly he is her Ape. He fo near to Her; 
mione, hath dooe Hermi~ne, tlur they fay one wou1d fpeak 
to her, and fiand in hope of AnLver. Thither, with all 
~reedi: . ers of .A,ff~.ction, are they gone, and there they in
ter~d t~ ) fup. 

1 ~tnt. I thou~ht lhe ha~ fom~ great Matrt:r t ltere i~ 
Hand, for O"te ha .. h privately twice or thrice a D.1y, ever 

liq:e 



fince the De~th of Htrmione, vifited that removed Houfe. 
S~all we---thither, and with our Company piece the Rejoy-
cmg? · 

I Gent. Who would be thence. that has the benefit of 
accefs~ Every wink of an Eye, fome new Grace will be 
born : Our abfence makes us unthrifty to our Knowledge. 
Let's along. [Exeunt • 

.Aut. Now, had not I the da£h of my former Life in me, 
would Preferment drop on my Head. I brought the old 
Man and his Son aboard the Prince; told him, I heard them 
talk of a Farthe1, and I know not what; but he at that time, 
over-fond of the Shepherd's D1ughter (fo he then took her 
to be) who began to be much Sea-fick, and himfelf little 
better, extremity of Weather continuing, tais Myfl:ery rf 
mained undifcover'd. But 'tis all one to me; for had I been 
the finder out of this Secret, it would n(i)t h1ve reli1h ,d a--
mong my other Difcredits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come thofe I have done good to againfi my WilJ, 
and already appearing in the Blofforns of their Fortune. 

Shep. Come Boy, I am paft more Children; but thv 
Sons and Daqghters will be all G(ntlemen born. 

Clo. You are well met, Sir ; you denied to fight with me 
this other day, becaufe I was no Gentleman born: See you 
thefe Clothes? fay you fee them not, and think me fiiJI no 
Gentleman born. You were befi fay thefe Robes are not 
Gentlemen born. Give me the Lie; do, and try whether I 
am not now a Gentleman born. 

Aut. I know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman borr. 
Clo. Ay, and have been fo any time thefe four hours. 
Shep. And fo have 1., Boy. 
Clo. So you rave ; but I was a Gentleman born before 

my Father : for the Ktng's Son took me by the hand, and " 
caWd me Brcther; and then the two Kings call·d my Fa
ther, Brotber; and then th~ Prince my Brother, and the 
Princefs my Sificr called my Father, F rher, :~od fo we 
wept; ar. d there was the fidl GerJtleman .. hke Tears that ever 

we ilied. 
Sh~p· We may live, Son, to ~ed m any more. 

C/11. 



Clo. Ay, or elfe 'twere hard Luck, being in fo prepofie.; 
rous Ellate as we are. · 

.AHt. I humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the 
Faults I have committed to your Wor1hip, and to giv~ me 
your go?d Report to the Prinq:, my Mafier. 

Sbep. 'Prethee Son do ; for we mull be gentle, now we 
are Gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt am end thy Life? 
Au~ . Ay, and it ltke you~ good Worfhip. 
Clv. Give me thy Hand ; I will fwear to the Princ , thou 

art · $ honefl: a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. ' 
Shep. You may fay it, but not fwear it. 

Cfo; Not fwear ir, now I am a Gentleman ! Let Boors 
and Franklins fay it, I'll f wear it. 

Shep. How if it be falfe, Son? 
Clo. If it be ne' er fo falfe, a true Gentleman may fwfar 

it in the behalf of his Friend: And I'll fwear to the Prince, 
thou art a tall Fellow of thy Hands, and th.tt thou wilt not 
be drunk ; but I know thou art no taiJ Eellow of thy Har.ds 
~nd that thou wilt be drunk ; but I'll f wear it~ and I would 
thou wouldfr be a tall Fellow ofl thy Bands • 

..A11t. I wtll prove fo, Sir, to my Power. 
C!o. Ay, by any means prove a tall Fellow; if I do not 

wonder how thou dar'll: vemure to be drunk, not being ~
taJl Fellow, trufi: me, not. H 1 k, th~ Kings nnd the Prir,ce··, 
our ~indred, arc going to fte the Queen's Picture. Come 
follow us: V/e'iJ be thy good Mafrer. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E III. 

