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C. 

T 0 THE 

Right Honourable 

A LES, 
Earl of Peterhorow, at1d 

Monmoutb, &c. 

MY Lo R n, 
~-~~ H E Publication of thefe 
-=- -- Poems falling to n1y Lot, 

the Merit of the Poet foon 
dctcnnin'd me in the Choice 

~\:~'~ """''""'-"=-AA .. of a Patron ; the greateft 
· - · ·· Genius in Poetry naturally 

flying to the Proteaion of the greateft Gellitd 
A z in. 



DE~ICAT ION. 
in J~Tar, for the MusE has always found 
herfelf dear to the Heroes Race, w hofe 
Glory, and Praife it is her Duty and Delight 
to tranfmit to Pofterity. And a Maxim, 
that has now been long admitted as Authen
tic, n1adc me think, that thefe lefs known 

N' orks of Shakefpear, \Vou'd not be difpleafing 
to Your Lordfhip: For · 

Carn;en amat R.._uifquis Carmine digna gerit. 

Shou'd \Ve therefore, my Lord, judge of 
Your Love to the Mu(e by the Deeds You 

. have done worthy of her tnoft noble and 
]ofry, I-Iarn1ony, we muft neceifarily con
clude it to be of the firft Magnitude, fince 
th.e Themes Your Lordfhip has given her 
admits . of nothing ·equal. For Your Aaions, 
tny 1-Jord, can borrov,r nothing fi:om Fi8:ion, 
or the Ornaments of Art, fince the bare and 

. naked Trttth fupplies .Beauties more wonder
il.Jl . and more engaging. This, my Lord, 
fccuriog n1e frotn the Imputation of Flatery, 
a Itock that ' few Authors have efc,.p'd 1n 
Dedications, furnifh'd another ~- ~utive of 
tnaking this Addrefs to Your Lordfhip. For 
Your. Merits are too public ; Your Friends 
\f"ith Joy, Your Enemies with Regret con· 
fefs, and all Europe is witnefs to infinitely 
more, than is fufficient to guard me from 
that Evil, which I \Vou'd always with the 

utmoft 



1JE1J/C.ATION. 
utmoft Caution a void. No, my Lord, I can 
fay nothing of Your Courage or Your Condttcf, 
of which there are not already atteftcd Proofs 
in the Hands of all Me:1. The Taking, 
and Relief of Barcelona, the fiony Cliffs of 
.ALbocazars ; the Surrender of J\fules, and 
Molviedro, or the ancient Sagttntum ; the 
Relief of f7Alentia, and the Rcduttion of that 
Kingdoln, and the Promife of all Spain by 
the particular· Force of Your Lordfhip's ov.rn 
Genius, and various other Wonders, re£b .. 
fy'd by that royal Hand, into which Your 
Lordfhip's Valour and ConduB: put a Scepter, 
fecure me from any Sufpicion of Adula
tion. 

Wha~ can, I, my Lord, fay of your Gene
rojity, a heav'nly Quality, and vifible in all 
the Actions of a great Heroe? What, I fty; 
can I fpeak of it equal to thofe noble Proofs 
which are on Record ? If I fhou'd aifert, that 
Your Lordfbip was always liberal of Tour orvn, 
and ·at ways frugal of the 1'rea fure of the 
Public, are there not ft. thoufand Inftances, as 
well as Witne{fes of fo evident a 1"ruth? 
When You took whole Countries almoH: 
without 1\1en, and maintain'd Armies \VlthA 
out Money ? But, my Lord, what can a 
Poet? what can all the Art of the belt Ora
tor fay equal to that unparalell'd AB: of 
Beneficence to the Pt1blic, \Vhen Your Lord-

A ~ n~ip 



DEDICATION. 
fhip refus'd a Compenfation for the Lofs 
of Your :2aggage at Httete ? Where with a 
Generoftty, peculiar to Your Lordfhip, You 
transferr'd the Amends due to Tour [elf, to 
the Ad vantage of the Pttblic, by obliging the 
Inhabitants to furnifh the Confederate Army 
with Magazines of Corn ( fufficiently then 
wanted bv them) large enough to fuffice a 
Body of ~oooo Men for two Months? Oh! 
my Lord, this is fo unfafhionabte an Aa, fo 
ortt of the Mode of the Times, when the 
Public, is perpetually the Dupe of private 
Intereft, that it muft raife Envy as well as 
Admiration ; it relifhes indeed of thofe hap
py Ages, when public Corruption was un
known, and the Pttblic Good, the Chief if 
not only Endeavour of Heroes. 

How famous have Cur ius at=tdFAbrititts been 
about t\VO thoufand Years for their Refufal of 
the Glod of the Samnites, and of Pyrrhus, in all 
'theNations, that know any thing of theRoman 
Sfory ? Yet certainly there is not the leaft 
Corn parifon betwixt the Deeds. The Roman 
JtfTortbies refus'd '\Vhat they cou'd not re
ceive vvithout the Imputation of Villany or 
Treafon to their Country, and the Under
taking the Caufe of Foreigne~s ; and this 
e'r yet tile Roman Virtue and Simplicity were 
debauch'd by Power, the Wealth, and Vices 
of ... ~(ta, and that Luxury and .Avarice, 
v hi eh fu_nk at ~a~ ~he Roman C}fory into 

a a 



D EV I04T-10 N. 
n empty Name. On the othet· Hand, my 

Lord, what the Caftilians offer'd, we~;s Your 
Due; it was but the juft Compenfatign of 
a Robbery, they had committed on Yout· 
Lordfhip's Baggage ; and therefore might 
have been receiv'd without the leaft Ble
mi{h to Honour ; for Your Lord!hip, there
fore to facrifice Your own jnft Right to 
the Pttblic, when few Generals are to be 
found, who in tli.e Conqueft of KiAgdoms 
wop'd not facrifice abundantly to their own 
Coffers; when Avarice is fo epidemic, ~hat 
fe\v efcape the Infeaion, which is fo much 
the ftronger by how much the Power of 
gratifying it is greater, is a Miracle, that 
none but rny Lord PeterborDJv cou'd per
form, and equal to thofe other W (}nders 
·Of Your Conduct, and Valour, fcarce once 
to be paralell'd in all the Hiftories of 
.Antiquity. 

But, my Lord, tho' what I have fa id m uft 
be allow'd to be no Fllltery, becaufe no more ' 
than .the bare, and pubtickly attejled Matter of 
f\Cl(!l:, yet I am fenfible, that Envy, uneafie at 
the meer Repetition of Deeds, which are yet 
the Admirat.ion of all the World, will con
demn my Zeal in the Recital. The Envious in
deed, and thofe, that are confcious of ·wanted 
Worth, are the chief Enemies of Praife, as of
fenfive to Modefty ; yet the true Reafon is 

A 4 becaufc 



bccaufe they are too modeft to do any thing 
worthy of Prai(e. But if they are offended at 
what I Have faid as a Praife, they muft at 
the fame time col1fefs with your Lordihip's 
Friends, that a fimple and unartful Narration 
of what you ha v_e done, is it felf a Pane
g,Yric too grating to Ingratitttde , to be re-
pea~cd. : 

All I have to fear on this Head, that I value, 
is from your Lordfbip, who take more· Plea
fure in doing great things, than in hearing of 
them : Yet, my Lord, as You 'have facrific' d 
fo much to the Public, fo I perfwade my felf, 
that Your Lordfhip cannot refufe to offer up 
a Modejly, which with Obfl:inacy preferv'd, 
muft be .injurious to the World. For as Hr;race 
and Jle~fon affure us 

Pattlta» fepult,e, dijlat Inerti£ 
Celata Virttu------

Such Attiqns as Your Lordfhip has done 
ought al \vays tq be before our Eyes ; the 
Poets fhou'd take all Occafions of writing 

1 :upon ~hem; the ;painters fbou'd give us frefh 
praughts of them every Day ; and the Ma
Hers of ~1"qfic fhop"d add a greater and more 
fublime Soul to their Harmony by founding 
~heir Praife; the Qld fhould recommend, and 
tqe Young admire anq emulate the1n: For 

nothing 



DEDICATION. 
nothing begets Vertue, like fuch Examples, 
and the jult~ Glory and Praife, that attend 
them. 

Cicerorightly obferves, that Glory and the De
fire of Praife are the true Source of great 
Al1ions.--Tr.1hiwtur omnes Lattdis Stttdio (fa ys 
he in his Oration for Archias the Poet) & opti
tnus quijq; Gtori~ ducitur. Ipji tlli Philr;jophi eti
am in iLtis Libellis, quos de contemnenda Gloria 
(cribunt,.l\Jomen fuum inJcribt~nt; in eo ipjo, in quo 
'Pr ttdicationnlt ]'/ obilit aternq; dejpicirtnt, pr .edi
cari de fe, & nominilri votunt. I cannot but 
take Notice, that he fays, Optimtu quijq;
that the beH and mojf worthy are drawn by the 
Love of Glory: For to that Principle we owe 
al1 the great Examples of Antiquity; \\1 hereas 
the Hate and Contempt of Glory, the Produp: 
of a decaying Age, and begot by the Affe
aatior:t ot fome talkative. Grukfin,Rs, and revi
ved by fome Enthufiaftic, or H 1pocritical . 
Chrifhans, have never given us one Jiero eo m~ 
pleat enough to recommend the Puwcr and 
ExceHence of the Principle, for the Benefit of 
Mankind. For the Contemners of Praije and 
Glory have ahvays been eminent fo~ Vices 
as odious, as injurious, to Manknd, viz. a 
fordid voracious Avarice ; or a rne11n and Jini
jler Ambition; Men of narrow Souls, \Vho . 
find it eafit;r to declare againtt Pr.tije, than 
to do ACtions worthy of it. 

If 



'DEDICATION. 

If we confider htman Nature jufHy, my 
Lord, we mufr knov, that thofe:refi~'d No
tions of loving Virtu! for Virtue's Sake, and 
the doing great Deeds purely for the Benefit 
of Mankind, with<?ut any other End, Motive, 
and Regard whatfoeyer,was a Stoical Pretence, 
and is a modern Amuimet:J,t, if not a dangerotts 
Vizor of Motives more cr_iminal. For Self, my 
Lord, is fo ana voida'Jly well or ill mingled in 
all our AB:ions and Defigns, that it is impof
fible to expel it in Iai1, whatever Pretenders 
may affeB: in Speculation. Since therefore 
there can be no Motive of our Aaions, bat 
what gratifies our lllclinations, thofe are the 
mofr Godlike, and noft to be valued, whofe 
Sa tisfaaion is in the good J1f i/l and Love of 
Mankind, or of the Society of w hi eh they are 
a Part; and that is only the Love of Praife 
and Glory. But if Sdf be ill mingled in our 
lnclinations, and give them a downward Bent, 
to Riches, Gain or fower, that fure muft by 
all Men of Senfe be bok'd on, as a much lefs 
valuable J.1fotive of aCting, ftnce that is entirely 
over-run \~ith Selj._love very ill underftood, 
becaufe it h~s not t~~e leaft Refpea to any 
Perfon, or thing, befldes ourfelves ; facrificing 
the Good of all Mankind to our O\Vn Caprice, 
or .Avarice. As mu:h therefore as the whole 
is preferable to a Part, and Millions to one 
Man, fo much is 1he Love of Praife and 

. Gkry 



'DEDICAT ON. 
Glory to be preferr'd before all other Motives 
to our AEtions. 

1'his, My Lord, I hope is fufficient to ju
ftify what I have faid to Your Lord !hip ; 
and proves, that, as I have been fo fearful of 
bordering on Fl4tery, that I have not given 
even Truth its moft charming Drefs; fo I have 
done nothing worthy of Reproof by re
newing the Memory of tho:e glorious Atl:ions, 
w hi eh no true-born BritoJ ought to forget1 
and if I have made Your Lordlliips Mode
fly uneafie, it has been for the Benefit of 
that Public, to which You~ Lordiliip has frill 
facrific'd all other Confiderations. 

As I have thus given Your Lordihip the 
Reafons of my dedicating that, which i~ 
Shakefpear's in this Volume, fo I think my 
felf oblig'd to let Your Lordihip know w at 
gave me the Aifurance of fheltring · my O\V 4 

Performance under Your Name. The Sub.:. 
;ea of my Ejfay and Rem~rks, is the Drama. 
A Sort of Poetry, my L)rd, that e1c very 
Enemies of the Stage have, in their InveClives 
againfr its pr.efent Abufes, allow'd to be the 
moft ufeful to J7irttte, cf any the Wit of 
Man can invent; that i~ in that Perfe8ion 
I propofe it, and in which it was on its firft 
Efl:ablifhrnent in Greece. Yes, my I .. ord, the 
\vife State~ of Athens 1nd Rome, thought 

' the 



DEDICATION. 
the immediate Infpe£l:ion of the 1 'heatre · 
worthy of Heroes, and Themtjlocles was 
Choragus, that is Intendant of the Stage ; and 
the chief of the Roman Nobility were Ediles 
who had the fame ()ffice in this Particular, 
with the Choragi of Athens. But the States
men of our Nation, have not yet thought it 
worth their while to refcue the Drama from 
private lnterejl, to the public Service ; by which 
Neglect it is become a Province over-run 
with fuch numerous and ftrange Monfters, 
that require a Hercutes to deftroy them. But 
in an Age and in a Nation that is fo fond 
of, and fo prodigal in the Support of fuch 
monflrous Produaions of No~fenje and 
Sound, as the Opera)s, there is little Hope of 
fuch a Deli-verer, unlefs Your Lordihip would 
undertake fo noble a Delign. 

I am, my Lord, dware of the ObjeEl:ion, 
that may' be made againft this Hope; yet, 
Melpomene, by a fort of Prophetic Forelight, 
believes, W ouders being fo familiar to Your 
Lord !hip, that there is nothing which You 
cannot by Your great Penetration and Ad
drefs effeB-, tho' as ill fupply'd with the com
mon Means, as in the Miracles of your war .. 
like Tranfaaions. The Undertaking is worthy 
a Conqueror fmce perhaps of greater Value I 
Servict and Glory to your own Country, 
than the fubduing of foreign Nations. 

I have 



V EV IC AT /0 N. 

I have only therefore, to commend 
to Your LordThips ProteCtion the Art , 
and its Defender; of the firft I can ·make no 
Manner of Doubt; and of the fecond Your 
Lordfhips Favours afford me fame Hope; 
w bich is fu:fficient to give me Affurance 
enough to fubfcribe my felf 

My LORD, 

Tour LQrdjhips moft Oblig 'd 

moft Humble and 

11JOJI Obedient Servant, 
( 

S. :r 
• 





Ad ertifen1ent 
TO THE 

R. EA DE R~ 
=·. H 0 A Pref~ce to a UTork of this Nature 

is generaUy expeEled ;yet I ftJaO beg to be 
exctJs'd at this Time, havingp_tac'dthe following Ef.. 
fay to{ttpply that Dejeff. I foaO only here .Adver
tife !he B .. eader, that he is not to e~peCI in the 
Remarks the Pedantic, Etymologies, And Gram
matical Enquiries intc the DiEfion of our .Au
thor ; But I content my .felf to confider Him 
only as a Poet, and therefore to confine my [elf 
to his Poetical Beattties, and Errors ; tho' I have 
indeed added an Index of AD his Antiquated Words, 
as fAr as all tbe Gloffaries Extant cou' d help me 
out. But as Mr. Dryden has Obferv'd, Shakefpear 
is f~erjuently apt to c;oin W~rds, whiciJ are, 
no where elfo to be fotind, and their Senfe ftarce 
to be diftove~ 'd by the Context. 

I 



AD VERT IS EM ENT. 

I have nothin._e: further to add but A Rel1iftcation 
of a Mijlake in Shakefpear' s Latin Infcription. 

Ingenio Pylum, Genio Socratem, Arte · ronem: 

Terra tegit, Populus Mreret, Olympus habet. 

Be(ides this there is the foUowing Epitaph in 
Engfiili which is likewife Omitted. 

Stay PaJfenger, Why doft thou go fo faft? 

Read if thou canft, whom envious Death has plac'd 

Within this Monument ; Shakefpear, with . whom 

Quick Nature dy'd, whofe Namedothd~ckthe Tomb 

Far more, than Coft, fince all that he has Writ 

Leaves living Art, but Page to ferve his Wit. 

AN 







V 

AND 

A DONI 

Vilia miretur vulgus, mihi jlavm ApoUo 
Pou1la Cajlalia plen~ minijlret aqua. 

Ovid • .Amor .I. I. El. I)·· 

L 0 N D 0 N, 

rinted in the Year 1709: 





To the Right Honourable 

enry W riothef1y, 
Earl of S o v T HA M P T o N. 

.Baron of 

Right Honourable, 

:ii~~~ Know not how I }halt 
offend in dedicating my 

~:.wt9.JI unpolijht Lines to your 
Lordjhip; nor how the 
w-orld win cenfure me 

for choojingfo flrong a Prop t·o Jup
port fo weak a Burthen ; only if 

A 2 Your 



T~e E PIS T L E, &c. 

Tour Honour feem hut pleas' d, l 
account my Jelf highly praijed, and 
vow to take Advantage of all idle 
Hours, tilt /have honoured you with 
fome' graver Lahour. But if the 
ji1ji Heir if my Invention prove 
deformed, I ]halt he jorry it had Jo 
noble a God-father, and never after 
eare fo barren a Land for fear it yield 
me flill ~fo had a Harve{t. I leave 
it to 1~our honourahle Survey, and 
Tour Honour to Your Heart's Con
tent; wbich 1 wijh may always 
anjwer Tour own ff/ijh, and the 
World's hopeful Et"<peEia~ion. 

our Honour' in all Duty, 

. 
M.ll. Shakefpear. 



( ) ) 

VENU 
A N D 

A D 0 N s.· 
fig~i;ji}== V E N as the Sun, with purple coloured 

· Face, 
Had ta'n his laft Leave of the weeping 

Morn. 
Rofe-cheek'd Adon£s hied him to the 

Chafe: 
· Hunting he lov'd, but Love he laugh( to Scorn. 

Sick~thoughted Venus makes amain unto him, 
And like a bold-fac'd Suter 'gins to woo him, 

Thrice fairer, than my felf! (thus file began) 
·rhe Fields chief Flower ! fweet above compare! 
Stain to all Nymphs ! more lovely, than a Man ! 
More w bite and red, than Doves or Rofes are! 

Nature, that made thee with her felf at Strife, 
Saith, that the World hath ending with thy Life; 

Vouchfafe, thou Wonder! to alight thy Steed, 
And rein his proud Head to the S~ddle Bow, 
If thou wilt deign this Favour, for thy Meed, 
A thoufand bony Secrets fhalt thou know. 

Here come and fit, where Serpent never hiffes, 
nd ~eing fet, I'll fmother thee with Kiifes. 

A 3 And 



6 V E N u s and A n o N 1 s 

And yet not cloy thy Lips with loathed Satiety; 
But rather famifh them a mid their Plenty ; 
Making them red and pale with frefu Variety: 
~en Kiifes fhort as one, one long as twenty. 

A Summers day will feem an Hour but fhort, 
Being wafted in fuch Time-beguiling Sport. 

With this fbe feizeth on his fweating Palm, 
The Prefident of Pith and Livelihood, 
And trembling in her Paffion calls it Balm; 
~arth's fovereign Salve to do a Goddefs good. 

Being fo enrag'd, defire dotb lend her force, 
Couragioufiy to pluck him from his Horfe. 

Over one Arm the lufty Courfers Rein, 
Under the other was the tender Boy, 
Who blufh'd and pouted in a dull Difdain, 
M'ith leaden Appetite, unapt to toy. 

She red and hot, as Coals of glowing Fire : 
He red for Shame, but frofty in Defire. 

The ftudded Bridle, on a ragged Bough; 
Nimbly fbe faftens (0 how quick is Love !) 
The Steed is ftalled up, and even now 
."fo tie the Rider fhe Begins to prove. 

Backward fbe pufh'd him, as fhe would be thru'ft, 
AQd govern'd him in Strength, tho, not in Luft. 

So foon was fhe along, as he was down, 
:J1ach leaning on their Elbows and their Hip~ ... 
Now doth the ftroke his Cheek, now doth he frown; 
And 'gins to chide, But foon fh.e ftops his Lips : 

And kiffing fpeaks, with luflful Langu~ge broken; 
lf thou wilt Chide thy Lips fuall never open. 

ae 



V E N u s and A D o N r s. 

·He burns with bafuful Shame, fbe, with her Tears~ 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his Cheeks : 
Then with her windy Sighs and golden Hait:s, 
To fan and blow them dry again fhe feeks. 

He fays fbe is immodeft, blames her m ifs, 
What follows more, fbe fmothers with a Kifs. 

Ev-en as an empty Eagle, fharp by Fafre, 
Tires with her Beak on Feathers, Flefh and Bone, · 
Shaking her Wings, devouring all in IIafte, 
Till either Gorge be ftuft, or Prey be gone: 

Even fo fhe kift his Brow, his Cheek his Chin~ 
And where fhe ends, fhe doth anew begin. 

Fore 'd to Confent, but never to obey, 
Panting he lies, and breathing in her Face : 
She feedeth on the Steam, as on a Prey, 
And cal1s it heavenly Moifture! Air of Grace! 

Wifuing her Cheeks were Gardens full of Flowers, 
So they were dew'd with fuch diftilling Showers. 

Look how a Bird lies tangled in a Net, 
So fafren'd in her Arms Adonis lies: 
Pure Shame and aw'd Refiftance made him fret, 
Which ered more Beauty in his angry Eyes. 

Rain added to a River, that is rank, 
Perforce will force it overflow the Bank. 

Still fhe entreats, and prettily entreats : 
For to a pretty Ear fhe tunes her Tale. 
Still he is fullen, ftill he lowers and frets, 
' Twixt crimfon Shame, and Anger a!hie Pale. 

Being red fhe loves him beft, and being white; 
f!er Breaft is better'd with a more Delight. 

Look 



V E N u s and A ri o N I s. 

Look how he can, fbe cannot chufe but love; 
f\nd by her fair immortal Hand fhe f wears, 
From his foft Bofom never to remove, 
;Till he take Truce with her contending Tears; 

Which long have rain'd, making herCheeks all wet; 
And one fweet Kifs fhall pay this countlefs Debt. 

Upon this Promife did he raife his Chin; 
Like a Dive-dapper peering through a Wave; 
Wbo being look'd on, ducks as quickly in : 
So offers he to give what fhe did crave; 

But when his Lips were ready for his Pay, 
He winks and turns his Lips another Way. 

Never did Pafrenger, in Summers Heat, 
l\r1ore thirft for Drink, than fhe for this good Turn ; 
Her Help fue fees, but Help fhe cannot get, 
She baths in Water, yet in Fire muft burn. 

Oh Pity gan fue cry, fl.int-hearted Boy! 
'Tis but a Kifs I beg, why art thou coy . 