E11ter Leontes, Polixenes, Flor~zeJ, Perdita~ Camillo, P~ulina' 
' , L'lrds, and .Attendmu s. · 

LttJ. 0 grave and good P~ulina, lhc great Comfort 
Tbat I have had of thee l 
' fat~!. What, Sovereign Sir, . 

I qid not well, I meant wd f; all my ServJces 
You have paid home. But that y ~u have vouchf;f'd 
With your crow_n'd Brother, and tht fe Y .. o'.:. r co.n:ractcd 
Heirs of your Kmgdoms, my poor Houh: !<) VIht, 



It is a Surplus of your Grace, which never 
My Life may lafi to ~nfwer. 

Leo. 0 P ~>tulina, 
We honGur you with trouble; but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Qteen. Your Gallery 
Have we pafs'd through, not without much content, 
In many Singularities ; but we fa w not 
Th4t which my D~ughter came to Jook upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 
. Paul. As fhe liv'd Peerlefs, 
So her dead likenefs I do well believe 
Excels what ever yet you look'd upon, 
Or Hand of Man bath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lovely, ~part. But here it i~ ; prepare · 
To fee the Life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still s :eepmock'd Death; behold~ and fay 'cis well. 

[P~ulina draws a Curtain, and difcover·s Hermione fland .. 
ing li~ a Statue. 

I like your Silence, it the more 1hews off 
Your wonder ; b!.lt yet fpeak, firft you, my Liege, 
Comes it not fometning near ! 

Leo. Her natural Vofiure. 
Chide me, dear Stone, that I m2y fay inderd 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art the, 
In thy not chiding; for fhe was as tender 
As Infancy, and Grace. But yH, Paulina, 
Hermione was not fo much wripkled, nothing 
So aged u this feems. 

Pol. 0 h, not: by m eh. 
Pattl. So much the more otlr Carvers excellence. 

Which lets go by fome fixtecn Year5, and makes her 
As lhe liv•J now. 

Leo. As now !he might have done, 
So much to my goc d Comfort, as ic is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus ibe fioo4; 
Even with fuch Life of Majelly~ warm Life, · · 
As now i t coldly fiands, when firfi I woo•d her., 
I am ath am'd ; do's not the Stone rebuke me, · 
For being more Swne than it ? Oh Royal Piece; 
T her •, !\1a ~: ick in thy l\1 ajefiy, which has ' · 
~y E ·nls conjur'd to remembrance; and 

From 



From thy admiring D~ughter took the Spirit, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Per. And give me leave. 
And do not uy 'tis Superfl:ition, that 
I kr. ,,, and then emplore her Bleffing. Lady. 
Dear Qu n that ended when I but bega:-;, 
Give me t at hand of yours to kifs. 

Pttul. 0, Patience; 
The Sta .ue is but newly fix'd; the Colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord, your Sorrow was too fore laid on~ 
Which fixteen Winters cannot blow away, 
So many Summers dry, fcarce any Joy, 
Did ever fo long live; no Sorrow, 
But kiJl'd it felf much fooner. 

Pol. De1r, my Brother, 
Let him that was the Caufe ol this, have power 
To take off fo m 1ch Grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in h1mfelf. 

Paul. Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought the Sight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wr9u~t you, for the Stone is mine; 
I'd not have fhew'd you ir. · ' 

Leo. D-J not draw the Curtain. 
Paul. No longer fhall you gaze on't, lefl: your Fancy 

lvhy chink anon, it moves. 
Leo. Let be, let be, 

Would I were dead, but that methinks already
Wh~t was he that did make it? See, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it breath~d ; And that thofe Veins 
Did verily be~r Blood 1 

Pol. MJfierly done. 
The very Life feems warm upon her Lip. 

Leo. The fixrure of her Eye has motion in'r, 
As we are mock'd with Art. 

Paul. I'll :haw the Curtain. 
My Lord's alm'Jfl: fo far tranfportcd, thlt 
He'll think anon it lives. 

Leo. Oh f weet Paulina, 
Make m;: to think fo twenty Years tog(;t~er: 



No fettled Senfes of the World can match 
The Pleafure of that madnefs. Lct,s alone. 
· Paul. I a m forry, Sir, I have thus far ftirr'd you; but 
I could affiitl: you further. 