I have been woo'd, as I intreat thee now, 
Even by the ftern, and direful God of War, 
Whofe finowy Neck in Battel ne'er did bow, 
.Who conquers, where he comes in every Jar ; 

Yet bath he been my Captive and my Slave, 
And begg'd for that,which thou unask'd lhalt have: 

Over my Altars bath he hung his Lance, 
His batter'd Shield, his uncontrolled Creft ; 
And for my fake bath learn'd to fport and dance; 
To coy, to wanton, dally, fmile and jeft; 

fcorning his churlifh Drum, and Enfign red, 
Making my Arms his Field, his Tent my Bed. 

Thus 
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Thus he, that over-rul'd, I over-fway'd ; ' 
Leading him Prifoner in a red Rofe Chain~ 
Strong temper'd Steel, his ftronger Strength obey'd, 
Yet was he fervile to my coy Difdain. 

Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy Might, 
For maftring her, that foil'd the God of Fight ! 

Touch but my Lips with thofe fair Lips of thine, 
(Tho' mine be not fo fair, yet they are red) 
The Kifs fuall be thine own, as weB, as mine. 
What feeft thou in the Ground? Hold up thy Head : 

Look in mine Eye-balls, where thy Beauty lies, 
Then why not Lips on Lips, fince Eyes on Eyes ? 

Art thou afham'd to kifs? Then wink again, 
. And I will wink, fo fuall the Day feem Night') 
Love keeps his Revels, where there be but twain. 
Be bold to play, our Sport is not in Sight. 

Thefe blew-vein'd Violets whereon we lean 
ever can blab, nor know they what we mean. 

The tender Spring, upon thy tempting Lip, 
Shews thee unripe , yet may'ft thou well be tafted. 
Make ufe of Time, let not Advantage flip, 
Beauty within it felf would not be wafted. 

Fair Flowers, that are not gather'd in their Prime, 
Rot and confume themfelves in little time. 

Were 1 hard favour'd, foul, or wrinkled old, 
1\1-natur'd, crooked, churli!h, harfh in Voice, 
O'er-worn, defpifed, rheumatick and cold, 
Thick-fighted, barren, lean, and lacking Juice, 

Then mightft thon paufe,for then I were not for thei: 
But, having no Defecrs, why doft abhor me? 

Thou 
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Thou can'ft not fee one wrinkle in my Brow; 
Mine Eyes are gray, and bright, and quick in turning: 
My Beauty, as the Spring doth yearly grow ; 
My Flefh as foft and plump, my Marrow burning ; 

My fmooth moift Hand, were it with thy Hand felt, 
Would in thy Palm diffolve, or feem to melt. 

Bid me difcourfe, I will enchant thine ear, 
Or like a Fairy, trip upon the Green, 
Or like a Nymph, with long dHhevel'd Hair; 
Dance on the Sands, and yet no footing feen. 

Love is a Spirit all compaCt of Fire, 
Not grofs to fink, but light, and will afpire~ 

Witnefs this Primrofe Bank; whereon I lye 
The forcelefs Flowers, like fturdy Trees, fupport me: 
Two ftrengthlefs Doves will draw me through the Sky 
From Morn till Night, even where I lift to fport me. 

Is Love fo light, f weet Boy, and may it be, 
That thou fhouldft think it heavy unto thee? 

Is thine own Heart to thine own Face affeel:ed ? 
Can thy right Hand feize Love upon thy left ? 
Then wooe thy felf, be of thy felf rejeaed, 
Steal thine own freedom, and complain of Theft. 

N~trcilfus fo himfelf, himfelf forfook, 
And dy'd to kifs his Shadow in the Brook. 

Torches are made to light, Jewels to wear, 
Dainties to tafte, frefu Beauty for the ufe, 
Herbs for their Smell, and fappy Plants to bear: 
Things growing to themfelves are growths abufe. 

Seeds fpring fromSeeds,and Beauty breedeth Beauty; 
Thott wert begot, to get it is thy Duty. 

Upon 
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Upon the Earths Increafe why fhouldft thou feed, 
Unlefs the Earth with thy Increafe be fed 1 
By Law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may Live, when thou thy felf art Dead: 

And fo in fpight of Death thou doft furvive, 
In that thy Likenefs ftill is left alive. 

By this, the Love-fick Queen began to fweat, 
For where they lay, the Shadow had forfook them; 
And Titan tired in the mid-day Heat, 
M'ith burning Eye did hotly overlook them; 

Withing Adonis bad his Team to guide, 
So he were like him and by Venus Side. 

And now .Adonis with a lazy Spright, 
And with a heavy, dark, difiiking Eye, 
His lowring Brows o'rewhelming his fair Sight~ . 
Like mifty Vapours, when they blot the Sky, 

Sowring his Cheeks, cries fie, no more of Love, 
The Sun doth burn my Face, I muft remove. 

Ah me ! ( quoth Venus) Young and fo unkind ! 
What bare Excufes mak'ft thou to be gone 1 
I'll figh celeftial Breath, whofe gentle Wind 
Shall cool the Heat of this defcending Sun. 

I'll make a Shadow for thee of my Hairs, 
If they burn too, I'll quench them with my Tears. 

The Sun, that fuines from Heaven fhines but warm, 
And loe, I lie between the Sun and thee ! 
The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 
Thine :J1ye darts forth the Fire, that burneth Me. 
, , And, were I not immortal, Life were done, 
petween this Heavenly and Earthly Sun. 

Art 
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Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as Steel? 
Nay more, than Flint, for Stone at Rain relentetb"; 
Art thou a Woman's Son, and canrt not feel 
MJhat 'tis to love, how want of Love tormenteth ? 

0 ! had thy Mother born fo bad a Mind, 
She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind: 

What am I, that thou Ibouldft ~ontemn me this? 
Or what great Danger dweUs upon my Sute? 
What were thy Lips the worfe for one poor Kifs ? 
Speak fair : But fpeak fair Words, or elfe be mute. 

Give me one Kifs, I'll give it thee again, 
And one for Int'reft, if thou wilt hate twain~ 

Fie, livelefs PiB:ure, cold and fenfelefs Stone ; 
Well Painted Idol, Image dull and dead ; 
Statue contenting but the Eye alone ; 
Thing like a Man, but of no Woman bred. 

Thou art no Man, tho' of a Man's Complexion; 
For Men will kifs even by their own Direction. 

This {aid, Impatience chokes her pleading Tongue, 
And fwelling Paffion doth provoke a Paufe ; 
Red Cheeks and fiery Eyes blaze forth her Wrong; 
Being Judge in Love, file cannot right her Caufe. 

And now file weeps, and now Jhe fain would fpeak, 
And now her Sobs do her Intendments break. 

Sometimes fhe Ihakes her Head, and then his Hand ; 
Now gazeth 1he on him, now on the Ground, 
Sometimes her Arms infold him like a Band ; 
She would, he wil1 not in her Arms be boucd: 

And when from thence he ftruggles to be gone; 
She Locks her Lilly Fingers one in one. 

Fondling 
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Fondling, fait~ ~e, fince .I have hemm'd thee here, 
Within the Ctrcutt of thts Ivory Pale, 
I'll be the Park, and thou fhalt be my Deer ; 
Feed where thou wilt on Mountain or in Dale. 

Graze on my Lips, and if thofe Hills be dry; 
Stray lower, where the pleafant Fountains lie. 

Within this Limit is Relief enough, 
Sweet bottom Grafs, and high delightful Plain; 
Round rifing Hillocks, Brakes obfcure and rough, 
;To fbelter thee from Tempeft and from Rain. . 

Then be my Deer, fince I am fuch a Park, 
No Dog fhall rouze thee, tho' a thoufand bark: 

'At this Adonis fmiles, as in Difdain; . 
That in each Cheek appears a pretty Dimple; 
Love made thofe Hollows, If himfelf were fiain; 
He might be buried in a Tomb fo fimple: 

Foreknowing well if there he came to lie, 
Why there Love Iiv'd, and there he cou'd not die: 

Thefe loving Caves, thefe round enchanting Pits, 
Open'd their Mouths to fwallow Venus liking: 
Being mad before, how doth fhe now for Wits? 
Struck dead at firft, what needs a fecond ftriking? 

Poor Queen of Love in thine own Law forlorn, 
To love a Cheek, that fmiles at thee with Scorn. 

Now which Way fhall 1he turn? What fhall fhe fay? 
Her 'A'ords are done, her Woes the more encreafing: 
The Time is fpent, her Object will away, 
And from her twining Arms, doth urge releafing. 

Pity fue cries, fome Favour, fame Remorfe! 
Aw. he fprings, and hafteth to his Horfc • 

But 
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But loe, from forth a Copp's that Neighbours by; 
A breeding Jennet, Lufty, Young and Proud, 
.Adonis trampling Courfer doth efpy, 
And forth fhe rufhes, fnorts and neighs aloud. 

The ftrong neck'd Steed, being ty'd unto a Tree; 
Breaketh his Rein, and to her ftraight goes he. 

Imperioufiy he leaps, he neighs; he bounds, 
And now his woven Girts he breaks afunder; 
The bearing Ea~th with his hard Hoof he wounds; 
,Whofe hollow Womb re founds like Heavens Thunder i 

The Iron Bit he crufhes 'tween his Teeth, 
Control1ingt what he was controlled with. 

His Ears up prick'd his braided hanging Mane 
Upon his compaft Creft now ft;lnds an end: 
His Noftrils drink the Air, and forth again, 
As from a Furnace Vapours doth he lend: 

His Eye, which fcornfully glifters like Fire;· 
.. Shews his hot Courage, and ·his high Defire. 

Sometimes he trots, as if he told the Steps, 
With gentle Majefty, and modeft Pride; 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps; 
As who fhould fay, loe, thus my Strength is try'd i 

And thus I do to captivate the Eye 
Of the fair Breeder, tliat is ftanding by. 

What recketh he his Riders angry Stir, 
1fis flatt'ring Holla, or his Stand, I fay? 
What cares he now for Curb, or pricking Spur? 
For rich Caparifons, or Trappings gay? 

He fees his Love, and nothing elfe he fees: 
For nothing elfe with his proud Sight agrees.· 

Look 
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Look when a Painter wou'd furpafs the Life; 
1n Limning out a well proportion'd· Steed, 
His Art, with Natures Workmanfhip at Strife, 
As if the Dead the Living fuould exceed: 

So did his Horfe excel1 a common One, 
In Shape, in Cour.age, Colour, Pace and Bone. 

I) 

Round Hooft, fhort Jointed, Fetlocks 1hag and long; 
Broad Breaft, full Eyes, fmall Head, and Noftril wide, 
High Creft, fhort Ears, ftrait Legs, and paffing ftrong, 
Thin Mane, thick Tail, broad Buttock, tender Hide. 
· Look what a .Horfe ihould have he did not lack, 

Save a proud Rider on fo proud a Back. 

Sometimes he feuds far off, and there he ftares ; 
Anon he ftarts at ftirring of a Feather. 
To bid the Wind a Bafe he now prepares, 
And where he run, or fiie, they know not whether~ 

For through hisMane and Tail the high Wind ~ings; 
Fanning theHairs,which heave like feather'dWings. 

He looks upon his I:.ove, and neighs unto her; 
She anfwers him, as if fhe knew his Mind.-
Being Proud, as Females are, to fee him wooe ' her, 
She puts on outward Strangenefs, feerns Unkind,. 

Spurns at his Love, and fcorns the Heat he feels, 
Beating his kind Embracements with her Heels. 

Then, like a melancholy Male-content, 
He vails his Tail ; that like a falling plume, 
Cool Shadow to his melting Buttocks lent; 
He ftamps, and bites the poor Flies in his Fume: 

His Love perceiving how he is inraR'd, 
rew Kinder, and his Fury was afl\vag'd; 

His 
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His teafty Mafte1 goes about to take him; 
When loe! the mback'd Breeder, full of Fear; 
Jealous of catching, fwiftly doth forfake him, 
With her the Horfe, and left Adonis there. 

As they were rmd, unto the Wood they hie them; 
Out-ftripping Q-ows, that ftrive to over-fly them. 

'Al1 fwoln with dafing, down Adonis fits, 
Banning his boyftrous and unraly Beaft. 
And now the ha?PY Seafon once more fits; 
That Love-fick love, by pleading may be bleft.' 

For Lovers fay, the Heart hath treble Wrong, 
When it is bar'tl the Aidance of the Tongue. 

An Oven, that is ftop'd, or River ftaid, 
Burneth more hot:y fwelleth with more Rage : 
So of concealed s~rrow may be faid; 
Free vent of Wo·ds Loves Fire doth affwage : 

But when the :fearts Attorney once is mute; 
The Client bnaks, as defperate in his Sute. · 

He fees her coming, and begins to glow, 
Even as a dying Goal revives with Wind, 
And with his Bo11net hides his angry Brow, 
Looks on the dull Earth with difturbed Mind~ 

Taking no No:ice, that fite is fo nigh; 
For all afcancehe holds her in his Eye. 

0 what a Sight it was wiftly to view . 
How fbe came ft(aling to the wayward Boy ; 
To note the fightng Conflitl of her hue, 
How white and nd each other did deftroy! 

But now her Creek was pale, and by and by 
It flalh'd forth Fire as Lightning from the Sky; 
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Now was Ihe juft before him, as he fat, 
And like a lowly Lover down fhe kreels ; 
With one fair Hand fhe heaveth up his Hat, 
Her other tender Hand his fair Che([(s feels : 

His tender Cheeks receive her fof: Hands print; 
As apt, as new-fallen Snow takes 'ny Dint. 

Oh what a War of Looks was then between them ! 
Her Eyes Petitioners to his Eyes fuin~; 
His Eyes faw her Eyes, as they had tot feen them; 
Her Eyes woo'd ftill, his Eyes difdain'd the Wooine;: 

And all this dumb Play had his .Acts made plain, 
With Tears, which Chorus like, he: Eyes did rain. 

Full gently now fhe takes him by the Hand, 
A Lil1y prifon'd in a Jail of Snow, 
Or Ivory in an Alablafter Band, 
So white a Friend ingirts fo white c: Foe! 

This be~uteous Combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Shew'd hke to filver Doves, that ft a Billing. 

Once more the Engine of her Thou~hts began. 
0 faireft Mover on this mortal Rourrl ! 
Would thou wert, as I am, and I a l'Ian, 
My Heart all whole, as thine, thy H~art my \Vound ; 

For one fweet Look my Help I wruld affure thee, 
Tho' nothing but my Body's Bane would cure th<.e. 

Give me my Hand (faith he) why dofl: thou feel it? 
Give me thy Heart (faith fue) and tl:ou fhalt have it. 
0! give it me, left thy hard Heart do fteel it : 
And being fteel'd, foft S,ighs can nev~r grave it : 

Then Love's deep Groans I never fhall regard, 
Becaufe Adonis Heart hath made nine hard. 

l3 For 



1 8 V E N u s and A n o N 1 s. 

For fbarne, he crys, .let go, and let me go, 
My Day's Delight is pafi:, my Horfe is gone, 
And 'tis your Fa!Jlt, I am Bereft him fo. 
I pray you hence., and leave me here alone. 

For all my Mind, n y T-hought, my bufie Care, 
Is how to · et my P_alfrey from the Mare. 

Thus fhe replies. Thy Palfrey; as he fbould, 
Welcomes the warm Approach of fweet Defire: 
AffeC:Hon is a Cole, that muft be cool'd ; 
Elfe., fufft:t 'd, it will fet the Heart on Fire. 

The Sea hath Bounds, out deep Defire hatli none; 
There~ re no. I 1arvel tho' thy Horfe be gone. 

t 
How like a Jade he ftood, ty'd to a Tree, 
Servilely maftred with a leathern Reign! 
But when he faw his Love, his Youth's fair Fee, 
He held fuch petty Bondage in Difdain, 

Throwing the bafe Thong from his bending Creft, 
Enfranchifing his fVIouth, his Back, his Breaft. 

\A/ho fees his true Love in her naked Bed) 
Teaching the She(tS a whit~r Hiew, than white, 
But when his glutton Eye fo fu·ll bath fed, 
His other Agents aim at like Delight: 

Who i5 fo faint, that dare not be fo bold, 
To touch the Fire, the \Veather being cold ? 

Let me excufe thy Courfer, .. gentle Boy, 
And learn of him, I heartily befeech thee, 
To take Advantage on prefented Joy, 
Tho' I were dumb, yet his Proceedings teach thee: 

0 ! learn to love, the !I.Jeflon is but plain, 
And once made perlecr, never loft again. 

I know 
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I know not Love (quoth he) nor wil1 I know it, 
Unlefs it be a Boar, and tlien I chafe it. 
'Tis much to borrow, and I wil1 not owe it, 
My Love to Love, is Love but to difgrace it; 

For I have heard it is a Life in Death, 
That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a Breath.' 

Who wears a Garment Jbapelefs and unfinifllt? 
Who plucks the Bud before one Leaf put forth ? 
If fpringing Things be any Jot diminilht, 
They wither in their Prime, prove nothing worth.. 

The Colt that's backt, and burthen'd being young 
Lofeth his Pride, and never waxeth ftrong. 

You hurt my liand with Wringing. Let us part, 
And leave this idle Theme, this bootlefs Chat, 
Remove your Siege from my unyielding Heart, 
To Love's Alarm it will not ope the Gate. (try ; 

Difmifs your Vows, your fained Tears, your Flat ... 
For where a Heart is bJrd, they make 110 Battry:· 

What, canft thou talk? (quoth fhe)haft thou a Tongue? 
0 ! would thou had'ft not, or I had no hearing ! 
Thy Mermaid's Voice bath done me double \Vrong! 
I had my Load before, now preft wit~ bearing. 

Melodious Difcord! heavenly Tune harfh founding! 
Eartli's deep fweet Mufick ! and Heart's deep fore-

( wounding! 
Had I no Eyes but Ears, my Ears would love 
That inward Beauty, and invifible: 
Or were I deaf, thy outward Parts would move 
Each part ot me, that were but fenfible. 
· Tho' neither Eyes, nor E rs to hear nor fee, 

Yet fhould I be in love, by touching thee. 

B 2 Say 
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Say, that the Senfe of Reafon were bereft me; 
And that I could not fee, nor hear, nor touch; 
And nothing but the very Smell were left me, 
Yet would my Love to thee be frill as much; 

For from the Stillatory of thy Face excelling, 
Comes Breath perfum'd, that . breedeth Love by 

(Smelling. 
But oh! What Banquet wert thou to the Taft. 
Being Nurfe and Feeder of the other Four ! 
Would they not wifh the Feaft fuould ever laft, 
And bid Sufpicion double lock the Door, 

Left Jealoufie, that four unwelcome Gueft, 
Should by his ftealing in difturb the Feaft. 

Once more the ruby-colour'd Portal open'd, 
Which to his Speech did honey Paffage yield : 
Like a red Morn, that ever yet betoken'd, 
,Wrack to the Sea-men, Tempeft to the Field, 

Sorrow to Shepherds, Woe unto the Birds, 
Guft and foul Flaws to Herdmen and to Herds. 

This ill Prefage advifedly lhe marketb, 
Even a5 the Wind is hullit before it raineth, 
Or as the Wolf doth grin before he barketh, 
Or as the Berry breaks before it ftaineth • 

Or like the deadly Bullet of a Gun, 
His l\1caning ftroke her e'er his Words begun. 

'And at his Look llie flatly fa11eth down ; 
For Looks ki~l Love, and Love by Looks reviveth : 
A Smile recures tbe \i\lounding of a Frown, 
Eut bldied Bankrupt, that by Love fo thriveth! 

. The filly Boy believing fhe is dead, · 
Claps her pale Cheek, till clapping makes it red. 

And 
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And in Amaze brake off his late Intent, 
For fharply he did think to reprehend her, 
Which cunning Love did wittily prevent. 
Fair fall the Wit, that can fo well defend her: 

For on the Grafs fue lies as fhe were fiain, 
'Till his Breath breathed Life in her again. 

He wrings her Nofe, he ftrikes her on the Cheeks, 
He bends her Fingers, holds her Pulies hard, 
He chafes her Lips, a thoufand Ways he feeks 
To mend the Hurt, that his Unkindnefs mar'd, 

He kiifes her, and Jhe, by her good WilJ., 
Would never rife, fo he will kifs ~er ftill. 

The Night of Sorrow now is turn'd to Day, 
Her two blu€ Windows faintly fhe up heaveth ; 
Like the fair Sun, when in his frefh Array, 
He cheers the Morn, and aB the World relieveth : 

And as the bright Sun glorifies the Skie, 
So is her Face illumin'd with her Eye. 

Whofe Beams upon his hairlefs Face are fixt, 
As if from thence they borrow'd all their Shine: 
Were never four fuch Lamps together mixt, 
Had not his Clouded, with his Bro\vs repine. 

But hers, which thro' the Chryftal Tears gave Light,' 
Shone like the Moon, in Water, feen by Night. 

0 ! where am I! (quoth ihe) in Earth ! or Heaven ! 
Or in the Ocean drencht ! or in the Fire ! 
What Hour is this? or Morn, or weary Ev~n ? 
Do I delight to die? or Life deft re? 

But now I liv'd, and Life was Death's Annoy : 
But now I dy'd, and Death was lively Joy. 

B 3 0 thou 
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0! thou didft kill me, kill me once again, 
Thy Eyes, ihrew'd Tutor, that hard Heart of thine 
Have taught them fcornful Tricks, and fuch Difdain, 
That they have murder'd this poor Heart of mine : 

And thefe mine Eyes, true Leaders to their Queen, 
But for thy pitious Lips no more had feen. 

Long may they kifs each other for this Cure! 
Oh never let their crimfon Liveries wear ! 
And as they laft, their Verdure ftill endure, 
To driv;e Infe8ion from the dangerous Year! 

That the Star-gazers having writ on Death, 
May fay, the Plague is banifh'd by thy Breath. 

Pure Lips, fweet Seals, in my foft Lips imprinted, 
What Bargains may I make ftill to be fealing? 
To fell my felf I can be well contented, 
So thou wilt buy, and pay, and ufe good Dealing: 

Which Purchafe if thou make for fear of Slips, 
Set thy Seal manual on my Wax-red Lips. 

'A thoufand Kiffes buys 'my Heart froin me, 
And pay them at they Leifure qne by one. 
What is ten hundred Kiffes unto thee? 
Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone? 

Say for Non-payment that the Debt fbould double, 
Is twenty hundred Kiffes fuch a Trouble ? 

Fair Queen (quoth he) if any Love you owe me, 
1 

IV! ea fure my Strangenefs with my unripe Years, 
Ecfore I know my felf) feek not to know me. 
No F ifher but the ungrown Fry forbears, 

The Mellow plum doth fal1, the Green fticks faft, 
Or being early luckt, · s four to tafte. 

Look 
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Look, the \Vorlds Comforter, with weary Gate, 
His Days hot Task hath ended in the \Veft ! 
The Owl r:r ights Herald) fbrceks, 'tis very late, 
The Sheev are gone to Fold, Birds t:o their Neft. 

The cole-black Clouds,tha t lhadow H ea vcns Light, 
Do fummon us to part, and bid good Night~ 

Now let me fay good Night, and fo fay you: 
If you will fay fo, you. fhal1 have a Kif'S. 
Good Night (quoth fhe) and ere he fays adieu, 
The I-Iony Fee of parting tend red is. 

Her Arms do lend his Neck a fweet Embrac.:-, 
Incorporate then tHey feem, Face grows to F:.tce. 

Till breathlefs he dif-jJin'd, and backward drew 
The Heavenly Moi!l:ure., that fweet C::orallVTouth, 
\Vhofe precious Tafte ncr thirfty Lips well knew., 
\\'hereon they furfeit., yet complain on Drouth; 

He with her Plenty preft, fhe faint with Dearth, 
l:=heir l.Jips together glew'd fall to the Earth. 

;;.:row quick Defire hath caught her yielding Prey, 
And Glutton-like fhe feeds, yet never fi11eth, 
Her Lips are Conquerors, his Lips obey, 
Paying what Ranfom the Infulrer willeth; (high, 

Whofe Vultur Thought doth pitcH the Prize fo 
That {he will draw his Lips rich Ttcafure dry. 

And having felt the Sweetnefs of the Spoil, 
With blind-fold Fury {be begins to forraf;e; 
Her Face doth reek ar.d fmoak, her Blood doth boil, 
And care\efs Luft !l:irs up a dcfperate Courage: 

Planting Oblivion, beating Reafon back ; (\Vrack. 
Forgetting Shame's pure Blufh, and Honour'~ 

B 4 'Hut 
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Hot, faint and weary, with her hard embracing; 
Like a wild Bird being tam'd with too much handling; 
Or as the fleet-foot Roe that's tir'd with chafing, 
Or like the froward Infant ftill'd with dandling. 

He now obeys, and now no more r~fifreth, 
While 1be takes all fue can, not all fhe lifteth. 

What Wax fo frozen but diffolves with tempring ? 
·And yields at laft to every light Impreffion ? 
Things out of Hope are compaft oft with ventring, 
Chiefly in Love, whofe Leave exceeds Cornmiffion. 
· Affection faints not, like a pale fac'd Coward, 

But then woos beft, when m oft his Choice is froward. 

When he did frown, 0 had fhe then gave over ! 
Such Neetar from his Lips fue had not fuckt : 
Foul Words and Frowns muft not repel a Lover 
:What tho' the Rofe have Pricks; Yet it is pluckt. 

Were Beauty under twemty Locks kept faft, 
Yet Love breaks through, and picks them all at laft. 

For Pity now fhe can no more detain him ; 
The poor Fool prays her, that he maydepart.
She is refolved no longer to reftrain him ; 
Bids him farewel, and look well to her Heart, 

The which by Cupid's Bow lhe doth protefr, 
He carries thence ingaged in his Breaft. 

Sweet Boy, fbe fays,· this Night I'll wafre in Sorrow, 
For my fick Heart commands mine Eyes to watch. 
Tell me, Loves Mafrer, Jball we meet to Morrow? 
Say, {hall we, lhall we, wilt thou make the Match? 

He tells her no, to Morrow he intends 
To hunt the Boar with certain of his Friends. 

The 
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The Boar (quoth fhe) Whereat a fudden pate; 
Like Lawn being fpread upon the blufhing Rofe, 
Ufurps her Cheeks, fbe trembles at his Tale, 
And on his Neck her yoking Arms fbe throws, 

She finketh down frill hanging on his Neck, 
He on her Belly falls, Ihe on her Back. 

Now is lbe in the very Lifts of Love, 
Her Champion mounted for the hot Encounter. 
All is imaginary, fhe doth prove, 
He will not manage her altho' he mount her: 

That worfe than Tantalus is her Annoy, 
To clip Elyjium, and to lack her Joy. 

Even as poor Birds, deceiv d with painted Grapes, 
Do furfeit by the Eye, and pine the M a w ; 
Even fo fbe languifueth in her Mifhaps, 
As thofe poor Birds, that helplefs Berries faw. 

The warm Effects which fhe in him finds miffing~ 
She feeks to kindle with continual Killing. 

But all in vain, good Queen, it will not be, 
She bath affaid, as much, as may be prov'd, 
Her pleading bath deferved a greater Fee: 
She's Love, the loves, and yet fhe is not lov'd ! 

Fie, fie, he fays, yeu cr.ufh me, let me go, 
You have no Reafon to with-hold me fo. 

Thou had'ft been gone(quoth fi1e)fweet Boy, e'er this, 
But that thou told'ft me thou would'ft hunt the Boar. 
0 ! be advis'd, thou know'ft not what it is, 

. With Javelins Point a churlifh Swine to gore, 
~hofe Tu£hes never fueath'd, he wheteth ftil1, 
L1ke to a mortal Butcher, bent to kill. 

On 
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On his Bow-back he bath a Battel fet 
Of briftly Pikes, that ever threat his Foes ; 
His Eyes, like Glow-Worms, fhine when he doth fret, 
His Snout digs Sepulchres where e'er he goes: 

Being moved he ftrikes whate'er is in his Way ; 
And whom he ftrikes, his crooked Tufhes flay. 

His brawny Sides, with hairy Briftles armed, 
Are better Proof, than thy Spears Point can enter ; 
His fhort thick Neck cannot be eafily harmed, 
Being ireful, on the Lion he will venture. 

The thorny Brambles, and embracing Bufhes, 
As fearful of him, part, through whom be rufhes. 

Alas ! he nought efteems that Face of thine, 
To which Loves Eye pays tributary Gazes ; 
Nor thy foft Hand, fweet Lips, and Chriftal Eyne, 
Whofe full Perfe8:ion all the World amazes; 

But having thee at Vantage (wondrous Dread!) 
Would root thefe Beauties, as he roots the l\1ead. 

0 ! let him keep his loathfome Cabin ftil1 ! 
Beauty bath nought to do with fuch foul Fiends. 
Come not within his Oan~er by thy Wil1, 
They, that thrive well take Counfel of their J:!riends. 
- When thou didft name the 'Boar, not to diffem ble, 

I fear'd thy Fortune, and my Joynts did tremble. 

Didft thou not mark my Face? \Vas it not white? 
Saw'ft thou not Signs of Fear lurk in mine Eye? 
Grew I not faint? And fell I not down right? 
Within my Bofom, whereon thou doft lie, 

My boding Heart pants, beats, and takes no Reft, 
But like an Earth-quake (hakes thee on my Breaft. 

For 
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For where Love reigns, difturbing Jealoufie 
Doth call himfelf Affections Centine), 
Gives falfe Alarms, fuggefi:eth Mutiny, 
And in a peaceful Hour cloth cry, kilJ, kill, 

Diftempring gentle Love with his Defire, 
As Air and Water doth abate the Fire. 

This four Informer, this bate-breeOing Spy, 
This Canker, that eats up Loves tender Spring, 
This carry-tale, Diffentious Jealoufie, 
That fometime true News, fometime falfe doth bdng, 

Knocks at my Heart, and whifpers in mine Ear, 
That if I Love thee, I thy Death fi10uld fear. 

And more, than fo, prefenteth to mine Eye 
The PiCture of an angry diafing Boar., 
Under whofe iharp Fangs, on his Back doth lie 
An lmage like thy felf, all fi:ain'd with Gore; 

Whofe Blood upon the frefh Flowers being fhed, 
Doth make 'em drop with Grief, and hang the Head. 

What {hould l do? feeing thee fo inCleed? 
That trembling at th' Imagination, 

. The Thought of it doth make my faint Heart bleed, 
And Fear doth teach it Divination? 

I prophecy thy Death, my living Sorrow, 
If thou encounter with the Boar to Morrow. 

But if thou needs will hunt, be rul'd by me, 
Uncouple at the timorous flying Hare ; 
Or at the Fox, which lives by SuBtilty; 
Or at the Roe, w hi eh no Encounter a are, 

Purfue thefe fearful Creatures o'er the Downs, 
And on thywel.breath'dHorfe keep with thy Hounds. 

And 



And when thou haft on Foot the purblind Hare; 
Mark the poor Wretch, to overlhut his Troubles; 
How he out-runs the Wind, and with what Care; 
He cranks and croffes with a thoufand [)oubles. 

The many Umfits through the which he goes, 
Are like a Labyrinth t' amaze his Foes. 

Sometime he runs among the Flock of Sheep; · 
To make the cunning Hounds miftake their SmelJ ; 
And fometime, where Earth-delving Conies keep, 
To ftop the loud Purfuers in their Yell ; 

And fometime, forteth with a Herd of Deer. 
Danger devifeth Shifts, Wit waits on Fear. 

For there his SmeU with others being mingled, 
The hot-fcent-fnuffing Hounds are driven to Doubt; 
Ceafing their clamorous Cry till they have fingled 
.With much ado the cold fault cleanly out. 

Then do they fpend their Mouths; Eccho replies; 
As if another Chafe were in the Skies. 

By this poor lVat far off, upon a Hill, 
Stands on his hinder Legs with liftning Ear, 
To hearken if his Foes purfue him ftill: 
Anon their loud Alarums he doth hear, 

And now his Grief may be compared well 
To one fore fick, that hears the paffing Bell. 

Then lhalt thou fee the dew ... bedabled Wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the Way. 
Each envious Brier his weary Legs doth fcratch," 
Each Shadow makes him ftop, each Murmur ftay. 

For Mifery is trodden on by many : 
And being low, never reliev'd by any. 

Lie 



V EN u s and A D o NI s. 29 

Lie quietly and hear a little more, 
Nay do not ftruggle, for thou fhalt not rife. 
To make thee hate the hunting of the Boar, 
.Unlike my felf, thou liear'ft me moralize, 

Applying this to that, and fo to fo; . 
For Love can comment upon every Woe. 

Where did I leave? No matter where (quoth he) 
Leave me, and then the Story aptly Ends: 
The Night is fpent. Why, what of that (quoth file?) 
I am (quoth he) expe8ed of my Friends. 

And now 'tis dark, and going I fhall fall. 
In Night (quoth fhe) Defire fees beft of all. 

But if thou fall, oh, then imagine this, 
The Earth in Love with thee, thy Footing trips; 
And all is but to rob thee of a K:ifs. 
Rich Preys make rich Men Thieves, fo do thy Lips 

Make modeft Diana cloudy and forlorn, 
Left lhe lhould fieal a Kifs and die forfworn. 

Now of this dark Night I perceive the Reafon 
Cynthia for Shame obfcures her filver Shine, 
Till forging Nature be condemn'd of Treafon, 
For ftealing Moulds from Heaven, that were divine, 

Wherein fhe fram'd thee in high Heaven's Defpite, 
To lhame the Sun by Day, and her by Night. 

'And therefore bath lhe brib'd the Deftinies 
To crofs the curious Workmanfbip of Nature ; 
To mingle Beauty with Infirmities, 
And pure Perfettion with impure Defeature, 

Making it fubjeB: to the Tyranny 
Of fad Mifchances and much Mifery. 

A 
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As burning Fevers, Agues pale and faint, 
Life-poifoning Peftilence, and Frenzies Wood, 
The Marrow eating Sicknefs, whofe Attaint 
Diforder breeds by beating of the Blood : 

Surfeits, Impoftumes, Grief and damn'd Defpair; 
Swear Natures Death for framing thee fo fair. 

And not the leaft of all thefe Maladies, 
But in one Minutes Sight brings Beauty under: ... 
Both Favour, Savour, Hiew and Quali~ies, 
\Vhereat th' imperialGazer late did wonder, 

Are on the fudden wafted, thaw'd and done, 
As mountain Snow melts with the Mid-day Sun; 

Therefore, Defpight of fruitlefs Chaftity, 
Love-lacking Veftals, and felf-loving Nun1, 
That on the Earth would breed a Scarcity, 
And barren Dearth of Daughters and of Sons, 

Be prodigal. The Lamp that burns by Night, 
Dries up his Oil, to lend the World his Light. 

What is thy Body, but a Swallowing Grave, 
Seeming to bury that Pofterity, 
Which by the Rights of Time thou needs mull: have; 
If thou deftroy them not in their Obfcurity? 

If fo, the World will hold thee in Difdain, . 
Sith in thy Pride fo fair a Hope is fiain. 

So in thy felf thy felf art made away, 
A Mifchief worf<", than civil Home-bred Strife, 
Or theirs, whofe defperate Hands themfelves do flay, 
Or Butcher's Sire, that reavcs; his Son of Life. 

Foul cankering Rutt the htdden Treafurc frets: 
B:.tt G~)ld, tint's put to Ufe mor-e Gold begets. 

For 
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Nay then, quoth .Ad on, you will fall again 
Into your idle over-handled Theam ; 
The Kifs I gave you is beftow'd in vain, 
And all in vain you ftrive againft the Stream. 

~I 

For by this black-fac'd Night, Defires foul Nurfe, 
Your Treatife makes me like you worfe and worfe. 

If Love bath lent you twenty thoufand Tongues, 
And every Tongue more moving, than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton Mermaids Songs, 
Yet from mine Ear the tempting Tune is blown. 

For know, my Heart ftands armed in my Ear, 
And will not let a falfe Sound enter there; 

Left the deceiving Harmony fhould run 
Into the quiet Clofure of my Breaft ; 
And then my little Heart were quite undone, 
In his Bed-chamber to be bar'd of Reft. 

No Lady, no., my Heart longs not to groan, 
But foundly flerps, while now it f1eeps alone. 

What have you urg'd, that I cannot reprove? 
The path is finooth, that leadeth unto Danger. 
I hate not Love but your Device in Love, 
'fhat lends Embracements unto every Stranger. 

You do it for Increafe. 0 ftrange Excufe! 
When Reafon is the Bawd to Luft's Abufe. 

Call it not Love, for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since fweating Luft on Earth ufurps his Name; 
Under whofe fimple Semblance he bath fed 
Upon frefu Beauty, blotting it with Blame; 

Which the hot Tyrant fttains, and foon bereaves, 
As Caterpillers do the tender Leaves. 

And 
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Love comforteth like Sun-ihine after Rain : 
But Luft's Effea is Tempeft after Sun. 
Love's ~entle Spring doth always frefit remain ; 
Luft's Winter comes, e'er Summer half be done. 

Love Surfeits not; Luft like a Glutton dies. 
Love is all Truth; Luft full of forged Lies. 

More I could tell, but more I dare not fay. 
The Text is old, the Orator too green. 
Therefore in Sadnefs now I will away, 
My Face is full of Shame, my Heart of Teen: 

Mine Ears, that to your wanton Calls attended, 
Do burn themfelves for having fo oftended. 

With this he breaketh from the fweet Embrace 
Of thofe fair Arms, which bound him to her Breaft. 
And homeward thro' the dark Lanes runs apace! 
Leaves Love upon her Back deeply diftreft. 

Look how a bright Star fbooteth from the Sky, 
So glides he in the Night from Venus Eye. 

\Vhich after him fue darts, as one on Shoar, 
Gazing upon a late embarked Friend, 
Till the wild Waves will have him feen no more, 
Whofe Ridges with the meeting Clouds contend: 

So did the mercilefs and pitchy Night, 
Fold in the Objett, that did feed her Sight. 

\:Vhereat amaz'd, as one, that unaware 
Hath dropt a precious Jev~el in the Flood, 
Or ftonifh'd, as Night Wanderers often are, 
Their Light blown out in fome miftruftful Wood: 

Even fo confounded in the Dark fhe lay, 
Having loft the fair Difcovery of 1 er Way. 

And 
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·And now {he beats her Heart, ·whereat it groans, 
That all .the Neighbour-caves, as feeming troublt:d, 
Make verbal Repitition of her Moans. 
Paffion on Paffion deeply is redoubled. 

Ay me! Jhe cries, and twenty times woe ! woe ! 
And twenty Eccho's twenty times cry fo. 

She marking them., begins a wailing Note, 
And fings extemp'rally a woful Ditty. (dote ; 
How Love makes young Men thrall, and old lVIeu 
How Love is wife i:1 Folly, foolilh witty: 

Her heavy Anthem.ftill concludes in \Voe ! 
And frill the Quire of Eccho's anfwers (o. 

Her Song WfiS tedious; and out-w()re the Night, 
For Lo? rs Hours are long, tho' feeming fhort. 
If pleas,d themfelves, others they think ddight 
In fuch like Circumftance, with fuch like Sport .. 

Their. copious Stories, oftentimes begun, 
End without Audience, and arc never done. 

For who bath fbe to fpcnd the Night withal 
But idle Sounds, refem bling Para fites ? 
Like fhrill-tongu'd Tapfiers anfwering every C.ill., 
Soothing the Humor of fantaftick \V its? 

She faid, 'tis fo: The~ anfwer a!l, stis fo, 
And wou d fay after her, if lhe fa id no. 

Lo here the gentle Lark, weary of Refr, 
From hi~ moift Cabinet mounts up on high, 
And wakes the l\llorning, from whofe filvcr Breaft 
The Sun arifeth in his LYlajefty: 

Who doth the World fo gloriou11y behold 
_ T.he Cedar Tops and Hills feem burnifh'd Gold. 

c 
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Venu1 falutes him with this fair good Morrow. 
0 thou clear God, and Patron of a11 Light ! 
From whom each Lamp and fhining Star doth borrow 
The beauteous Influence, that makes him bright, 

There lives a Son, that fuckt an earthly 1\'l~ther, 
l\tlay lend thee Light, as thou doft lend to other. 

This faid, lhe hafteth to a Mirtle Grove, 
1\t:Iufing the Morning is fo much o7er-Worn; 
'And yet fue hears no Tydings of her Love: 
Sbe hearkens for his Hounds, and for his Horn. 

Anon fhe hears them ch:tunt it lufl:ily, 
And all in hafte fhe coafteth to the GJry. 

And as lhe runs, the Bufhes in tile Way 
Some catch her by the Neck, fome kifs her Face, 
Some twine about her Thigh to make her ftay, 
She wildly breaketh from their ftria Embrace, 

Like a milch Doe, whofe [welling Dugs do ake, 
Hailing to feed her Fawn hid in fome Brake. 

By this fhe hears the Hounds are at a Bay, 
Whereat {he ftarts, like one, that fpies an Adder, 
Wreath~d up in fatal Folds juft in his \Vay, 
The Fear whereof cloth make him fhake and fhudder: 

Even fo the timorous Yelping of the Hounds, 
Appals her Senfes, and her Spirit confountis. 

For now fhe knows it is no gentle Chafe, 
But the blunt Boar, rough Bear, or Lion proud: 
Becaufe the Cry remaineth in one Place, 
\Vhere fearfully the Dogs exclaim aloud : 

Finding their Enemy to be fo curft, 
They ail itrain Gurt'fie who fuall cope him fidt. 

This 
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This aifmal Cry rings fadly in her Ear, 
Thro' which it enters to furprife her Heart: 
Who overcome by Doubt and bloodlefs Fear, 
With cold, pale Weaknefs nums each feeling Part: 

Like Soldiers when their Captain once doth yield, 
They bafely fly, and dare not ftay the Field. 

Thus ftands Jhe in a trembling Ecftafie, 
'Till cheering up her Senfes fore difmaid, 
She tells them 'tis a caufelefs Fantafy, 
And childfu Error, that they are afraid, 

Bids them leave quaking, wills them fear no more: 
And with that Word file fpied the hunted Boar. 

Whofe frothy Mouth bepainted al1 with red, 
Like Milk and Blood being mingled both together, 
A fecond Fear thr.o' all her Sinews fpred, 
Which madly hurries her lbe knows not whither. 

This Way lhe runs, and now lhe will no further, 
But Back retires to rate the Boar for Murder. 

·A thoufand Spleens bear h r :~ thoufand 'J.Tays, . · 
She treads the Paths, that lhe untreads again; 
Her more, than f-Iafi:e is marred with Delays ; 
Like the Proceedings of a drunken Brain, 

Full of Refpett, yet not at all refpeaing; 
In fund with all things not at al1 affeaing. 

Here kenne11'd in a Brake fhe finds an Hound, 
And a~ks the weary Caitif for his Ma!ter ; 
And there another licking of his VVound, 
'Gain!t venom'd Sores the only fov.eraign Plaifrer ; 

And here fhe meets another fadly fcolding, 
fro horn fbe fpeaks, and he replies with howling. 

c 2 V V hen 



ViE N U tt ;;d D 0 IS. 

VVhen he 'had ·ceas'd h's ill refounding No'fe, 
Another fiap-mouth'd ourner, blac a 1d grim, 
Againfu the ·VVelkin v ·Hies out his Voice ; 
Another and another a 1£i111er him, 

Clapping their proud ails to the Ground below; 
Shlk~ng their fcr.1tcht E1rs, bleeding as they go. 

Look how the VVorld's poor Pcoplp r a naz'd 
At App:ni ions, Signs a .d Prodigies ; · 
VVhereon, with fearful Eyes., they long have gaz'd, 
Infufing them with dreadful Erophecies, 
. s~ ilie, at thefe fad Signs, draws up her Breath, 

· And ilghing it again, exclaims on Death. 

Hard-favobred Tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, 
Hateful Divorce of Love (thus chides fhe Death) 
Grim-Rrinning Ghoft, E:uths VVorm, what aoft thou 
To ftifle Beauty, and to fteal his Breath? (mean 

VVho when he liv'd, his Breath and Beauty fet 
Glofs on the Rofe, Sn ell to the Violet. 

If he .be de1d., 0 no ! it cannot be ! · 
Seeing his Be<!uty., thou fhouldft ftrike at it. 
0! yes, it may, thou haft no Eyes to fee, 
But hatefully at Random doft thou hit. 

Thy wlark is feeble Age ; but thy falfe Dart 
IVlifl:akes that Aim, and cleaves an Infant's Heart. 

Hldft thou but bid beware, then he Had fpok~ 
And hearing him, thy Power had loft his Powe'r. 
Tbe Deftinies will curfe thee for . this Stroke., 
Tliey bid thee crop a 'Vecd, thou plukefi: a Flower; 

Loves golden Arrow at him fhould have tied, 
And not Death's Ebon Dart to ftrike hin1 dead; 

Dofi: 
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Doft thou dt ink Tears, t at thou provok'fl: fl.l h wee
What may a heavy Groan advantage thee ? (ping? 
Why haft thou caft into eternal Sleeping 
Thofe Eyes, that taught iill other Ey~ s to fee ? 

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal Vigor, 
Since her beft Work is ruin'd with thy Rigour~ 

Here overcome; as one full of Defpair, 
She veil'd her Eye-lids, which like Sluces ft op'd 
The Cryftal Tide, that from her two Cheeks fair, 
In the f we et Channel of her Bofom d rop'd. (Rai 11 

But through the Floud~Gates breaks the fih·er 
And with his ftrong Courfe opens them again. 