Leo. Do P aulina; 
~or this Affiiction has a Tafl:e as fweet 
As any cordial Comfort. Still methinks 
There is an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet cut Breath l Let no Man mock me, 
For I will kifs her. 

Paul. Good my Lord forbear; 
The ruddine{s upon her Lip is wet; 
You'll marr it, if you kifs it; f!ain your own 
With oily Painting; fhall I draw the Curtain! 
L Leo. No, not thefe twenty Years. 

Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a Looker on. 

Paul. Either forbrnr, 
Quit prefently the ChappeJ, or refolve you 
For more amazment; if you can behold it, 
rll make the Statue move indeed ; defcend, 
And take you by the Hand ; but then you '11 think, 
Which I protefr againfi~ I am affified 
By wicked Powers. 

Leo. What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on; what tO fpeak, 
I am content to hear; for 'tis as eafie 
To make her fpeak, ~s move. 

Paul. It is requir'd 
You do awake your Faith, then all fl:and ftill. 
On; thofe that think it is unlawful Bufinefs. 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed; 
No Foot lhall fiir. 

Paul. Mufick; awake her: Strike, [Mufit~ 
. 'Tis time, defcend; be Scone no more; ;pproach, 
Strike all th1t look upon with Marvel. Come, 
1•n fill your Grave up: fiir~ nay come away: 
.Bequeath to.~eath your Numbnefs; for from him 
Dear Life redeems you, you perceive 1he fiirs, 

[Hermione tolnt' dfJW11. 
&arc 



. Start not, her ACt: ions lhall be holy, ai 
·You hear my Spell is lawful, do not thun her, 
Until you fee her die again, for then 
You k1ll her double. Nay, prefent your Hand i 
When tbe was young, you woo'd her; now in Age, 
Is ihe become the Suitor? 

Leo. Ol. lhe's warm, 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art 
Lawful as Eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his Neck, 

[ EmhrAcing her: 

If the pertain to Life~ let her fpeak too. 
Pol. Ay, and make it man if eft where Lhe has liv'd, 

Or h:)w Hol'n from the dead~ 
PPlul. That file is living, 

Were it but told you, lhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale; but it appears the lives, 
Tho' yet ibe fpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleafe you to enterpofe, fair M~dam, kneel, 
And pray your Mothe(s Bleffing; t~rn good I..ady, 
Our Perdit" is found. LPreflnting Perdtta, who kneels to Herm. 

Her. You Gods look down, 
And from your facred Viols pour your Graces 
Upon my Daughter's Head; tell me, mine own, 
Where ha.fl: thou been preferv'd~ Where liv'd? How found 
Thy Father's Court~ For thou fbalt hear that I, 
Knowing by Paulin", that the Oracle 
Ciave rope thou waft in being, have prefcrv'd 
My f~lf) to fee the Hfue. 

Par-1!. There is time enough for that; 
Left they de.fire, upon thi_r pufh, to trouble 
Your Joys wirh like Relation. Go together 
You precious Winners a11, your Exultation 
Partake to every one; I, an old Turtle, 
Will wing me to fome wither'd Bow,. and there 
My f\1ate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament 'till I am )oft. 

Leo. 0 Peace P~-tuli~a: 
Thou fhould,ft a Husband take by my Confent; . 
As I by tbine a. Wife. This is a Mat~hJ 

And 



And made between's by Vows. Thou hall: found mine, 
But how, is to be quefrion'd; for I faw her, 
As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, faid many 
A Prayer upon her Grave. I'll not feek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable Husband. Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the Hand ; w hofe Worth and Honefiy 
Is richly noted; ~~1d here juftified 
By us, a pair of J(ings. Let's f1om this place. 
What~ Look upon my Brother: Both your Pardons, 
That e'er I put between your holy Looks · 
My ill Sufpicion: This your Son-ir.-law, 
And Son unto the King, whom, Heav'ns direlling, 
Is troth-plight to your Daughter. Good Pauli1111, 
Lead us from hence, where we may liefurely 
Each one demand, and anfwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, fince firll 
We were diffever'd. Ha!hly lead away. [ExeHnl omnes; 

crhe End of the Second Volume. 
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