0 l how her Eyes and Tears did lend and borrow! 
Her Eyes feen in her Tears, Tears in her Eye, 
Both Cryftals, where they view'd each others Sorrow; 
Sorrow, that friendly Sighs fought frill to dry. 

But like a ftormy Day, now Wind, now Rain, 
Sighs dry her Cheeks, Tears makes them ~et again: 

Variable Paffions throng her conftant Woe, 
As ftriving which fuou'd beft become her Gdef. 
All entertain'd, each Pafiion labours fo, 
That every prefent Sorrow feemeth chief. 

But none is beft, then join they altogether, 
Like many Clouds confulting for foul Weather. 

By this, far off; fue hears feme Huntfman hoTiow~· 
A Nurfe's Song ne'er pleas'd her Babe fo well: 
The dire Imagination, fhe did follow, 
This Sound of Hope doth labour to expe!I: 

For now reviving Joy bids her rejoyce, 
And flatters her, it is AdoniJ Voice. 

c 3 \Vherelt 
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Whereat her Tears began o turn their Tide~ 
Being prifon'd in her Eye, like Pearls in Glafs. 
Yet fometime falls an orient Drop befide, 
:Which her Cheek melts, as fcorning it fuould pafs 

To wafu the foul Face of the fiuttifu Ground, 
Who is but Drunken when fhe feemeth Drown'd. 

0 hard-believing Love, how ftrange it feems 
Not to believe, and yet too Credulous! 
Thy Weal and Woe, are both of them Extreams; 
Defpair and Hope make thee ridiculous! 

The one d0th flt&tter thee in Thoughts unlikely, 
With likely Thoughts, the other kills thee quickly,' 

Now fiie unweaves the Web, that fhe had wrought, 
.Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame. 
It was not fbe, that call'd him all to nought, 
Now fhe adds Honor to his hateful Name : 

She deeps him Kin?; of Graves, and Grave for 
Imperial Supreme of all mortal things. (Kings; 

No, no (quoth lhe) fweet Death I did but jeft ; . 
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of Fear, 
VVhen as I met the Boar, that bloody Beaft, 
VVhich knows no Pity but is ftill fevere. 

Then gentle Shadow (truth I muft confefs) 
I rail'd on thee fearing my Loves Deceafe. 

'Tis not my fault: the Boar provok'd my Tongue; 
Be wreak'd on him (invifible Commander) 
'Tis he, foul Creature, that bath done thee Wrong, 
I did but Act, he's Author of thy Slander. 

Grief bath two Tongues, and never VVoman yet 
Cou'd rule them both without ten VVomens VVit. 

Thus 
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Thus lioping., that Adonis is alive, 
Her rafh St.1fpeB: The doth extenuate: 
And that his Beauty may the better thrive, 
VVith Death fhe humbly cloth infinuate; 

Tells him of Trophies., Statues, Tombs., ~nd Storie~, 
His Victories, his Triumphs and his Glories. 

0 Jove, quoth fhe, how much a Fool was I 
To be of fuch a weak and filly Mind, 
To wail his De~th, who Lives, and mull: not Die, 
Till mutual Overthow of mortal Kind ! 

for, he being Dead, with him is Beauty fhin, 
And Beauty dead, black Chaos comes again. 

Fie, fie, fond Love, thou art fo full of Fear, 
As one with Treafure laden., hem'd with Thiev:es; 
)'rifles (unwitneifed with Eye or Ear) " 
Thy coward Heart, with falfe b~thi nking grieves. 

Even at this Word fhe hears a merry Horn, 
VVh reat file leaps, that was but late forlorn. 

As Faulcon to the Lure, away fhe flies : 
The Grafs ftoops not, fue treads on it fo light, 
And in her Hafte unfortunately ~T)ies 
The foul Boars Conqueft on her fair Delight. 

VVhich feen, her Eyes, as murder'd with the View, 
Like Stars, afham'd of Day, themfelves withdrew. 

Or, as the Snail, whofe tender Horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his fhelly Cave wi~h Pain, 
And there, all fmother'd up, in Jbade doth fit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again : 

So, at his bloody View her Eyes are fled 
Into the deep dark Cabins of her Head. 

C4 VVhere 
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VVhere they refign'd their Office and their tight 
To the difpoung of her troubled Brain: · 
VVho bids them frill ' confort with ugly Night, 
And never · wound the Heart with looks again ; 

VVho like a King perplexed in his Throne, 
By their Suggeftions gives a deadly Groan. 

VVhereat each Tributary Subject quakes, 
As when the VVind, imprifon'd in the Ground, 
Strug,liug for patTage, Earths Foundation fhakes, 
VVhich with cold Terrors doth Mens Minds confound. 

This l\tlutiny each Part cloth fo furprize, (Eyes. 
That from their dark Beds, once more, leap her 

And, being open'd, threw unwilling Sight 
Upon the wide VVound, that the Boar had trench'd 
In his {o t Flank: who[e wonted Lilly white 
_With purpleTears,that his Wound, wept, was drench'd. 

No Flower was nigh, noGrafs, Herb, Leaf or Weed, 
But ftole his Blood, and feem'd with him to bleed. 

This foi.emn ·Sympathy' poor: Venus noteth, 
Over one Shoulder cloth fhe hang her Head ; 
Dumbly fl)e Paffions, frantickly lhe Doteth; 
She thinks he could not die, he is not Dead. 

Her Voice is ftop'd, her Joints forget to bow, 
Her Eyes are mad, that they have . wept till now. 

Upon his Hurt fue looks fo ftedfa!l;ly, 
That her fight dazling, makes the \Vound fee m three; 
And then fl1e reprehends her mangling Eye; 
That makes more Gafhes, where no breach lliould be: 

His Face feems twain, each feveral Limb is doubled, 
For oft the Eye miftakes, the Brain being troubled • 

.1.\tiy 

• 
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My Tongue cannot expre{s m·y Grief for one;' 
And yet (quoth fue9 behold two .Adons Dead ! 
My Si?,hs are blown away, .my fait Tears ~one; ,. 1 

Mine Eyes are turn'd to F1re my Heart to Lead ; 
Heavy Hearts Lead melt at mine Eyes as Fire: 
So fuall I Die by Drops of hot Defire. . 

Alas, poor World, what Treafure has thou ]oft! .. 
What Face remains alive that's worth the viewing? 
Whofe Tongue is Mufick now? what canft thou bqaft 
Of things long fince, or any thing enfuing? 

The Flowers are fweet, their Colours frefu and trim: 
But true fweet Beanty liv'd and dy'd in him. 

Bonnet, or V cil, henceforth no Creature wear; · 
Nor Sun, nor \Vind will ever ftrive to kifs you: 
Having no Fair to lofe, you need not fear; 
The Sun doth fcorn you, and the Wino doth hifs you.· 

But when Adonis liv'd, Sun and Iharp Air 
Lurk'd like two· 'I?hieves, to rob him of liis Fair. 

And therfore wou'd he put his Bonnet on, 
Under whofe· Brim the gauay Sun wou'd peep; 
The VViod wou'Cl blow it off, and being gone., 
Play with his l!.oc]s, then wou'd Adonis weep: 

And ftraight, in Pity of his tenCler ·Years, • 
They both wou'd ftrive who firft Ihou'd dry his Tears. 

To fee his Face, the Lyon walks along 
Behind fome Hedge, bec:a.ufe he wou'd not fear him: 
To Recreate himfelf when he bath Sung, 
The Tygre wou'd be tame, and gently hear him : 

If he liad fpoke, the Wolf wou'd leave his Prey, 
And never fright the filly Lamb that Day. 

When 
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When he beheld his Shadow in a Brook 
There Fifhes fpread on it their golden Gills : 
When he was bv, the Birds fuch Pleafure took, 
That fome would fing, fome other i1.1 their Bills 

Would bring him Mulberries,and ipe red Cherries : 
He fed them with his Sight, they him with Berries. 

But this foul, grim, and Urchin fnouted Boar, 
Whofe downward Eye ftill looketh for a Grave, 
Ne'er faw the beauteous Livery, that he wore; 
Witnefs the Entertainment, that he gave. 

If he did fee his Face, why then I know, 
He thought to kifs him, and bath kill'd him fo. 

'Tis true, true, true, thus was .AdoniJ fiain, 
He ran upon the Boar with his fharp Spear, 
Who would not whet his Teeth at him again,· 
But by a Kifs thought to perfwade him there: 

·And noufiing in his Flank, the loving Swine, 
Sheath'd unaware, his Tusk in his foft Groin. 

Had I been tooth'd like him I muft confefs, 
With killing him, I fhould have kill'd him firft, 

-.But he is dead, and never did he blefs 
My Mouth with his; the more I am accurft. 

With this fhe falleth in the Place fhe ftood, 
And ftains her Face with his congealen Blood. 

She looks upon hi.s Lips, and they are pale; 
She takes him by the H1nd, and that is cold ; 
She whifpers in his E1r a heavy Tale, 
As if he heard the woful VVords lhe told : 

She lifts the C~ff.::r-lids that clofe his Eyes; 
VVhere loe! two L1mps, burnt out in Dlrknefs lies ! 

Tw 
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Two Gla£res, where her felf her felf bebeld. 
A thoufand times, and now, no more reflcfr,' 
Their Vertue loft, wherein they late e.xcell'd,' 
And every Beauty robb'd of his Effect. 

\Vonder of time (quoth fhe) this is my Spight; 
That, you being dead, the qay fhould ye be light: 

Since thou art Dead, loe! here I prophefy, 
Sorrow on Love ht>reafter fuall attend; 
It fuall we waited on with Jealoufy, 
Find fweet Beginning,. but unfavory End, 

Ne'er fi tled equally, to high or low; 
That all Love's Pleafures fhall not match his Woe .. · 

It fball be fickle, fa1fe, and full of Fraud, 
And fuall be blafted in a breathing while, 
The Bottom Poifoo, and the Top o'er-ftraw'd 
.With Sweets, that fhall the fuarpeft Sight Beguile.' 

The ftrongeft Body fhal1 it make moft wtak, 
Strike the Wife dumb, and teach the Fool to fpeak.· 

It iha l1 be fpariog, and to full of Riot, 
Teaching decrepit :Age to tred the Meafures; 
The ftaring Ruffian fhall it keep in Quiet, 
Pluck down the Rich, inrich the Poor with Treafures, 

It fhall be raging mad, and filly mild, 
1\rlake the young Old, the Old become a Child. 

It fhall fufpecr, where is no Caufe of Fear; 
It fhall not fear, where it fhould moft miftruft ; 
It £hall be merciful and too fevere, 
And moft deceiving when it feems moft juft: 

Perverfe it fhal1 be, when It feems moft toward, 
Put Fear to Valour, Courage to the Coward. 

le 
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It {hall be Caufe of War, and dire Events; 
And fet Diffention 'twixt the Son and Sire;· 
Subje8: and fervile to all Difcontents, 
As dry combuftuous Matter is to Fire. 

Sith in his Prime, Death doth my Love deftroy; 
They, that love beft, their Love lhall not enjoy. 

By this the Boy that by her Side lay kill'd, 
Was melted like a Vapour from her Sight, 
And in his Blood, that on the Ground lay fpill'd; 
A purple Flower fprung up checker'd with white, 

Refembling well his pale Cheeks and the Blood, 
Which in round Drops upon their Whitenefs ftood. 

She bows her Head, the new-fprung Flower to fmell; 
Comparing it to her Adonis Breath : 
And fays, within her Bofom it fhall dwell, 
Since he himfelf is reft from her by Death . . 

She crops the Stalk, and in the Breach appears 
Green dropping Sap, which he compares to Tears.· 

Poor Flower (quoth fbe) this was thy Father's Guife, 
(Sweet Hfue of a more fweet fmelling Sire) 
For every little Grief to wet his Eyes, 
To grow unto himfelf was his Defire, 

And fo 'tis thine ; but know it is as good 
To wither in my Breaft, as in his Blood. 

Here was thy Father's Bed, here is my Breaft, 
Thou art the next of Blood, and 'tis thy Right: 
Loe, in this hollow Crad~e take thy Reft, 
My throbbing Heart 1hall rock thee Day and Night: 

There fhall not be one Minute of an Hour, 
Wherein I will not kifs my fweet Love's Flower. 

Thus 
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Thus weary of the World, away fhe hies, 
And okes her filver Doves, by whofe fwift Aid, 
Their Miftrefs mounted, thro' the empty Skies 
n her light Chariot quickly is conveyed, 

old ing their Courfe to P aphos, where their Quee 
eans to immure her felf, and not qe feen. 
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Tl1e Argume11t. 

U C IUS Tarquinius (for .his ex~e/lt .. ve 
Pride Jttrnam'd Superbus) after he had 

caus 1d his Father-in-Larv Servius Tu11ius to 
he crttefly Murder' d, and contrary to the Roman 
L~ws and Cttjloms, not reqttiring or fla_ying for the 
People's Sujfrage.r, had poJJejfed himfelf of the 
J(,ingdom ; went ac~:;mpany' d with his Sons and o
ther Noblernen of Rome to befi~ge Ardea. During 
which Siege, the principal .ivlen of the Army, rnee
ting one Evening at the Tent of Sextus Tarquinius 
the l(,ing' s Son, in their Dijcourfes after Supper 
every one commended the Vtrtues of his own l;flije; 
among whom Cola tin us e .. ~to!' d the inc(.}mparable 
Chajfity of his ff7ije Lucrece. In that pleafant 
Httrnour they all pojled to Rome, and intending, 
hy their fecret and {udden ArrivAl, to lJr:tike trial 
of that whicN every one had before a·vottcl;' d, only 
Cola tin us finds his 117ije (tbo' it were late it2 the 
JYight) Jpinning amongfl her Mtids, the other 
Ladtes. were found d.!l dancing and re--uelling, or i;t-

feveral Difports. T17hereupon the .l\Jo~laitl JJ }ield-. 
ed Colatinus the f/tc1ory, and his 1'Vife the J~~tme. 
At that time Scxtus Taquinius being inflam'd 
1virh Lucrece' s Beau~y, yrt f1nothering Ins P a;:. 
Jion for the prefltJt, dep.'trted iFith the 1·e(f back 
to the Camp, from whence /;e fbortly aftt-r prt<vity 
withdrew himfelf~ a;;d was ( accordtt~g to his (fate) 

1"0)'ttlly 



The Argument. 
royally entertain'd and lodg'd by Lucrece at Cola
tium. The fame Night he, treacherou/ly jlealing 
into her Chamber, violently Ravifh' d her, and 
early in the Morning fpeeded away. Lucrece, in 
this lamentable plight, hajltly difpatchfth Me!Jen
gers, one to Rome for her Father, A,nother to the 
Camp for Colatine. They came, the one accom· 
panied with J unius Brutus, the other with Publius 
Valerius: and finding Lucrece attir'd in Mour
ning Habit, demanded the Caufe of her Sorrorv. 
She, firft taking an Oath of them for her Revenge, 
reveal'd the Ac1or, and tvhole Matter of his Dealing, 
and 1vithall fuddenly Jlabb' d her [elf. Which done, 
Jvith one C onfent, they ·all vow' d to root out the whole 
hated Family of the Tarquins: {tnd bearing the 
dead Body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the Peo· 
ple with the Doer and Manner of the vile Deed, with 
a bitter Invertive againjl the 1)ranny of the l(ing; 
wheren,ith the People were fo mov'd with one Con
font, and a general Acclttmation, that the Tarquins 
were all Exit' d, and the State-Go'vernment chang'd 
from K..,ing s to C onftt!s. 

'"fARQUIN 



)l ) 

A QUI 
AND 

LUCRECE. 
~P~~;tR 0 M the befieg'd Ardea all in 

poft, 
Born by the truftlefs Wings of falfe 

Defire, 
Loft-breathing 'Tttrquin leaves the 

Roman Hoft, 
And to Colatium bears the lightlefs Fire, 
\Vhich in pale Embers hid, lurks to afpire, 

And girdle, with imbracing Flames, the Waft 
Of Colatine's fair Love, Lucrece the chaft. 

Haply that Name of ·chaft, unhaply fet 
This batelefs Edge on his keen A petite : 
When Colatine unwifely did not let 
To praife the clear unmatched Red and \Vhite; 
Which triumph'd in that Sky of his Delight; 

Where mortal Star, as bright as Heaven's Beauties, 
With pure Afpeets did him peculiar Duties. 

For he the Night before, in Tarquin's Tent, 
Unlock'd the Treafure ot his happy State : 
What prizelefs Wealth the Heavens had him lent, 

D 2 ln 
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In the Poifeffion of his Beauteous Mate ; 
Reckoning his Fortune at fo high a Rate, 
· That Kings might be efpoufed to more Fame," 

But King, nor Prince to fuch a peerlefs Dame. 

0 Happincfs enjoy'd but of a few ! 
And if poffeft, as foon aecay'd and don ! 
As is the Morning's filver melting Dew, 
Againft the golden Splendor of the Sun ; 
A Date expir'd, and cancel'd e'er begun. 

Honour and Beauty in the Owner's Arms, 
Are weakly fortreft from a \Vorld of Harms. 

Beauty it felf, doth of it felf perfuade 
The Eyes of Men without an Orator ; 
What needed then Apologies he made 
To fct forth that, which is fo fingular ? 
Or why is Colatine the Publillier 

Of that rich Jewel he lliould keep unknown 
From thievilh Cares becaufe it is his own ? 

Perchance his Boa£1: of Lucrece's Sov'reignty 
Suggefted this proud Hfue of a King ; 
For.._.by our Ears our Hearts oft tainted be. 
Perchance, that Envy of fo rich a 'fhing 
Bt a ving compare, difdainfully did fting (fuould vant 

His high pitcht Thoughts, that meaner Men 
The Golden Hap, which . their Superiors want. 

But fome untimely Thought did inftigate 
His a\1 too timelefs fpeed, if none of thofe. 
His 1-Ionour, his Affairs, his Friends, his State, 
Negle8ed all, with fwift Intent, he goes 
To quen::h the Coal, which in his Liver glows. 

0 rafu falfe Heat wrapt in repentant Cold! 
Thy hafty Spring·ftill blafts, and ne'er grows Old~ 

When 
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When at Colatia this falfe Lord arriv'd 
Well was he welcom'd by the Roman Dame, 
Within whofe Feace Beauty and Vertue firiv'd, 
Which of them both lhould underprop her Fame. 
When Vertue brag'd, Beauty would blufh for ihame; 

When Beauty boafted Bluilics, in defpight, 
Virtue would ftain that o'er with filver white. 

But Beauty, in that white intituled 
From Yenm Doves, doth challenge that fair Field; 
Then Vertue claims from Beauty Beauty's Red, 
Which Vertue gave the Golden Age to guild 
Her Silver Cheeks, and call'd it then their Shield ; 

Teaching them thus to ufe it in the Fight, . 
When Shame afiail'd, the Red fhould fc1 ce the 

(White. 
This Heraldry in Lucrece Face was feen, 
Argu'd by Beauties rea and Vertues w bite, 
Of either's Colour was the other Queen; 
Proving from World's Minority their Right ; 
Yet their Ambition makes them frill to fight. 

The Sov'reignty of either being fo great, 
That oft they interchange each other's Seat. 

This filent War of Lillies and of Rofes, 
Which Tarquin view'd in her fair Face's Field, 
In their pure Ranks his Traitor Eye inclofcs, 
Where, left between them both it fhou!d be kill'd, 
'fhe Coward Captive vanquifued doth yield 

To thofe two Armies, that would let him go 
Rather, than triumph in fo falfe a Foe. 

Now thinks he, that her Husband's fhaliow Tongne, 
The niggard Prodigal, that prais'd her fo, 
In that high Task hath done her Beauty wrong, 
. D 3 Which 
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Which far exceeds his barren Skill to fhow. 
J'herefore that Praife, which Colatine doth owe, 

Inchanted Tarquin anfwers with Surmife, 
In filent Wonder of ftill gazing Eyes. 

This earthly Saint, adored by this Devil~ 
Little fufpetted the falfe Worfuipper. 
' For Thoughts u~ftain'd do feldom dream of ~vil, 
' Birds never limb'd, no fecret Bullies fear: 
So guiltlefs fhe fecurely gives good Chear, 

And reverend Welcome to her Princely Guefr, 
Whofe inward Ill no outward Harm expreft. 

For That he colour'd with his high Eftate, 
Hiding bafe Sin in Pleats of Majefty, 
That nothing in him feem'd inordinate, 
Save fometime too much Wonder of his Eye ; 
.Which having all, all could not fatisfy ; 

But poorly rich fo wanteth in his Store, 
That cloy'd with much, he pineth ftill for more~ 

But fhe that never cop'd with ftranger-Eyes, 
Could pick no Meaning from-their parling Looks ; 
Nor read the fubtle fhining Secrefies 
Writ in the Glaffy l\tlargents of fuch Books. 
She touch,d no unknown Baits, nor fear'd no Hooks; 

Nor could fhe moralize his wanton Sight, 
More, than his Eyes were open'd to the Light. 

He ftories to her Ears her Husband's Fame 
Won in the Fields of fruitful Italy; · 
And decks with Praifes Colatine's high Name, 
Made glorious by his manly Chivalry, 
With bruifed Arms and Wreaths of Viilory. 

Her Joy with heav'd-up f!and .fhe doth exprefs, 
And wordlefs fo greets Heav'n for his Succefs. 

Far · 
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Far from the Purpofe of his Coming thither, 
He makes Excufes for his being there; 
No cloudy Show of ftormy bluftring Weather 
Doth yet in his fair TVelkin once appear, 
Till fable Night, fad Source of Dread and Fear, 

Upon the World dim Darkncfs doth difplay, 
And in her vaulty Prifon fhuts the Day. 

For then is Tarquin brou~ht unto his Bed, 
Intending Wearinefs with heavy Sprite: 
For after Supper long he quefrion'd 
With modeft Lucrece, and wore out the Night. 
Now leaden Slumber with Life's Strength cloth fight, 

And every one to reft themfel ves beta ke, 
Save Thieves, and Cares, and troubled l\1inds, that 

rwake~ 

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The fundry Dangers of his Wil1's obtaining, 
Yet ever to obtain his Will refolving 
Tho' weak-built Hopes perf1.1ade him to abrcaining, 
Defpair to gain doth traffick oft for G:1ining ; 

And when great Treafure is the Mecd propos'd, 
Tho' Death be ~ajunEt, there's no Death fuppos'd . 

Thofe, that much covet are of Gain fo fond, 
That oft they have not that, w hi eh they poffefs · 
They fcatter and uploofe it from their Bond, 
And fo by hoping more they have but lefs ; 
Or gaining more, the Profit 01 Excefs 

Is but to forfeit, and fuch Griefs fuftain, 
That they prove bankrupt in this poor, rich G:ai1 . 

The Aim of all, is but to nurfe the Life, 
With Honour, Wealth, and Eafc in waining Age : 
And in this Aim there is fuch thwarting trife, 

D 4· Th 
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That one for all, or aU for one we gage: 
As Life for Honour, in fell Battels rage, 

Honour for Wealth, and oft th~t \Vealth cloth coft 
The Death of alJ, and altogether loft. 

So that in venturing all, we leave to be 
The Things we are for that, which we expect : 
And this ambitious foul Infirmity, 
In having much, torments us with Defect 
Of that we have: fo then we do negleB: 

The Thing we have, and, all for want of Wit, 
1\Iake fomething nothing, by augmenting it. 

Such Hazard now mufl: doting Tarquin make, 
Pa~v"llling his Honour to obtain his Luft : 
A !d for him~ f, himfelf he muft forfake. 
Then where is Truth, if there be no Self-Truft ? 
_When .fha 11 ~e think to find a ftranger juft, 

When he himfclf himfelf confounds, betrays, 
To fiandrous Tongues the wretched hateful Lays ? 

Now frole upon the Time the Dead of Night, 
\Vhen heavy Sleep had clos'd up mortal Eye; 
No comfortable Star did lenJ his Light, 
No Noife b!.lt Owls and \Volves death-boding Cries. 
Now ferves the Seafon, that they may iurprize 

The filly Lamb3, pure Thoughts are dead a11d fti11, 
Whilft Luft and Murder wakes to ftain and kill. 

And now this luftful Lord leapt from his Bed, 
Throwing his Mantle rudely o'er his Arm, 
Is madly toft between Defire and Dread ; 
Th' one fweetly flatters, the other feareth harm, 
But hondt Fear, bewitch'd with Luft's foul Charm, 

Doth too too oft betake bim to retire, 
Beaten away by brainiick rude Defire. 

His 
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His Fauchion on a Flint he foftly fmiteth, 
ThJt from the cold Stone fparks of Fire do fly, 
Whereat a waxen Torch forthwith he lighteth, 
Which muft be Load-ftar to his luftful Eye: 
And to the flame thus fpeaks advifedly ; 

' As from this cold Flint I enforc'd this Fire, 
' So Lucrece muft I force to my Defirc. 

Here pale with Fear, lie doth premeditate 
The Dangers of his loathfom Enterprize: 
And in his inward Mind he doth debate 
What following Sorrow may on this arife: 
Then looking f(ornfuliy ne doth defpifc 

His naked Armour of frill flaughtcr'd Luft, 
And juftly thus controuls his Thoughts unjufr. 

Fair Torch burn out thy Light, and lend it not 
To darken her whofe Light excelleth thine: 
And die unhal1ow'd Thoughts before you blot 
\Vith your uncleannefs, that which is Divine: 
Offer pure Incenfe to fo pure a Shri1 e: 

Let fair Humanity abhor the Deed, (Weed. 
That fpots and ftains Love's moddl: fnow·white 

0 Shame to Knighthood, and to 1hining Arms! 
0 foul Difuonour to my Houfhould's Grave ! 
0 impious AB: including all foul Harms! 
A martial Man to be foft Fancy's Slave ! 
True Valor frill a true RefpeE\: fhould have. 

Tben my Digreffion is fo vile, fo bafe, 
That it will live engraven in my Face. 

Yes, tho' I die the Scandal will furvive, 
And be an Eye-fore in my Golden Coat: 
Some loathfome Dafll the Herald will contrive, 

To 
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To cipher me how fondly I did dote: 
That my Pofterity fbamed with the Note 

Shall curfe my Bones, and hold it for no Sin; 
To wifu, that I their Father had not been. 

What win I if I gain the thing I feek? 
'A Dream, a Breath, a Froth of fleeting Joy. 
Who buys a Minute's Mirth to wail a Week? 
Or fells Eternity to get a Toy? 
For one fweet Grape, who will the Vine deftroy? 

Or what fond Beggar, but to touch the Crown, 
Would with the Scepter ftrait be ftrucken down? 

If Colatinus Dream of my Intent, 
Will he not wake, and in a defperate Rage 
Poft hither, this vile purpofe to prevent? 
This Siege, that bath ingirt his Marriage, 
This Blur to Youth; this Sorrow to the Sage; 

This dying Vertue, this furviving Shame, 
Whofe Crime will bear an ever-during Blame.' 

0 what Excufe can my Invention make, 
When thou lhalt charge me with fo black a Deed ! 
Will not my Tongue be mute, my frail Joints fhake? 
Mine Eyes forgo their Light, my falfe Heart bleed? 
The guilt being great, the Fear doth ftil1 exceed, 

And extreme Fear can neither fight nor flie, 
But Coward like with trembling Terror die. 

Had Coltttinus kill'd my Son or Sire, 
Or lain in Ambufu to betray my Life ; 
Or were he not my dear Friend, this Defire 
Might have Excufe to work upon his Wife, 
As in Revenge or Quital of fuch Strife : 

But as he is my Kinfman, my dear Friend, 
The Shame and Fault finds no Excufe nor End.' 

Shamful 
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Shamful it is, if once the Faa be known; 
Hateful it is; there is no Hate in loving. 
rn beg her Love; but lhe is not her own: 
The worft is but denial, and reproving. 
My Will is {trong, paft Reafons weak removing.· 

Who fears a Sentence or an old Man's Sawe, 
Shall by a painted Cloth be kept in awe. 

Thus (gracelefs) holds he Difputation, 
'Tween frozen Confcience and hot-burning Will, 
And with good Thoughts makes Difpenfation, 
Urging the worfer Senfe for Vantage fti11 ; 
Which in a Moment doth confound and kill 
. A 11 pure Effects, and doth fo far proceed, 

Then what is vile (hews like a vert11ous Deed.· 

Quoth he, fue took me kindly by the Hand, 
And gaz'd for Tidings in my eager Eyes, 
Fearing fome bad News from the warlike Band 
Where her beloved Colatinus lies. 
0 how her Fear did make her Colour rife! 

Fidl: red as Rofes, that on Lawn we lay, 
Then white as Lawn the Rofes took away; 

And now her Hand in my Hand being lock'd, 
Forc'd it to tremble with her Loyal Fear: 
Which ftrook her fad, and then it fafter t ock'd 
Until her Husband's Welfare the did hear, 
Whereat fhe fmiled with fo fweet a Chear, 

That had Narcijfus feen her as fhe ftood, 
Self-love had never drown'd him in the Flood. 

Why hunt I then for Colour or Excufes? 
All Orators are dumb, when Beauty pleads. 
Poor Wretches have remorfe in poor Abufes, 

Love 
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LoV'e thrives not in the Heart, that Shadows dreads; 
Affection is my Captain, and he leads ; 

And when his gaudy Banner is difplay'd, 
The Coward fights, and will not be difmay'd. 

Then Childifh t?ear avant, debating die, 
Refpea and Reafon wait on wrinkled Age : 
My Heart fhall never countermand mine Eye, 
Sad Paufe and deep Regard befeems the Sage ; 
My Part is Youth, and beats thefe from the Stage.' 

Defire my Pilot is, Beauty my Prize, 
Then who fears finking where fuch Treafure lies? 

·As Corn o'er-grown by Weeds, fo heedful Fear 
Is almoft cloak'd by unrefifted Luft. 
Away he fteals with open lift'ning Ear, 
Full of foul Hope, and full of fond Miftruft : 
Both which, as Servitors to the unjuft, 

So crofs him with their oppofite Perfuafion, 
That now he vows a League, and now Invafion.· 

\tVithin his Thought her heavenly Image fits, 
And in the felf-fame Seat fits Colatine : 
That Eye which looks on her, confounds his Wits; 
That Eye w hi eh him beholds, as more Divine, 
Unto a View fo falfe will not incline : 

But with a pure Appeal feeks to the Heart, 
Which once corrupted takes the worfer Part. 

And therein heartens up his fervile Powers, 
Who fiatter'd by their Leaders jocund Show, 
Stuff up his Luft, as Minutes fill up Hours ; 
And as their Captain fo their Pride doth grow,' 
Paying more flavifh Tribute, than they owe. 

By reprobate Defire thus madly led, 
The Roman Lord doth march to Lucrece's Bed. 

The 
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The Locks between her Chamber and his Wi11, 
Each one by him enforc'd, recit es his Ward; 
But as they ·open, they all rate his 111, 
Which drives the creepin~ Thief to fo me Regard; 
The Threfhold grates the Door to have him heard ; 

Night-wandring Weezels filreek to fee l1i m ther , 
They fright him, yet he ftill purfues his Fear. 

As each unwil1ing Portal yields him way, 
Thro' little Vents and Crannies of the Place, 
The Wind wars with his Torch to make him fray, 
And blows the Smoke of it into his Face, 
Extinguilhing his Conduct in this Cafe. 

But his hot Heart, which fond Defire cloth fcorch, 
Puffs forth another Wind that fires the Torch. 

And being lighted by the Light he fpies 
Lucrecia's Glove, wherein the Needle fticks; 
He takes it from the Rufhes where it lies, 
And griping it, the Needle, his Finger pricks, 
As who 1hould fay, this Glove to wanton Tricks 

Is not inur'd; return again in hafte, 
Thou feeft our Miftrefs Ornaments ilre chafte. 

But all the{e poor Forbiddings could not ftay him, 
He in the worft Senfe conftrues their Denial. 
The Doors, the Wind, the Glove, that did delay him, 
He takes for accidental Things of Trial, 
Or as thofe Bars, which ftop the ho~rly Dial; 

Which with a lingring Stay his Courfc doth let, 
Till eve1y Minute pays the Hour his Debt. 

So, fo, quoth he, thefe Lets attend the Time, 
Like little Frofts, that fometime threat the Spring, 
To a d a more rejoicing t0 the Prime, 

A .d 
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And give the fneaped Birds more Caufe to fing.· 
Pain pays the Income of each precious thing; 

Huge Rocks, high Winds, ftrong Pirats, Shelve! 
and Sands, 

The lVlerchant fears, e'er rich at home he Lands: 

~ow is he come unto the Chamber Door, 
That fhuts him from the Heaven of his Thought, 
Which with a yielding Latch, and with no mote, 
Hath barr'd him from the bleffe.d t-hing he fought. 
So from himfelf Impiety bath wrought, 

That for his Prey to pray he doth begin, 
As if the Heavens fhould countenance his Sin. 

But in the Midft of his unfruitful Prayer, 
l-Iaving follicited th' eternal Power, 
That his foul Thoughts might compafs his fair Fair~ 
And they would fraud aufpicious to the Hour, 
Even there he ftarts, quoth he, I muft defiour. 

The Powers to whom I pray, abhor this Fat!, 
Ho\v can they then affift me in the ACl:? 

Then Love and Fortune be my God's my Guide, 
My Will is back'd with Refolution : 
Thoughts are but Dreams till their Effeas be try'd, 
Black Sin is clear'd with Abfolution ; 
Againft Love's Fire, Fear's Froft bath Diifolution. 

The E~e of Heaven is out, and mifty Night 
C0vers the Shame, that follows fweet Delight. 

This faid the guilty Hand plack'd up the Latch, 
i\nd with his Knee the Door he opens wide, 
The Dove £leeps fa fr., that this Night-Owl will catch. 
Thus Trea[on works e'er Traitors be efpy'd : 
VVho fees the lurking Serpent fi:eps afide; 

But fhe found fleeping, fearing no fuch thing, 
Lies at the l\tlercy of his mortal Sting. In-
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Into the Chamber wickedly he ftalks, 
And gazeth on her yet unftained Bed: 
The Curtains being clofe, about he walks, 
Rolling his greedy Eye-balls in his Head, 
By their high Treafon in his Heart mified, (foon 

VVhich gives the Watch-word to his Hand too 
To draw the Cloud that hides the filver Moon. 

Look as the fair and fiery pointed Sun, 
Rufhing from forth a Cloud, bereaves our Sight: 
Even fo the Curtain drawn, his Eyes begun 
To wink being blinded with a greater Light : 
Whether it is, that fbe reflects fo bright, 

That dazleth them, or elfe fome Shame fuppos'd ; 
But blind they are, and keep themfelves inclos'd. 

0 had they in that darkfom Prifon died! 
Then had they feen the Period of their Ill ; 
Then Colatine again by Lucrece Side, 
In his clear Bed might have repofcd frill. 
But they muft ope this bleffed League to kill ; " 

And holy thoughted Lucrece to their Sight 
Muft fell her Joy, her Life, her World's Delight. 

Her Lil1y Hand her rofy Cheeks lies under, 
Cozening the Pillow of a lawful Kifs, 
Which therefore angry, feems to part in funder, 
Swelling on either Side to want his Blifs, 
Between whofe Hills, her Head intombed is; 

Where like a virtuous l\llonument file lies, 
To be admir'd of leud unhallow'd Ey(s. 

Without the Bed her other fair Hand was 
On the green Coverlet, whofe perfea white 
Shew'd like an April Da zy on the Grafs, 

With 
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\Vith pearly Sweat, refembling Dew of Night.' 
Her Eyes like Marigolds had fueath'd their Light; 

And canoped in Darknefs fweetly lay, 
Till they might open to adorn the Day. 

Her Hair like Golden Threads plaid with her Breath~ 
0 modeft Wantons, wanton Modefty ! 
Showring Li:e's Triumph in the Map of Death, 
And Death's dim Look in Life's Mortality. 
E:1ch in her Sleep .themfelves fo beautify, 

As if between them twain there were no Strife,' 
But that Life liv'd in Death, and Death in Life. 

Her Breafl:s like Ivory Globes circled with Blew, 
A pair of maiden \Vorlds unconquered : 
Save of their Lord, no bearing Yoke they knew; 
And him by Oath they truly honoured. 
Thefe Worlds in Tarquin, new Ambition bred, 

Who like a foul Ufurper went about, 
From this fair Throne to have the Owner out. 

V,Vhat could he fee but mightily he noted? 
VVhat did he note, but ftrongly he defir'd ? 
VVhat he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 
And in his \Vi\l his wilful Eye he tyr'd. 
With more, than Admiration he admir'd 

Her Azure Veins, her Alabafl:er Skin, 
Her Coral Lips, her Snow--.vhite dimpled Chin." 

As the grim Lion fauneth o~er his Prey, 
Sharp Hunger by the Co11queft fatisfy'd: 
So o'er this fleeping Soul doth Tarquin ftay, 
His Rae;e of Luft by gazing qnalify'd, 
Slack'd, not fuppreft; for franding by her Side, 

His Eye which late this 1\Jutiny reftrains, 
Unto a great:r Uproar tempts his Veins. 

And 
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·And they, like ftragling Slaves for Pillage fighting; 
Obdurate Vaffals fell Exploits effeB:ing, 
In bloody Death and Ravifhment delighting, 
Nor Childrens Tears, nor Mothers Groans refpecUng; 
Swell in their Pride, the Onfet ftill expefiing. 

Anon his beating Heart alarum ftriking, (ing: 
Gives the hot Charge, and bids them do their lik-

His drumming Heart chears up his burning Eye; 
His Eye commends the Leading to his Hand ; 
His Hand, as proud of fuch a Dignity, . 
Smoaking with Pride, marcht on to make his Stani 
On her bare Breafts, the Heart of all her Land, 

VVhofe Ranks of blew Veins, as his Hand did fcale~ 
Left their round Turrets deftitute and pale. 

They muftring to the quiet Cabinet, 
VVhere their dear Governefs and Lady lies, 
Do tell her 1he is dreadfulJy befet; 
And fright her with Confufion of her Cries. 
She much amaz'd breaks ope her lockt up Eyes ; 

VVho peeping forth this Tumult to behold, 
Are by his flaming Torch dim'd and control'd. 

tmagine her as one in Dead of Night, 
From forth dull Sleep by dreadful Fancy waking; 
J"'hat thinks fhe bath beheld fome gaftly Sprite, 
VVhofe grim AfpeCl: fets every Joint a lhaking, 
V V hat Terror '~is , : but lhe in worfer taking, 

From Sleep d1fturbed, heedfully doth view, 
The Sight, which makes fuppofed Terror rue~ 

Vyrapt and confounded in a thoufand Fears, 
Ltke to a new-kill'd Bird fhe trembling lies : 
She dar no look, yet winkin~ there appear 

g QuicK 

' 



6 6' T A R Q. u I N and L U c R E c E~ 
Quick fhifting Anticks ugly in her Eyes, 
Such Shadows are the weak Brain's Forgeries ; 

Who angrv that the Eyes fly from their Lights, 
In Darknefs daunts them with more dreadful Sights. 

His Hand, that yet remains upon her Breaft, 
(Rude Ram to batter fuch an Ivory VValJ) 
IVIay feel her Heart (poor Citizen) diftreft, 
Wounding it felf to death, rife up and fall, 
Beating htr 'Bulk, that his Hand ihakes withal. 

This moves in him more Rage, and leifer Pity, 
To make the Breach, and enter this fweet City. 

Firft like a Tr.umpet doth his Tongue begin 
To found a Parley to his heartlefs Foe, 
Who o'er the white Sheet peers her whiter Chin, 
The ReJfon of this Alarum to know, 
Which he by dumb Demeanor feeks to {how: 

But fue with vehement Pr~yers urgeth ftil1, 
Under what Colour he commits this Ill. 

Thus he replys, The Colour in thy Face, 
That even for Anger makes the Lilly pale, 
And the red Rote blufh at her own Diq~race, 
Shall pleJd for me, and tell my loving Tale. 
Under that Colour am I come to fcale 

Thy nev-er-conq 1er'd Fort, the Fault is thine, 
For thofe thine Eyes betray thee unto mine. 

ihus I foreft:1l thee, If thou mean to chide: 
Thy Beauty hath infi1ar'd thee to this Night, 
Where thou with Patience mufi: my will abide; 
My VVill, that n.arks thee for my E1rth's Delight, 
Which I to conquer fought with all my Might. 

But as Reproof and Realon beat it dead, 
By thy bright Beauty it was newly bred. 

l fee 
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I fee what Croffes my Attempts will bring ; 
I know what Thorns the growing Rofe defends ; 
I think the I-Ioney guarded with a Sting. 
All this before-hand Counfel comprehends ; 
But Will is deaf, and hears no heedful Friends. 

Only he bath an Eye to gaze on Beauty, 
And dotes on what he looks, 'gainft Law or Duty~ 

I have debated, even in my Soul, 
What Wrong, what Shame, what Sorrow I fhall breed1 
But nothing can AffeCtion's Courfe controul, 
Or ftop the headlong Fury of his Speed. 
I know repentant Tears infue the Deed• 

Reproach, Difdain, and deadly Enmity. 
Yet ftrive I to imbrace mine Infamy. 

This faid, he fhakes aloft his Roman Blade, 
Which like a Faulcon tow'ring in the Skies, 
Coucheth the Fowl below with his Wings Shade, 
Whofe crooked Beak threats, if he mount he dies : 
So under his infultin~ Fauchion lies 

Harmlefs Lucretia, marking what he tells, 
With trembling Fear, as Fowl hear Faulcon's Bellso 

Lucrece, quoth he, this Night I muft enjoy thee; 
If thou deny, then Force muft work my way; 
For in thy Bed I purpofe to defrroy thee. 
That done, fome worthlefs Slave of thine I'll fl 1y, 
To kill thine Honour with thy Life's Decay ; 

And in thy dead Arms do I mean to place him, 
Swearing I flew him feeiog thee im brace him. 

So thy furviving Husband fhall remain, 
The fcornful lVlark of every open Eye; 
The Kinfmen hang their Heads at this Difdain, 

E 2 'fhy 
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Thy Hfue blur'd with namelefs Baftardy; 
And thou the Author of their Obloquy, 

Shalt have thy Trefpafs cited up in Rhimes, 
And fung by Children in fuccee ding Times. 

But if thou yield, I reft thy fecret Friend, 
The Fault unknown is as a Thought unaaed ; 
A little Harm done to a great good End, 
For la,~·ful Policy remains enatted. 
The poifonous Simple fometimes is corn patted 

In pureft Compounds; being fo apply'd, 
His Venom in Effect is purify'd. 

'then fot thy Husband, and thy Children's fake, 
Tender my Suit, bequeath'd not to their Lot, 
The Shame that from them no Device can take, 
The Blemifh that will never be forgot, 
Worfe., than a flavifh Wipe, or birth-hour's Blot1 

For Marks defcrib'd in l\rlens Nativity, 
Are Nature's Faults, not their own hlfamy. 

Here -with a Cockatrice dead-ki]]ing Eye, 
He roufeth up himfelf, and makes a Paufe ; 
While fbc, the Pid:ure of true Piety, 
Like a white Hind beneath the Gripe's fharp Claws, 
Pleads in a Wildernefs, where no Laws; 

To the rough Beaft, that knows no gentle Right, 
Nor ought obeys but his foul Appetite. 

But when a bhck-fac'd Cloud the VVorld does threat, 
In his dim Mtft th' afpiring Mountain hiding, 
From Earth's dark \Vomb fome gentle Guft does get, 
Which blow thefe pitchy Vapours from their biding, 
Hind ring their prefent Fall by this dividing. 

So his unhallow'd hafte her VVords delays, 
And moody Pluto wi nks \\'hile Orpheus plays. 

Ye 
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Like foul night-waking Cat he doth but daHy; 
VVhile in his hold-faft Foot the weak Moufe panteth ; 
Her fad Behaviour feeds his Vultare Folly, 
A fwat1owing Gulf, that e'en in Plenty w::t nteth. 
His Ear her Prayers admits, but his Heart granteth 

No penetrable Entrance to her pl"aining, 
Tears harden Luft, tho' lVIarble wears with rain

(ing, 
Her pity-pleading Eyes are fadly fix:'d 
In the remorfiefs VVrinkles of his Face; 
Her modeft Eloquence with Sighs is mix'd, 
VVhich to her Oratory adds more Grace. 
She puts the Period often from his Place, 

And midft the Sentence fo her Accent break~, 
That twice lhe doth begin e'er once fhe fpeaks~ j 

She conjures him by high Almighty 'Jove ; 
By Knighthood,Gentry, and fweet Friendfhip's Oath; 
By her untimely Tears, her Husband's Love ; 
By holy human Law, and common Troth ; 
By Heaven and Earth, and all the Power of both; 

That to his borrow'd Bed he ma.ke retire, 
And ftoop to Honour, not to foul Ddire. 

Quoth Ihe, reward not Hofpitality 
VVith fuch black Payment, as thou haft pretended, 
Mud not the Founte1in, that gave Drink to thee, 
Mar not tbe Thing that cannot be amended : 
End thy ill Aim, before thy fhoot be ended. 

He is no VVood-man, that doth bend his Bow~ 
To ftrike a poor unfeafonable Po~ . 

My Husband is tby Friend, for his Sake fpare me; 
Thy felf art Mighty, for thy own Sake leave me; 
My felf a VVeakling, do not theq infnare me ; 

~ 3 Tho\: 
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Thou look'ft not like Deceit, do not deceive me! 
My Sighs like Whirlwinds labour hence to heave thee~ 

If ever Man was mov'd with Woman's Moans, 
Be moved with my Tears, my Sighs, my Groans. 

'All which together, like a troubled Ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatning Heart, 
To foften it with their continual Motion ; 
For Stones diffolv'd to Water do convert. 
0! if no harder, than a Stone thou art, 

Melt at my Tears, and be compaffionate! 
Soft pity enters at an Iron Gate. 

In Tarquin's Likenefs I did entertain thee; 
Haft thou put on his Shape to do him fuame ? 
To all the Hoft of Heaven I complain me; 
1'hou wrong'ft his Honour, wound'ft his Princely Name; 
Thou art not what thou feem'ft; and if the fame, 

Thou feem'ft not what thou art, a God, a King, 
For Kings like Gods fhould govern every thing. 

How will thy Shame be feeded in thine Age, 
When thus thy Vices bud before thy Spring? 
If in thy Hope thou dar'ft do fuch Outrage, 
What dar'ft thou! not when once thou art a King? 
0! be remembred, no outragious thing 

From Vaffal Actors can be wip'd away, 
Then Kings Mifdeeds cannot be hid in Clay. 

This Deed fhall make thee only lov'd for Fear, 
But happy Monarchs ftill are fear'd for Love: 
With foul Offenders thou perforce muft bear, 
When they in thee the like Offences prove: 
If but for fear of this, thy \Vill remove. 

For Princes are the Glafs, the School, the Book, 
Where Subjects Eyes do learn, do read, do look. 

And 
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And wilt thou be the Shool where Lnft Ouille·trn ? 
Muft he in thee read Lectures of fnch Shanre? 
Wilt thou be Glafs wherein it fhall diicera 
Authority for Sin, \Varrant for Blame ? 
To priviledge Difhonour in thy Name. 

Thou back'ft Reproach againft long-living Laud, 
And mak'ft fair Reputation but a B.1ud. 

Haft thou commanded? by Him that gave it thee, 
From a pure Heart command thy rehcl Will ; · 
Draw not thy Sword to guard Iniquity, 
For it was lent thee all that Brood to kill. 
Tr1y Princely Office how c:1nfi: thou fulfil, 

When pattern'd by thy Fault, fou Sin may fay, 
He learn'd to fin, and thou didft tea~h the way! 

· Think bnt how vile a Spe&acle it were, 
To view thy prefe t Ttrefpafs in · another : 
Mens Faults do feldom to themfelves appear, 
Their own Tranfgreillons partially they fmother~ 
This Guilt would feem death-worthy ir.1 thy Brother. 

0! how are they Wfapt in with Infamies, 
That from 'd1eir own Mifdceds askaunce their Eyes t 

To thee, to thee, my heav'd up Hands arpeal, 
Jot to feducing Lull: thy rafh reply; 

I fue for exil'd Majefty's Repeal, 
Let him return and flattering 1~hougt.,ts retire. 
His true Rcfpea will p ·if()n falfe Deft re, 

And wipe the dim Mift from thv doting Eyes, 
That thou !halt fee thy Stace and pity mine. 

Have done, quoth he, my uncontrou1ed Tide., 
Turns not, but fwells the higher by this Let ; 
Small Lights are foon olown out, huge Fites abide, 

E t And 
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And with the Wind in greater Fury fret: 
The petty Streams, that pay a daily Debt 

To their fait Sovereign with their frefh falfe hafte; 
Add to his Flow, bu~ alter not the Tafte. · 

Thou art (quoth Ihe) a Sea, a Sovereign King, 
And lo' there falls into thy boundlefs Flood 
Black Luft, Difuonour, Shame, Mifgoverning, 
Who feek to ftain the Ocean of thy Blood. 
If all thefe petty Ills fhould change thy Good, 

Thy Sea, within a puddle Womb is burs'd, 
And not the Puddle in thy Sea difpers'd. 

So fhall thefe Slaves be King, and thou their Slave~ 
Thou nobly bafe, they bafely dignified ; 
Thou their fair Life, and they thy fouler Grave: 
Thou loathed in thy Shame, they in thy Pride, 
The leffer thing {hou'd not the greater hide. 

The Cedar ftoops not to the bafe Shrub's Foot, 
Bat low Shrubs wither at the Cedar's Root. 

So Jet thy Thoughts low Vaffals to thy State. 
No more quoth he, by Heav'n I will not hear thee : 
:Yield to my Love ; if not, enforced Hate, 
Inftead of Love's coy touch, fhall rudely tear thee : 
That done, defpitefully I mean to b~ar thee 

Unto the bafe Bed of fome Rafcal Groom, 
To be thy Partner in this fuameful Doom. 

This faid, he fets his Foot upon the Light, 
For Light and Luft are deadly Enemies: 
Shame folded up in blind concealing Night, 
When m oft unfeen, then m oft doth tyrannize. 
The Wolf has feiz•d his Prey, the poor Lamb cries, 

Till with her own white Fleece her Voice control'd, 
In tombs her Outcry in her Lips fweet Fold . 

. , · For 
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For with the nightly Linen, that fhe wears, 
He pens ber pitious Clamors in her Head, 
Cooling his hot Face in the chafteft Tears, 
That ever modeft Eyes with Sorrow fhed. 
0! that foul Luft fhould fhould ftain fo pure a Bed ! 

The Spots whereof could VVeeping purify, 
Her Tears fhould drop on them perpetually. 

But file bath loft a dear.er thing, than Life, 
And he bath won what he wou'd lofe again; 
This forced League doth force a further ftrife, 
This Momentary Joy breeds Months of Pain, 
This hot Defire converts to cold Difdain. 

Pure Chaftity is rifiea of her Store, 
And Luft, the Thief, far poorer, than before. 

Look as the full-fed IIound or gorged Hawk, 
Unapt for tender Smell, er fpeedy Flight, 
Make flow purfuit, or altogether balk 
The Prey wherein by Nature they delight: 
So forfeit-taking Tarquin fears this Night ; 

His · Tafte delicious, in Digeftion four in g., 
Devours his VVill, that hv'd by foul devouring. 

0! deeper Sin, than bottomlefs Conceit 
Can comprehend in ftill Imar,ination! 
Drunken Defire muft vomit his Receit, 
E'er he can fee his own Abomination. 
VVhile Luft is in his Pride, no Excl\lma ion 

Can curb his Heat, of Reign his rafh Defire, 
Till, like a Jade, Self-will himfelf cloth tire. 

And then with lank and lean difcolo-r'd Cheek, 
VVith heavy Eye, knit Brow, and ftrengthlefs Pace, 
Feeble Defire all recreant, poor and meek, 

Like 
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Like to a Bankrupt Beggar wails his Cafe: 
The Flefh being proud, Defire does fight with Grace: 

For there it revels, and when that decays, 
The guilty Rebel for Re million prays. 

So fares it with this Fault-full Lord of Rome, 
VVho this Accomplifhment fo hotly chas'd ; 
For, now againft himfelf he founds this Doom, 
That thro' the length of T.ime he ftands difgrac'd. 
Befides, his Soul's fair Temple is defac'd, 

To whofe weak Ruins mufter Troops of Cares, 
To ask the fpotted Princefs how fhe fares. 

She fays, her SubjeCls with foul InfurrecHon 
Have batter'd down her confecrated VVaU, 
And by their mortal Fault brought in Subjection 
Her Immortality, and made her thrall 
To living Death and Pain perpetual. 

VVhich in her Prefcience fhe controled ftilJ, 
But her Forefight could not foreftall their VVili: 

E'en in this Thought thro' the dark Night he ftealeth; 
A Captive ViB:or, that bath loft in Gain : 
Bearing away the \Vound, that nothing healeth, 
The Scar, that will defpight of Cure remain: 
Leaving his Spoil perplex'd in greater Pain. 

She bears the load of Luft he left behind, 
And he the Burden of a guilty Mind. 

He like a theevifh Dog creeps fadly thence, 
She like a weary'd Lamb lies panting there: 
He fcowls and hates himfelf for his Offence, 
She defpera te with her Nails her Fleflt doth tear : 
He faintly flies, fweating with guilty Fear; · 

She frays exclaiming on the direful Night, 
He runs and chides his vanifh'd loath'd Delight. 

He 
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He thence departs a heavy Convertite; 
She there remains a hoplefs Caft-away: 
He in his Speed looks for the Morning Light ; 
She prays (be never may behold the Day. 
For Day (quoth fhe) N"ght-icapes cloth open lay: 

And my true Eyes have never prattis'd how 
To cloak Offences with a cunning Brow. 

They think not but, that every Eye. can fee 
The fame Difgrace, which they then1felves behold: 
And therefore would they ftill in Da t knefs lie, 
To have their unfeen Sin remain untold. 
For they their Guilt with weeping will unfold, 

And grave like Water that doth eat in Steel, 
Upon their Cheeks what helplefs Shame they feel: 

Here fhe exclaims againft Repofe and Refr, 
And bids her Eyes hereafter ftil1 be blind. 
She wakes her Heart by beating on her Breafr, 
And bids it leap from thence where it may find 
Some purer Cheft to clofe fo pure a Mind. 

Frantick with Grief, thus breaths {he forth her 
Againft the unfeen Secrecy of Night. (Spight; 

0 Comfort-kining Night! Image of Hell! 
Dim Regifter and Notary of Shame! 
Black Stage for Tragedies and Murders fe11 ! 
Vaft Sin-concealing Chaos! Nurfe of Blame! 
Blind muffi'd Bawd ! dark Harbour ofDefame ! 

Grim Cave of Death! whifpering Confpirator 
With clofe-tongued Treafon and the Ravilher ! 

0 ! hateful, vaporous and foggy Night! 
Since thou art guilty of my curelefs Crime, 
Mufter thy Mifts to meet the Ealtern Light, 

Malte 
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Make War againft proportion' cl Courfe of time: 
Or if thou wilt permit the Sun to climb 

His wonted Height, yet e'er he go to Bed, 
Knit poifonous Clouds about his golden Head.' 

With rotten Damps ravifh the Morning Air, 
Let their exhal'd unwholefom Breaths make fie 
The Life of Purity, the fupreme Fair, 
E'er he arrive his weary Noon-tide Prick: 
And let thy mifty Vapors march fo thick, 

That in their fmoky Ranks his fmother'd Light 
May fet at Noon and make perpetual Night. 

Were T~rquin Night, as he is but Night's Child, 
The filver-fhini!lg Queen he would difdain, 
Her twinkling Hand maids too (by him defil'd) 
Thro' Night's black Bofom fhould not peep again. 
So fhould I have Copartners in my Pain ; · 

And Fellowfhip in Woe doth Woe affwage, 
As Palmers, that make fhort their Pilgrimage. 

Where now have I no one to blulb with me ; 
~o crofs their Arms and hang their Heads with mine ; 
':To mask their Brows and hide their Infamy. 
But I alone, alone muft fit and pine ; 
Sea.foning the Earth with Showers of Silver Brine; 

1\'Iingling my Talk with Tears,myGrief withGroans, 
Poor wafting Monuments of lafting Moans. 

0 Night! thou :furnace of foul-reeking Smoke, , 
Let not the jealous Day behold that Face, 
\Vhich underneath thy black all-hiding Cloak 
I mmodeftly lies martyr'd with Difgrace. 
l{eep ftill Poffeffion of thy gloomy Place, 

That all the Faults, which in thy Reign are made; 
May likewife be fepulchred in thy Shade. ... 

Make 
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Make me not Object to the tell-tale Day; I 

The Light fhall fhew, charat:ter'd in my lkow, 
The Story of fweet Chaftity's Decay, 
The impious Breach of holy Wedlock's Vow. 
Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 
· To cipher what is writ in learned Books, 

Will quote my loathfom Tefpafs in my Looks. 

The Nurfe to ftill her Child will tell my Story, 
'And fright her crying Babe with Tarquin's Name l 
The Orator to deck his Oratory, 
WiH couple my Reproach to Tarquin's Shame. 
Feaft-finding Miniftrels tuning my Defame, 

Will tie the Hearers to attend each Line, 
How Tarquin wronged me, I Colatine. 

Let my good Name, that fenfelefs Reputation; 
For Col~R-tine's dear Love be kept unfpotted: 
If that be made a Theme for Difputation, 
The Branches of another Root are rotted, 
And undeferv'd Reproach to him allotted, 

That is as clear from this Attaint of mine, 
And I, e'er this, was pure to Colatine. 

0! unfeen Shame, invifible Difgrace l 
01 unfelt Sore, creft-wounding pritate Scar ! 
Reproach is ftampt in Colatinus Face, 
And Tarqui1Z's Eye may read the Mote afar, 
How he in Peace is wounded, not in War. 

Alas! how many bear fuch fhameful Blows, 
Which not themfel.ves, but he that gives them knows? 

If Coitttine, thine Honour lay in me, 
From me, by ftrong Affault, it is bereft. 
My Hony loft, and I a Drone-like Bee 

llave 
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Have no Perfettion of my Summer left, 
But robb'd and ranfack'd by injurious Theft. 

In thy weak Hive a wand ring W afp bath crept; 
And fuck'd the Hony which thy chaft Bee kept. 

Yet am I guilty of thy Honour's Wrack; 
Yet for thy Honour did I entertain hi m ; 
Coming from thee, I could not put him back, 
For it had been Difhonour to difdain him. 
Befides, of Wearinefs he did complain him, 

And talk'd of Vertue ; 0 unlook'd for Evil 1 
When Vertue is prophan'd in fuch a Devil. 

tVVhy ihould the Worm intrude the maiden Bud? 
t)r hateful Cuckows hatch in Sparrows Nefts ? 
()r Toads infect fair Founts with Venom Mud? 
O.r Tyrant Folly lurk in gentle Breafts? 
Ot Kings be breakers of their own Behefts? 

~'ut no PerfeCtion is fo abfolute, 
'I:hat fome Impurity doth not pollute. 

The ai.~ed lVI an, that cofrers up his Gold, 
Is plaf.u'd with Cramps, and Gouts and painful Fits· 
And fc~ rce bath Eyes his Treafure to behold, ' 
Eut like ftill pining Tantalus he fits, 
And ufele(s Bans the Harveft of of his Wits: 

Having no other Pleafure of his Gain, 
But Tor 111 ent, that it cannot cure his Pain. 

So then he~ hath it when he cannot ufe it, 
And leaves it to be mafter'd by his Young, 
Who in thei! .. Pride do prefently abufe it: 
Their Fa the r was too weak, and they too ftrong, 
To hold thei r cut·fed blefled Fortune long. 

The Sweet 5 we wilh for turn to loatned Sours, 
E'en in the lVloment, that we call them ours. 

Un· 
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Unruly Blafts wait on the tender Spring ; (ers • 
Unwholefome Weeds take Root with predous Flow: 
The Adder hiffeth where the fweet Birds fing ; 
What Vertue breeds, Iniquity devours ; 
We have no good, that we can fay is ours. 

B t 1 l a unexed Opportunity, 
r kills his Life, or elfe his Quality. 

0! Oportunity! thy Guilt is great; 
'Tis thou, that execut'ft the Traitor's Treafon; 
Thou fet'ft the Wolf where he the Lamb may get: 
Whoever plots the Sin, thou poineft the Seafon ; 
~Tis thou that fpurnft at Right, at Law, at Reafon ; 

And in thy fuady Cell, where none may fpy her, 
Sits Sin to feize the Souls, that wander by her. 

Thou mak'ft the Veftal violate her Oath; 
Thou blow'ft the Fire when Temperance is thavy'd; 
Thou fmother'ft Honefty, thou murder'ft Troth: 
Thou foul Abettor, thou notorious Bawd! 
Thou plan teft Scandal, and difplaceft Laud. 

Thou Ravillier, thou Traitor, thou falfe Thief! 
Thy Hony turns to Gall, thy Joy to Grief. 

Thy fccrct Pleafure turns to open Shame ; 
Thy private Feaf:ting to~ publick Faft; 
Thy fmothering Titles to a ragged Name ; 
Thy fugar'd Tongue to bitter Worm-wood Tafte : 
Thy violent Vanities can never laft. 

How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 
Being fo bad, fuch Numbers feck for thee? 

\Vhen wilt thou be the humble Suppliants Friend ? 
And bring him where his Suit may be obtain'd? 
\V hen wilt thou fot t an Hour great Strife's to end ? 

Or 
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Or free that Soul, which Whretchednefs bath chain'd? 
·Gi•:e Phyfick to the fick, Eafe to the pain'd? 

The Poor, Lame, Blind, halt, creep, cry out for thee, 
But they ne'er met with Opportunity. 

The Patient dies while the Phyfician fleeps; 
The Orphan pines while the Oppre!for feeds; 
Juftice is feafting while the VVidow weeps ; 
Advice is fporting while Infection breeds; 
Thou grant'ft no time for charitable Deeds. 

VVrath, Envy, Treafon, Rape and Murder ragesi 
Thy henious Hours wait on them as their Pages. 

\Vhen Truth and Vertrie ha1re to do with thee; 
A thoufand Crofres keep them from thy Aid ; 
They buy thy Help, but Sin ne'er gives a Fee, 
He gratis comes, and thou art well a paid, 
As well to hear, as grant what he hath faid. 

My Colatine would elfe have come to me, 
When Tarquin did, but he was ftaid by thee~ 

Guilty thou art of Murder and of Theft ; 
Guilty of Perjury and Subornation ; 
Guilty ofTreafon, Forgry and Shift; 
Guilty oflnceft, that Abomination; 
An Acce!fary by thine Inclination 

To a l1 Sins paft, and all thaat a re to come 
From the Creation to the general Doom. 

Mifuapen Time, Copefemate of ugly Night; 
Swift fu~tle Poft, Carrier of grifly Care; 
EHer of Youth, falfe Slave to falfe Delight 
Bafe Watch of Woes, S.in's Pack-horfe, 
Thou nurfeft all, and murdereft all that are. 

(Snare'; 
Vertue's 

0 ! hear me then, injurious fhifting Time! 
Be guilty of my Death, fince of my Crime. 

\vhy 
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Why bath thy Servant Opportunity 
Betray'd the.Houts, thou gat'ft ~e .to repofe? 
Cancel'd lny Fottunes and inchcuned me 
To endlefs Date of never-ending Woes? 
Time's Office is to find the Hate of Foes ; 

.To eat up Error by Opinion bred, .. 
Not fpend the Dowry of a lawful Bed. 

~Time's Glory: is to calm conte·~ding Kings; . . 
To untftask FaUhood, and bnng Truth to Ltght ; 

.. To ftamp the Seal of Time i~ aged thin~s; . 
·To wake the Morn, and centtnel the N1ght ; 
TQ wrong the 'Wronger till he tender Right; 

To· ruinate ·proud Buildillgs with thrHours, . 
An·d fmear with Duft their glittering, golden 

(Towers. 
·To fill with Worm .. holes ftately.Monuments; 
. To feed Oblivion with Decay of things; . 
To blot old Books, and alter their Contents-; 
To pluck the Quills from ·antient Ravens Wing&; 
To dry the old Oak's Sap, and -cherilh Springs; 

To {poil Antiquities of' hammer'd Steel, . 
And turn the giddy Round of Fortune's Wheel. 

~o lbew the·Beldame Daughte~ of her Oanghter ~; . 
To make. th~ Child a Man, the Man a Child ; 
ro ftay the Tyger, that doth live by SlaugJlter; 
To tame the tTnicorn and Lion wild ; 
To mock the Subtle in themfelves beguil'd; 

To chear the Plowman with increafeful Cropst 
And wafte huge Stones with little Water-drops. 

Why ~ork~ft thou Mifcnief in thy Pilgrimage, 
Unlefs thou could'ft return to make am.ends ? 
One poor retiring Minute, in an A~e, 

F \V6uld 
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Would purchafe thee a thoufand thoufand Friends; 
Lending him '-'lit" that to bad Debtors lends. (back, 

0! this dread Night ! wouldft thou one Hour come 
I could prevent this Storm, and lhun this Wrack. 

Tho'l ceafelefs Lacky to Eternity, 
With fome Mifchance crofs Tarquin in his Flight. 
Devife Extremes beyond Extremity 
To make him cur[e this curfed crimeful Night. 
Let ghaftly Shadows his lewd Eyes affright, 

And the dire Thought of his committed Evil 
Shape every Bulh a hideous fhapelefs Devil. 

Difturb his Hours of Rert with reftlefs Trances ; 
Affi itt him in his Bed with bed rid Groans. 
Let there bechan~e him pitiful Mifchances, 
To make him moan, but pity not his Moans. 
Stone him with harden'd Hearts harder, than Stone, 

And let mild Women to him lofe their Mildnefs; 
Wilder to him, than Tygers in their Wildnefs. 

Let him have time to tear his curled Hair; 
Let him have time againft himfelf to rave; 
Let him have time of time's Help to defpair ; 
Let him have time to live a loathed Slave ; 
Let him have time a Beggar's Orts to crave, 

And time to fee one, that by Alms <;lo's live, 
Difdain to him difda.ined Scraps to give. 

Let him have time to fee his Friends his Foes, 
And merry Fools to mock at him refort : 
Let him have time to mark how flow Time goes 
~In time ot Sorrow, and how fwift and fhort 
His time o£. Folly and his time of Sport. 

And ever let his unreca \ling Time 
Have time to wail th' abufing of his Time. 

0 
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0 ! Time ! thou Tutor both to Good anrl Bad ! 
Teach me to curfe him, that thou taught>ft this 111, 
At his own Shadow let the Thief run mad, 
Himfelf, himfelf feek every Hour to kill ; (fpilJ. 
Such wretched Hands, fuch wretched Blood lbould 

For who fo bafe would fuch an Office have, 
As flanderous Deaths-man to fo bafe a Slave? 

The bafer is he, coming from a Kiog, 
To 1hame his Hope with Deeds degenerate ; 
The mightier Man, the mightier is the thing, 
That makes him honour'd, or begets him Hate: 
For greateft Scandal waits on greateft State. 
· The Moon being clouded, prefently is mift, 
But little Stars may hide them when they lift. 

The Crow may bathe his cole-black Wings in Mire, 
And unperceiv'd fly with the Filth away; 
But if the like the fnow-white Swan Defire, 
The Stain upon bis .filver Down will fray. 
Poor Grooms are fightlefs Night, Kings glorious Day.· 

Gnats are unnoted wherefoe'er ·they fly, 
But Eagles gaz'd upon wifh every Eye. 

Oh! idle Words, Serv:ants to fhallow Fools; 
Unprofitable Sounds, weak Arbitrators ; 
Bufy your felves in skill contending Schools; 
Debate where Leifure ferves with dull Debators: 
To trembling Clients be their Mediators: 

For me, I force not Argument a Straw, 
Since that my Cafe is paft all Help of Law. 

In vain I rail at Opportunity, 
At Time, at 1 arquin, and unfearchful Night! 
In vain I cavil with mine Infamy, 

F 2 In 
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In yain I fpurn at my confirm'd Defpight .: 
Thts helplefsSmoke of Words doth me no· Right~ 

The Remedy indeed to do me good, 
Is to let forth my foul defiled Blood. 

Poor Hand, why quiverft thou at this Decree ·? 
Honour thy felf to •id me of ·this Shame.; 
For if I die, my Hon~nr liv.es ·in thee:: 
But if 'I live, thou liv'ft ·in my Defame; 
Since thou couldft not defend thy Loyal Dam~ 

And waft afraid to fcratch her wicked Fo~, 
Kill both thy felf and her for yielding :fo. 

This fa id, from her betumbled .couch ;fire ,ftart&~ 
To "'find fome defperate ·tnftrument of Ii>eath. 
But this no Slaughter·houfe, no Tool imparts, 
To make more Vent for Paifage of her Breath, 
M'hich thronging thro' .her Lips fo vanifbeth, 

As Smoke from..v.£tnA, that.in Air confumes, 
()r that· which from difcharg~d Cannon fumo; 

In -m in{ quoth fhe)·Ilive, and 'feek in YaiQ 
Some happy Mean to end a.haplefs ·Life : 
1 fear'd by T~trtJuin's .Fauchion to be .flain, 
Yet for the felf-fame Purpofe feek a Knife :: 
But when J fear'd, I was a >Loyal Wife, 

So am 'I :now : Oh no ! that cannot be. 
Of ,that true Type bath Tarquin rifled me~ 

0 ! That i~ ·gone, for which 11 fought to live~ 
And·therefore.now I need not fear .to die ; . 
To dear this Spot by Death (at leaft) .I give 
A Badge of Fame to Slander's Livery, 
A dying Life to living Infamy! 

Poor helplefs .Help,·the Treafure ftol'n away; 
Xo'tbunirthe guiltlc:fs Casket .where it lay. 
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Well, wellj dear Cdl·~crine, than fhalt not·know 
The ftained · Tafte of violated Troth : · 
I . will not~ wrong thy true A'ffetHon fo, 
To flatter·thee with an infring~d Oath, . 
This baftard 'Grafs 1ball never come-to Growth~· 

He fiial1 1not boaft, who did thy Stock -pollute, 
That~ thou art· doting Fath:er of his · Fruit. 

Nor fha11 he fmile at· th'ee·in fecret Thought, 
Nor laugh with his· Companions at-thy State.· 
Bu~ thou fhalt know thy lnterelt was not lmught 
Bafely with Gold; but ftoln from forthtthy,aate i 
For me I am. the· Miftrefs of my-Fate, 

And with•my Trefpaf'S never will difpenfe, 
Till Life, t& Death a€~uit my firft Offence. 

I win not poifon thee with my At taint, . 
No17· fold 'my Pault in cleanly coin'd-· ~cufes; 
My fable Ground of Sin I will not paint, 
To bide the Truth of this falfe Night's Abufes~ 
My Tongue lhall utter aU ; mine Eyes like Sluces; 

As-from a Mountain Spring, tlJat feeds a Dale, 
Shall gu{h pure Strea~s to purge my .impure Tale~ 

Bj this lamenting Philomel had end.td : . 
The well-tun:td -Warble of her nightly Sorrow ; 
And folemn Night with flow fad Gate dtfcended 
To ugly Hell ; when lo the bhifhing Morrow 
lends ·Light to all fair Eyes, 'thatLight would borrow: 

But ·cloudy Lucrec~ ·fhames her felf to fee, 
And therefore ftil~ in Ni%ht :would cloifter'd be. 

Revealing Day through every Cranny fpies, 
And feems to point her out where fhe fits weeping.; 
To whom ihe fobbing fpeaks, 0 ! Eye of Eyes! . 

F 3 ~hJ 
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Whyp"' ·'ftthou thro'myWindow? Leave thy peeping; 
Mock with thy ticklin[; Beams, Eves, that are fleeping. 

Brand .not my Forehead wLh thy piercing Light, 
For Day bath nought to do what's done by Night. 

Thus cavils 1he .. with every thing fhe fees. 
True Grief is fond, and tefty as a Child, 
Who way-ward once, his Mood with nought agrees. 
Old Woes, not infant Sorrows bear them mild; 
Continuance tames the one, the other wild, 
. Like an. unpt;aa.is'd Swimmer plunging ftill, 
· With too much Labour drowns for want of Skill. 

So fhe deep trenched in a Sea of Care, 
Holds Difputation with each thing fue views ; · 
And to her felf all Sorrow doth compare, 
No Object but her Paffions Strength renews, 
And as one fhifts, another ftraight enfues. 

Sometimes her Grief is dumb, and hath no Words; 
Sometime 'tis mad, and too much Talk affords. 

The little Birds, that tune their Mornings Joy, 
Make her Moans mad with their fweet Melody. 
For Mirth doth fearch the Bottom of Annoy ; 
Sad Souls are fiain in merry Company, 
Grief beft is pleas'd with Grief's Society. 

True Sorrow then is feelingly furpriz'd, 
When with like Semblance it is fimpathiz'd. 

'Tis double Death to drown in Ken of Shore; 
He ten times pines, that pines beholding Food ; 
To fee the Salve doth make the Wound ake· more; 
Great Grief grieves m oft at that wil1 do it good ; 
Deep Woes roll- forward like a gentle Flood, 

Which being ftopt, the bounding Banks o'erflows; 
Grief dallied with, nor Law, nor Limit knows. 

You 



You mocking Birds, quoth. fhe., your Tunes intomb 
Within your hollow fwelhng feather'd Breafis; 
And in my hearing be you ever dumb, 
My reftlefs Difcord loves no Stops nor Refl:s; 
A woful Hoftefs brooks not merry Guefts. 

Relifh your nimble No~es to pleating Ears, 
Diftrefs likes Dumps when time is kept with T-ears. 

Come Philomel, that fing'ft of Ravifument, 
Make thy fad Grove in my dilhevel'd Hair: 
As the dank E:uth weeps at thy Langoiihment, 
So I at each fad Strain will fl:rain my Tear, 
And with deep Groans the Diapa{on bear. 

For Burden-wife l'll hum on Tarquin frill, 
While thou· on Tereus defcants better Skin. 

And \•Jhile againft a Thorn thou bear'ft thy Part, 
To keep thy fuarp Woes waking, wretthed 1 
To imitate thee wel1 againft my Heart 
Win fix a {harp Knife, to affright mine Eye, 
Who if it wink, lba11 thereon fall and die. 

Thefe Means, as frets upon an Inftrument., 
Shall tune our Heartftrings to true Lang,uifbment 

And for poor Bird, thou fing'ft not in the Day., 
As fhaming any Eye fhould thee behold: 
Some dark deep Defart feated from the Way, 
That knows nor parching Heat, nor freezing Cold, 
We will find out; and there we will unfold (Kiuds; 

To Creatures ftern, fad ~unes to change their 
Since l.Ylen prove Beafts, let Beafts bear gentle 

(Min_cts. 
As the poor frighted Deer, that frauds at gaze, 

Wildly determining which \Nay to fly; 
Or one incompaft with a winding l\1aze., 

F 4 That 
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That cannot tread the Way out readily: 
So with her felf is file in Mutiny, 

To live or die1 which of the twain -were better; 
When Life is fham'dand Death reproaches Pebtor? 

To kill my felf, quoth (he, alack what were it, 
But with my Body my poor Soul's PolJution ? 
They, that lofe half with greater Patience bear it~ 
Than they whofe whole is fwallowed in Confufion . 
. That Mother tries a mercilcfs Conclufion, (one~· 

Who having two fweet Babes, when Death takes .' 
Will flay the other, and be Nurfe to none 1 

My Body or my Soul, which was the dearer? ' 
When the one pure, the other made divine, 
Whofe Love of either t6 my felf was- nearer .~ . 
When both were kept for Heaven and ColA#wt • 
. Ay me ! the Bark peal'd from the lofty Pine, 

His Leaves will wither, and his Sap decay ; 
So muft my Soul, h~r Bark being peal'd away: 

Her Hoofe is fack'd, her Quiet interrupted ; . 
Her Manfion batter'd by the Enemy ; 
Her facred Temple {potted, fpoil'd, corrupted,, 
Grofly ingirt with daring Infamy. 
Then let it not be call'd Impiety, 

If in this blemHh'd Fort I niake fome Hole, . 
Thro' which I may ·convey this troubled -,So,u.l. 

Yet die I will not; till my Colatine 
Have· heard the Caufe of my untimely Death,. 
That he may vow, _in that fad Hour of mine1 . 

Revenge on him, that made me ftop my Breath ; ~ 
My ftained Blood to TArquin rn bequeath, 

Which by him, tainted JbalJ for him be fpent, 
And as his dne, writ in my Tcftament. 

My· 
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·My Honour 1'11 bequeath unto the Knife, 
That wounds my Body fo difuonoured: 
'Tis· Honour to deprive difbonoured Life. 
The one will live, the other being Dead : 
So of Shame's A1hes fhall m·y Fame be bred ·; 

For in my Death l·murder Olameful Scorn:, 
My Shame fo dead, my l!onour· is new· born.t . 

Dear Lor~ .of that · dear Jewell have loft, 
What Legacy fhall 1 bequeath to thee ? 
My. Refolation, Love, iball be thy Boaft, 
By whofe Example thou reveng'd may'ft be. 
How Tarquin· mufb be us'd read it in me. 
My felf thy Friend, will kill my felf thy Foe, 

And for my fake ferve thou, falfc T1tr1ptin fo. 

Tbis brief Abridgment of my Will 1 make: 
My· Soul and Body· to the Skies and Ground, 
My Refolution (Husband) do you take; 
My Honour be the Knife's, that makes my Wound ; 
My Shame be his, that did my Fame confound; 

And a11 my Fame, that lives disburfed be 
To .thofe, that live and think no·Shame of. me. 

Then ColAtine Jhall overfee this Will~ 
How was I overfeen, that thou fhalt fee it ·? 
My Blood lhall wafh. ·the Slander of mine Ill; 
My Life's foul Deed, my Life's fair End fhall free .it. 
Faint not faint Heart, but ftoutly fay, fo be it .. 

Yield to my Hand, and that fhall conquer thee; 
Thou dead, that dies, and · both fhall Vietors be. 

This Plot of Death, when fadly fhe had laid, 
.An.d wip'd the brinifh Pearl from her bright Eyes, 

,. Wuh untttn•d Tongue flle hoarfiy call'd her lVIaid, 
· VVhofe 
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VVhofe fwift Obedience to her Miftrefs hies, 
For fleet-wing'd Duty with Thought's Feathers flies. 

Poor LucYece Cheeks unto her Maid feem fo, 
As VVinter Meads, when Sun do's melt their Snow. 

Her Miftrefs lhe doth give demure good-morrow, 
VVith foft ilow Tongue, true Muks ot Mode!ty ; 
And forts a fad Look to her Ladies Sorrow, 
(For why her Face wore Sorrow's Livery) 
But durft not ask of her audaciouily 

VVhy her two Suns were cloud-eclipfed fo? 
Nor why her fair Cheeks over-wa(h'd with VVoe? 

But as the Earth doth weep, the Sun being fet, 
E1ch Flower moiften'd like a melting Eye: 
E'en fo the Maid with fwelling Drops gan wet 
Her circled Eyne enforced, by Simpathy 
Of thofe fair Suns fet in her Miftrefs Sky ; 

VVho in a falt·wav'd Ocean quench their Light, . 
VVhich makes the Maid weep like the dewy Night. 

A pretty while thefe pretty Creaturc;s ftand, 
Like Ivory Conduits Coral Cifterns filling: 
One juftly weeps, the other takes in hand 
No Caufe, but Company of her Drops fpilli~g; 
Their gentle Sex to weep are often willing ; 

Grieving themfelves to ghefs at other Smarts ; 
And then they drown their Eyes, or break their 

(Hearts· 
ForMenhave Marble, Women waxen Minds, 
And therefore they are form,d as Marble will: 
The Weak oppreft, th' Impreflion of ftrange Kinds 
Is form'd in them by Force, by Fraud or Skill. 
Then call them not the Authors of their Ill, 

No more, thatl Wax fhall be accounted Evil, 
Wherein is ftampt the Semblance of a Devil. 

Their 
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Their Smoothnefs, like a Champain Plain, , 
Lays open all the little Worms, that creep. 
In Men, as a rough grown Grove remain 
Cave-keeping Evils, that obfcurely fleep; 
Thro' Chriftal Walls each little Mote will peep. 

Tho' Men can cover Crimes with bold ftern Look, 

Poor Womens Faces are their own Faults Books. 

No Man invieghs againft the wither'd Flower, 

But chides rough Winter, that the Flower has killd: 
Not that's devour'd, but that, which doth devour 

Is worthy Blame, 0 let it not be held 
Poor Womens Faults, that they are fo fulfill'd 

With Mens Abufes, thofe proud Lords to blame, 

Make weak-mad Women Tenants to their Shame. 

The Precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 
Affail'd by Night, with Circumftances ftrong 
Of prefent Death and Shame, that might enfue, 

By that her Death to do her Husband Wrong ; 

Such Danger to Refiftance did belong. 
The dying Fear thro' all her Body fpread, 
And who cannot abufe a Body dead? 

By this mild Patience did fair Lucrece fpeak . 

To the poor Counterfeit of her complaining. 
My Girl, quoth 1he, on what occafion break (raining? 

Thofe Tears from thee, that down thy Cheeks are 

If thou doft weep for Grief of my fuftaining, 
Know gentle Wench, it fmall avails my Mood, 

If Tears cou'd help, mine own would dG me good .. 

B~t tell me, Girl, when went (and there file ftaid, 
Till after a deep Groan) Tarquin from hence? 

Madam, e'er I was up (reply'd the Maid) 
The 
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~he more to blame my fiu~gard .Negligence·: .: 
Yet with the Fault I thus far can difpenfe~ 

1\-Iy felf was ftirring e'er the break of Day; , 
And ; e'er I' rofe was Tarquin ·goae away. 

Bat L1dy, if yoar Maid may · be fo bold; 
She W()uld: reqllef1: to know- yollr Heavinefs~ 
0 peace (qnoth L!tcr~ce) if it {b():Ild be told. 
Tlte Repetition cannot make it Iers· . . 
For mare it is, than I can well exprefs~ . 

And 'that deep Torture ·may be call'd! a · Hell~ 
When more is felt; than one bctth .Power to tell~ 

Go get me · hither Paper, Ink~ and 1Pen; 
Yet fave that Labour, for I have them · here : · 
(What fhould I fay!) one of my Husband's Men· 
Bid thou be ready by and by to bear 
A Letter to ·my Lord, my Love, my Dear; 

Bid him ·with Speed prepare to carry it, 
The Caufe craYcs hafte, and it will foon be writ: 

Her Maid is gone, and flte prepares to write, 
Firft hovering o'er the Paper with her Quill; , 
Conceit and Grief an eager Combat fight; -
\l!hat Wit fets down is ·blotted ftil1 with Will ; . 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill; 

M;.tch like a Prefs of People at a ·Door, 
Throng her Inventions, which fhall go before.· 

At lafl: fhe thus begins: Thou worthy Lord : 
Of that unworthy Wife, that greeteth thee, 
Health to thy Perfon, next vouchfafe t'afford ·· 
(If ever, L0ve, thy Lucrece thou wilt fee) 
Some prefent fpeed to come and vifit me. 

So I commend me from ·our Houfe in Grief, 
My Woes are tedious, tho' my Words are brief! 

Here 
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'Here folds .fhe ·up the Tenor of her Woe, 
Her certai11 .Sorrow •writ uncertainly ; 
By this lliort Sd,edule .collltine may know 
Her Grief, but not her Grief's true Quality ; 

, She dares not therefore make'Dif(overy, 
Left he fhou1d hold it her own grofs A bufe, 
·E'er file with ·Blood had fiain?d·ller ftain'd Excufe. 

·sefides the Life and feeling ·Of her Paflion, 
She hords to fpend, when he is by to hear her ; 
When Sighs, and ·Groans, and 'ftars·may grace the 
Of her Difgrace, the better fo to clear her (fa ihion 
From thatSufpicion, which the"World ·might bear het : 

To·fhun this Blot :fue wou'd not blot the·Letter 
With Words,tiHA·cHon·might become them better. 

To fee fad Sig.hts moves 1more, than hear them told:; 
For then the 'Eye interprets to the ~Rar 
Tht.heavy Motion, that it ·doth behold: 
When eYery Part a Part of Woe doth bear, 
~Tis· but a Part of Sorrow that we hear.-

Deep Sounds make leffer Noife, than·fhallow Fords~ 
And Sorrow ebbs being blown·with Wind of Words 

'Her.·Letter now is feal!d, ·and on it writ, · 
At .Ardea1to m.y Lord with more than .Hafte ; 
The .Poft attends, and .1he delivers it, 
Charging the four-fac'd Groom to hie as faft, 
As lagging Souls before the Northern Blaft. 

Speed, more,than Speed, but dull and fiow .fue .deem~, 
·Extremity ftill urgeth fuch Extremes. 

'The homely Villain .cur.fies to her low, 
And blulhing.on her with a ftedfaft Eye, 
· ·eceiv:es the Scroll :without. or Yea or No, 

nd 
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And forth-with bafhful Innocence doth lie. 
But they, whofe Guilt within their Bofoms lie," 

Imagine every Eye beholds their Blame, 
For Lucrece thought he blufh'd to fee her Shame. 

When filly Groom (God wot) it was Defect 
Of Spirit, Life, and bold Audacity; 
Such harmlefs Creatures have a true Refpeet 
To talk in Deeds, while others fancily 
Promife more Speed., but do it leifurely. 

Even fo this Pattern of the worn-out Age 
Pawn'd honeft Looks, but laid no Words to gage. 

His kindled Duty kindled he Miftruft, 
That two red Fires in both their Faces blaz'd. 
She thought he blufh'd as knowing Tarquin's Luft; 
And blufhing with him, wiftly on him gaz'd, 
Her earneft Eye did make him more amaz'd : 

The more fbe fa w the Blood his Cheeks replenilh, 
The. more fhe thought he fpy'd in her fome blemiJh. 

But long fbe thinks till he return again, · · 
And yet the duteous Vaffal fcarce is gone ; 
The weary Time fhe cannot entertain, 
For now 'tis ftale to figh, to weep, and groan: 
So Woe, bath wearied Woe, Moan tired Moan; 

That fhe her Plaints a little while doth ftay, 
Paufing for Means to mourn fome.newer way4 

At laft ihe calis to mind where hangs a Piece 
Of skilful Painting made for Priam's Troy ; 
Before the which is drawn the Power of Greece; 
For He/en's Rape the City to deftroy, 
Threatning cloud-killing !lion with Annoy; 

Which the conceited Painter drew fo proud; 
As Heaven (it feem'd) to kifs the Turrets bow'd. 

A 



'fAR Q. Ut N and LUCRE C E· 9) 

.,A thoufand lamentable Objects there, 
In fcorn of Nature, Art gave lifelefs Life: 
Many a dire Drop feem'd· a weeping Tear 
Shed for the flaughter'd Husband by the Wife. 
The red Blood reek'd to fhew the Painter's Strife, 

And dying Eyes gleem'd forth their afhy Lights, 
Like dying Coals burnt out in .tedious Nights. 

There might you fee the labouring Pioneer 
Begrim,d with Sweat, and fmeared all with Duft; 
And from the Towers of Troy there wou'd appear 
The very Eyes of Men thro' Loop-holes thruft, 
Gazing upon the Greeks wit'l little Loft. 

Such fweet Obfervance in this Work was had, 
That one might fee thofe far-off Eyes look fad. 

In great Commanders, Grace and Majefty 
You might behold triumphing in their Faces; 
In Youth Quick-btaring and Dexterity: 
And here and there the Painter interlaces 
Pale Cowards marching on with trembling Paces , 

VVhich heartlefs Peafants did fo well refemble, 
That one wou'd fwear he faw them quake and trem· 

(ble .. 
In .Ajax and Vlyf{es, 0 ! what Art 
Of Phyfiognomy might one behold! 
The Face of either cipher'd either's Heart; 
Their Face, their Manners moft exprefly told . 
In ..Aj~tx Eyes blunt Rage and Rigor roll'd. 

But the mild Glance that fhe Vlyf{es lent, 
Shew'd deep Regard and fmiling Go~ernment. 

There pleading might you fee grave Neftor ftand, 
As 'twere incouraging the Greeks to fight, 
Making fuch fober AC\ions with his Hand, 

That 
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That it hegttil'd Attention, chafin'd the Sight : 
· lR Speech it feem'd his Beard, ·a'll ·filver whl(e, 

· Wag'd up and down, ·and from his Lips· did fly 
1hin winding Breat·h;·whic-h purl'd ·up to the Sky. 

'About him were a Prefs ofgaping Faces, 
'Which feem'd to f\vaUow pp h.is found Advice; 
All jointly liH:ning, but with feveral Graces, 
As if fo·mc Mairmaid did their Ears intice, 
Some hig·h, fome low, the Painter·was·fo nic;~. , 

The·Scalps of many alrnoft hid behind, . 
Te·jump up higher feem'd to mock the Mind .. 

·Here one 'Man'~ Jiand lean'd on anothet's Head, 
'His Nofe being fhadow'd by his -Neighbour's E~r·; 
!Here one. being· throng'd bears back all iwoln and· red'; 
Another finother'd., feems to pelt and fwear, 
And in thei'r Rage fuch Signs of Rage they bear, 

As but for lofs 'Of Ntflor's Golde11 Werds, . 
It feems they would de&ate·with angry Swords~ 

'For much imaginary ·work was ·there ·; 
;Conceit ·deceitful, fo compaa, fo kind, 
That for .Jfchill's Image ftood his Spear, 
Grip'd in an armed Hand, himfelf behind 
Was left unfeen, faTe the Eye of Mind, 

A Hand, a Foot, a Face, a Leg, a Head• 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the Walls of ftrong befieged Trdy, . 
'When their braveHope, boldHelfor, march'd toField, 
Stood ~any Tr-ejan Mothers; fharing Joy 
To fee their youthful Sons bright Weapons wield; 

_And to their Hope they fuch odd ACtion ·yield, 
That thro' their Light Joy feemed to appear, 
(Like bright things ftain'd) a kind of heavy -Fear~. 

And 
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And from the Strand of Dardan where they fought 
ToSimois reedy Banks the red Blood ran; 
Whofe Waves to imitate the Battel fought 
With fwel1ing Ridges; and their Ranks began 
To break upon the galled Shore, and then 

Retire again, till meeting greater Ranks 
They join, and lboot their F orne at Simoh· Banks: 

To this well-painted Piece is Lucrece come 
To find a Face where all Diftrefs is ftell'd. 
Many file fees, where Cares have carved fame, 
But none where all Diftrefs and Dolour dwell'd, 
Til1 fhe defpairing Hecuba beheld, 

Staring on Priam's Wounds with he·· old Eyes, 
Who bleeding under Pirrhm proud Foot lies. 

In her the Painter had anatomiz'd 
Time's Ruin, Beauty's Wrack, and grim Cares Reign; 
Her Cheeks with Chops and Wrinkles were difgais'd. 
Of what fhe was, no Semblance did remain ; 
Her blue Blood chang'd to black in every Vein. 

Wanting the Spring, that thofe fhrunk Pipes had 
Shew'd Life imprifon'd in a Body dead. (fed, 

On this fad Shadow Lucrece fpends her Eyes, 
And lbapes her Sorrow to the Beldam's Woes; 
Who nothing wants to anfwer her but Cries, 
And bitter Words to ban her crud Foes. 
The Painter was no God to lend her tliofe ; 

And therefore Lucrece fwears he did her Wrong, 
To give her fo much Grief, and not a Tongue. 

Poor lnftrument (quoth fhe) without a Sound! 
I'll tune thy Woes with my lamenting Tongue; 
And _drop fweet Balm in Priam.,s painted Wound, 

G And 
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And rail on Pirrhus, that hath done him \Vrong 
And with my Te3rs quench Troy, th1t burns fo l~ng .. 

And with my Knife fcratch out the angry Eyes 
1 

Of all the Greeks, that are thine Enemies. 

Shew me this Strumpet, that began this Stir, 
That with my Nails her Beauty I may tear. 
Thy Heat of Luft, fond P11ris, did incur 
This Load of Wrath, that burning Troy did bear; 
Thy Eye kindled the Fire that burneth here. 

And here in Troy, for Trefpafs of thine Eye, 
The Sire, the Son, the Dame, and Daughter die. 

Why fhould the private Pleafure of fome one 
Become the publick Plague of many moe? 
Let Sin alone committed light alone 
Upon his Head, that bath tranfgreffed fo. 
Let guiltlefs Souls be freed from guilty \Voe. 

For ones Offence why fuould fo many fall? 
To plague a private Sin in general ? 

Lo l here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies! 
Here manly Heflor faints, t1ere Troylus founds! 
Here Friend by Friend in bloody Channel lies ! 
And Friend to Friend gives unadvifed Wounds ! 
And one Man's Luft thefe many Lives confounds! 

Had doting Priam check'd his Son's Defire 
Troy had been bright with Fame, and not with Fire~ 

Here feelingly fi1e weeps Troy's painted Woes: 
For Sorrow, like a heavy hanging Bell, 
Once fet a ringing, with his own Weight goes; 
Then little Strength rings out the doleful Knell. 
So Lucrece fet} work, fad Tales doth t~U 

To pencil'd Penfivenefs, and colour'd Sorrow ; 
She lends them VVords, and fhe their Looks doth 

borrow, · She 
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She throws her Eyes about the pa inted Round, 
And whom fhe finds forlorn fhe doth lament. 
At laft fhe fees a wretched Image bound, 
That piteous Looks to Phrygilf-n Shepherd<; lent, 
liis Face tho' full of Cares, yet fhew'd Content. 

Onward to Troy with thefe blunt Swains he goes; 
So mild, that Panence feem'd to fcorn his Woes~ 

in him the Painter labour'd with his SkiiJ, 
To hide Deceit, and give the Harmlefs lhow, 
An humble Gate, cairn Looks, Eyes wailing ftiH; 
A Brow unbent, that feem'd to welcome VVoe; 
Cheeks, neither red, nor pale, out mingled fo, 

That blulhing Red, no guilty In!tance gave, 
Nor afuy Pale, the Fear that falfe Hearts h:1ve.: 

But, like a conftant and confirmed Devil; 
He entertain'd a Show fo feeming jufr, 
And therein fo inf'conc'd this fecret E vil , 
That Jealoufy it [el f could not millrufr, 
Falfe creeping Craft and Perjury lhould thruft 

Into fo bright a Day fuch blilck-fac'd Storms, 
Or blot with Hell-born Sin fuch Saint-Like Forrns~ 

The wel1-skill'd VVoman this wild Image drew 
Por perjur'd Sinon, whofe inthanting Story 
The credulous old Priam after Slew; 
Whoft Words like Wild-fire burnt the fbining Glcry 
Of rich-built !lion, that the Skies were forry, 

And little Stars lhot from their fixed Places, 
VVhen their Glafs fell wherein they view'd theit 

(Faces. 
This Pitture file advifedly perus'd, 
And chid the Painter for his wondrous Skill : 
Saying, fome Shape in Sinon's was abus'd, 

G 2 So 
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So fair a Form lodg'd not a Mind fo ill : 
And frill on him fhe gaz'd, and gazing frill, 

Such Signs of Truth in his plain Face fhe fpied, 
T _hat fue concludes, the Picture was belied. 

It cannot be (quoth fue) that fo much Guile, 
She would have fa id can lurk in fuch a Look ; 
But Tarquin's Shape came in her Mind the while, 
And from her Tongue, can lurk, from cannot, took 
It cannot be, fhe in that Senfe forfook, 

And turn'd it thus, It cannot be I find, 
But fuch a Face ihould bear a wicked Mind. 

For e'en as fu btle Sin on here is painted, 
So fober fad, fo weary and fo mild 
(As if with Grief or Travel he had fainted) 
To me came Tarquin armed fo beguild 
'VVith outward Honefty, but yet defil'd 

VVith inward Vice; as Priam him did cherifh, 
So did I Tarquin, fo my Troy did peri1h. 

Look, look how liftning Priam wets his Eyes 
To fee thofe borrow'd Tears, that Sinon fueds! 
Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wife? 
F6r every Tear he falls, a Trojan bleeds: 
His Eyes drop Fire, no Water thence proceeds. 

Thofe round clear Pearls of his, that move thy Pity 
Are BaUs of quenchlefs Fire to burn thy City. 

Such Devils fteal EffeB:s from lightlefs Hell; 
For Sinon in his Fire cloth quake with cold, 
And in that cold hot-burning Fire doth dwell ; 
Thefe Contraries fuch Unity do hold 
Only to flatter Fools and . make trem bold : 

So Priam's Trufi: falfe Sinon's Tears doth flatter, . 
That he finds IVle"ns to burn his Troy with Water. 

Here 
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Here all inrag'd fuch Paffion her afiails, 
That Patience is quite beaten from her Breaft; 
She tears the fenfiefs Sinon with her Nails, 
Comparing him to that unhappy Gueft, 
VVhofe Deed hath made lrer felf her {elf deteft. 

At laft fhe fmilingly with this gives o'er, 
Fool, Fool, quoth fhe, his VVounds will not be fore.' 

Thus ebbs and flows the Current of her Sorrow, 
And Time doth weary Time with her Complaining. 
She looks for Night, and then fhe longs for Morrow, 
And both fhe thinks too long with her remaining ; 
Short time feems long, in Sorrows fharp fuftaining. 

Tho' VVoe be heavy, yet it feldom fleeps, 
And they, that watch, fee Time how flow it creeps. 

VVhich all this Time bath over-flipt her Thought, 
That fhe with painted Images bath fpent, 
Being from the feeling of her own Grief brought, 
By deep furmife of others Detriment, 
Loafing her VVoes in fhews of Difcontent. 

It eafeth fome, tho' none it ever cur'd, 
To think their Dolour others have endur'd. 

But now the mindful Mdfenger comes back, 
Brings home his Lord, and other Company ; 
VVho finds his Lucrece clad in ·mourning Black; 
And round-about her tear-diftained Eye 
Blew Circles ftream'd, like Rainbows in the Sky. 

Thefe VVatergalls in her dim Element, 
Foretel new Storms to thofe already fpent. 

VVhich when her fad beholding Husband faw, 
Amazedly in her fad Face he ftares: 
Her Eyes, tho' fod in Tears, look red and raw, 

Her 
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F. er lively Colour kill'd with deadly Cares. 
He has no Power to ask her how fue fares, 

B·1t ft nod like old Acquaintance in a Trance; 
l\t1et far from Home, wondring each others Chance~ 

At laft he takes her by the bloodlefs Hand, 
At1d thus begins. What uncouth ill Event 
hath tht'e befalJen, that thou doft trembling ftand? 
Sweet Love, what Spite bath thy fair Colour fpent? 
,vVry art thou thus attir'd in Difcontent? 

Unmask dee~r Dear, this moody Heavinefs, 
And tell thy Grief, that we may give Redrefs. 

Tht ee Times with Sighs fue gives her Sorrow Fire 
E'er once flte can difcharge one Word of Woe. 
At )eugth addrefs'd, to anfwer his Defire, 
She modefily prepares, to let them know 
Her. Honour is ta'en Prifoner by the Foe ; 

While Colatine and his conforted Lords 
\Vith fad Attention long to hear her Words. 

And now this pale Swan in her wat'ry Neft, 
Begins the [;ad Dirge of her certa;n ending. 
Fe Word , quoth fue, fua\1 fit the Trefpafs beft, 
\\'herein no Excufe can give the Fault amending, 
In me more Woes, than Words are now depending : 

And my Laments would be drawn out too long, 
To tell them all with one poor tired Tongue. 

Then be this all the Task it bath to fay, 
Dear Husbt1nd, in the Intereft of tby Bed 
A Stranger came 1 and on th1t Pillow lay, 
\Vhe e thou waft wont to reil: thy weary Head; 
And that Wrong elfe may be imagined 

By foul !nforcement might b~ done to me, 
Fro£!1 tha~, alas! thy Lucrece is not fre~. 

For 
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For in the dreadful Dead of dark Midnight, 
With fhining Fauchion in my Chamber came 
A creeping Creature with a flaming Light, 
And foftly cry'd, awake thou Roman Dame ! 
And entertain my Love, elfe lafi:ing Shame 

On thee and thine this Night I will inftitt 
If thou my Love's De !ire do contradiCt:. 

For fome hard-favour,d Groom of thine, quoth he, 
Unlefs thou yoak thy Liking to my Will, 
I'll murder fi:reight, and then I'll fiaughter thee, 
And fwear 1 found you where you did fulfil 
The loathfome AB: of Luft; and fo did kill 

The Leachers in their Deed, this Att will be 
My Fame, and thy perpetual Infamy. 

With this I did begin to ftart and cry., 
And then againft my Heart he fets his Sword, 
Swearing, unlefs I took a11 patiently, 
I fhould not live to fpeak another Word : 
So .fhould my Shame frill reft upon Record, 

And never be forgot in mighty Rome, 
Th' Adult'rate Death of Lucrece and her Groom. 

Mine Enemy was ftrong, my poor felf weak, 
(And far the weaker with fo 1trong a Fear) 
My bloody Judge forbad my Tongue to fpeak : 
No rightful Plea might plead for Juftice there: 
His fcarlet Luft came Evidence to fwear, 

That my poor Beauty had purloin"d his Eyes; 
And when the Judge is rob'd, the Prifoner dies. 

0 ! teach me how to make mine own Excufe, 
• Or, at the leaft this Refuge let me find; 

Tho' my grofs Blood be ftain'd with this Abufe, 
G 4 Im · 
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Immaculate and fpotlefs is my Mind. 
:That was not forc'd, that never was inclin'd 

To acceffary Yieldings, but ftill pure 
Doth in her poifon'd Clofet yet indure. 

Lo! here the hopelefs Merchant of this Lofs, 
With Head inclin'd~ and Voice dam'd up with VVoe. 
VVith fad fet Eyes, and wretched Arms acrofs, 
From Lips new waxen pale begins to blow 
~The Grief away, that ftops his Anfwer fo. 

But wretched as he is, he ftrives in vain, 
VV hat he breathes out, his Breath drinks up again. 

'As thro' an Arch, the violent roaring Tide 
Out-runs the Eye, that doth behold his Hafte ; 
Yet in the Eddie boundeth in his Pride, 
.Back to the Strait, that forc'd him on fo fafi:e, 
'ln Rage fent out, recall'd in Rage being paft: 

Even fo his Sighs, his Sorrows make a Sc1w, 
To pufh Grief on, and back the fame Grief draw. 

VVhich fpeechlefs VVoe of his poor lhe attendeth, 
And his untimely Fre~~zy thus awaketh. 
Dear Lord, thy Sorrow to my Sorrow lendeth 
Aaother Power, no Flood my raining flacketh ; 
My VVoe too fenfible thy Paffion maketh 

More feeling painful, let it then fuffice . 
To drown one VVoe, one Pair or weeping Eyes. 

'And for my fake when I might charm thee fo, 
For fhe, that was thy Lucrece--now attend me, 
Ee fuddenly revenged on my Foe. 
Thine, mine, his own ; fuppofe thou doft defend me 
From what is paft, the Help, that thou fhalt lend me 

Comes all to late, yet let the Traitor die ; 
For fparing Juftice feeds Iniquity. 

But 
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But e'r I name him, you fair Lor'ds, quoth file, 
(Speaking to thofe, that came with Colatine) 
Shall plight your honourable Faiths to me, 
With fwift Purfuit to venge this \Vrong of mine: 
For 'tis a meritorious fair Defign, 

To chafe Injuftice with revengeful Arms, 
Knights by their Oaths fhould right poor Ladies 

(Harms. 
At this Requeft, with noble Difpofition, 
.Each prefent Lord began to promife Aid, 
As bound in Knighthood to her Impofition, 
Longing to hear the hateful Foe bewray'd: 
But fhe that yet her fad Task hath not faid, 

The Proteftation ftops. 0 fpeak quoth fhe, 
How may this forced Stain be wip'd from me? 

What is the Quality of my Offence, 
Being conftrain'd with dreadful Circumftances? 
May my pure Mind with the foul Act difpeufc 
My low declined Honour to advance? 
May any Terms acquit me from this Cha nce? 

The poifon'd Fountain clears it fdf again, 
And why not I from this compelled Stain? 

With this they all at once began to fay, 
Her Body's Stain the J\tlind untaiated clears, 
While with a joylefs Smile fbe turns away 
The Face, that Map, which deep lmpreilion bears 
Of hard Misfortune carv'd it in with Tears. 

No no, quoth fhe, no Dame hereafter living, 
By my Excufe Jball claim Excufes giving. 

Here with a Sigh, as if her Heart" would break, 
She throws forth Tarquin's Name, He, he, fhe fays: 
But more, than he, her poor Tongue could not fpeak, 

Till 
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Ti\1 after many Accents and Delays, 
Untimely Breathings, fick and fuort Aff.1ys, 

She utters this, He., he, fair Lord 'tis he 
That guides this Hand to give this Wound to me: 

Even here Jhe fheathed in her harmlefs Breaft 
A harmful Knife, that thence her Soul unrhea:hed, 
That Blow did bail it from the deep Unreft 
Of that polluted Prifon where it breathed; 
Her contrite Sighs unto the Clouds bequeatl1ed 

Her winged Spright, and thro' her Wounds doth fly 
Life's lafting Date from cancel'd Deftiny. 

Stone- ftill, aftonifh'd with this deadly Deed, 
Stood Col~tine and all his Lordly Crew, 
Till Lucrece Father, that beholds her Bleed, 
Himfelf on her felf-11 1nghter'd Body threw: 
And from the purple Fountain Brutus drew 

The murd'rous Knife and as it left the Phce, 
Her Blood in pure Revenge, held it in C'1afe. 

And bubling from her Breaft it doth dividf 
In two fiow Rivers, that the crimfon Blood 
Circles her Body in on every Side, 
\Vho like a late fack'd Ifiand vaftly ftood 
Bare and un peopled i u this fearful Flood. 

Some of her Blood ftil1 pure and red remain'd, 
And fome look'd black, and that falfe Tarquin 

(ftain'~· 
About the Mourning and congealed Face 
Of that black Blood, a watry Rigol goes, 
Which feems to weep upon the tainted Plac~ ; 
And ever fince, a, pitying Lucrece woes, 
Corrupted Blood, fome wat'ry Token fhows, 

And Blood untainted fti ll doth red abide, 
Blufhing at that which is fo putrify'd. 

Daughter; 
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Daughter, dear Daughter, old Lucretius cries, 
That Life was mine, which thou haft here depriv'd; 
If in the Child the Father,s Image lies, 
Where fhdl I live, now Lucrece is unliv'd ? 
Thou wat not to this end from me dcriv'd. 

If Chilcren pr~deceafe Progenitors, 
We an their Off-fpring and they none of ours. 

Poor broken Glafs, I often did behold 
In thy fw(et Semblance, my old Age new born, 
But now dat feiir frefh i\1irror, dim and cold, 
Shews me 1 barebon'd Death by Time out-worn. 
0 ! from my Cheeks my Image thou haft torn ! 

And fhiver'd all the Beauty from my Glafs, 
That I no more can fee what once I was. 

0! Time,ceafe thou thy Courfe and hafte no longer; 
If thou fu~ceafe to be, that fhould furvive : 
Shall rotten Death make Conqueft of the Stronger; 
A.nd leav( the faltring feeble Souls alive ? 
The old fres die, the young poffefs their Hive; 

Then live fweet Lucrece, live again and fee 
'Thy Father die, and not thy F~tther thee. 

By this fbrts Colatine as from a Dream, 
And bids Lucretius give his Sorrow place; 
And then in Key-cold Lucrece bleeding ~tream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his Face, 
And counterfeits to die with her a Space; 

Till maaly Shame bids him poffefs his Breath, 
And live to be revenged on her Death. 

The deep Vexation of his inward Soul 
Hath ferv'd a dumb Arreft upon his Tongue, 
Who mate that Sorrow filould his ufe controul, 

Or 
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Or keep Aim from heart-eafing Words fo long; 
Begins to talk, but thro' his Lips do throng 

Weak ""Words, fo thick come in his poor Heart's Aid~ 
·That no Man could diftinguifh what he faid. 

Yet fometime Tarquin was pronounced plain, 
But thro' his Teeth, as if his Name he tore. 
This windy Tempeft, till it blow up Rain, 
Held back his Sorrow's Tide to make it more.· 
At laft it rains, and bufy Windsg ive o'er : 

Then Son and Father weep with equal Strife; 
Who fhould weep moft for Daughter, or for Wife: 

The one doth eaU her his, the other his, 
Yet neither may poffefs the Claim they lay. 
The Father fays, fue's mine ; 0 mine fhe is, 
Replies her Husband ; do not take away 
My Sorrow's lntereft, let no Mourner fay, 

He weeps for her, for fhe was only mine, 
And only muft be wail'd by Colatine. 

0! quoth Lucretius, I did give that Life, 
Which fhe too early and too late hath fpil'd. 
Wo! wo! guoth Cola tine, fhe was my Wife, 
I own'd her, and 'tis mine, th~t fhe hath kill'd. 
My Daughter and my Wife with Clamours fill'd 

The difperft Air, who holding Lucrece Life, 
Anfwer'd their Cries, my Daughter and my Wifo. 

Brutus, who pluck'd the Knife from Lucrece Side, 
Seeing fuch Emulation in their Woe, 
Began to cloath his Wit in State and Pride, 
Burying in Lucrece Wound his Follies fbow : 
He with the RomAns was efteemed fo, 

As filly jeering Ideots are with Kings, 
For fportive Words, and uttering foolifh Things.' 

But 
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But now he throws that fuallow Habit by, 
Wherein he Policy did him difguife, 
And arm'd his long-hid VVits advifedly, 
To check the Tears in Colatinus Eyes. 
Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he, arife ; 

Let my unfounded Self, fuppos'd a Fool, 
Now fet thy long experienc'd VVit to School. 

VVhy Colatine, is VVo the Cure for VVo? (Deeds? 
Do VVounds help VVounds, or Grief help grievous 
Is it Revenge to give thy felf a Blow 
For his foul Aa, by whom thy fair VVife bleeds? 
Such childifh Humour from weak Minds proceeds, 

Thy wretched VVife miftcok the matter fo, 
To flay her felf, that fhould have flain her Foe. 

Couragious Roman, do not fteep thy Heart 
In fuch lamenting Dew of Lamentations; 
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy Part, 
To roufe our Roman Gods with Invocations, 
That they wili fuffer thefe Abominations ; 

(Since Rome her felf in them cloth ftand difgrac'd) 
By our ftrongArms from forth her fair Streets chas'd. 

Now by the Capitol, that we adore! 
And by this chaft Blood fo unjuftly ftain'd ! 
By Heaven's fair Sun,that breeds the fat Earth's Store! 
By all our Country Rites in Rome maintain'd ! 
And by chaft Lucrece Soul, that late complain'd 
· Her VVrongs to us, and by this bloody Knife ! 

VVe will revenge the Death of this true VVife. 

This faid, he ftrook his Hand upon his Breaft, 
And kifs'd the fatal Knife to end his Vow: 
And to his Proteftation urg'd the reft, 

VVho 
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VVho wondring at him did his VVords allow; 
.Then jointly to the ground their Knees they bow, 

And that deep Vow which Brut:us made before, 
He doth again repeat, and that they fwore. 

When they had fworn to this advifed Doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence1 
To fhew the bleeding Body throughout Rome, 
And fo to publilh T~trquin's foul Offence . 
. VVhich being done, with fpeedy Diligence, 

The Romans plaufibly did give confent, 
To Tarquin's everlafting Banifllment. 



( Ill ) 

OE 
ON 

Several ccafions. 

The Glory of Beauty. 

n-~~~1ill H wherefore with Infedion fhou'd 1; he live ? 
.~~~• And with his Prefence grace Jrn ... 

piety? 
That Sin by him advantage fhou'd 

_ achieve, 
_, ~--===~ And lace it felf with his Society? 

Why Ihould falfe Painting imitate his Cheek, 
And fteal dead feeing of his living hew? 
VVhy fuould \)OOr Beauty indiretl:ly feek 
Rofes of Shado\~~J., fince his Rofe is true? 
Why fhou'd he live, now Nature Bankrupt is, 
Beggar'd of Blood to blufh through lively Veins? 
For fbe bath no Exchequer now but his, 
And proud of many, lives upon his Gains. 

0 
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0 ! him fhe ftores, to fbow what Wealth 1he had, 
In Days long fince, before thefe laft fo bad. 

Thus is his Cheek the Map of Days out-worn, 
When Beauty liv'd and dy'd as Flowers do !:!OW; 

Before thefe baftard Signs of Fair were born, 
Or durft inhabit on a livinp, Brow. 
Before the Golden Treffes of the Dead, 
The Right of Sepulchers were fborn away, 
To live a fecond Life on fecond Head, 
E'er Beauries dead Fleece made another gay: 
In him thoft holy antique Hours are feen, 
W ithout a 1 Ornament, it felf and true, 
Mal'ing no Sllmmer of an others Green, 
Robbing no old to drefs his Be1uty new, 

And him as for a Map doth Nature ftore, 
To lhow falfe Art what Beauty was of yore. 

Thofe Parts of thee, that the Worlds Eye doth view; 
Want nothing, that the thought of·Hearts can mend: 
All Tongues (the Voice of Souls) give thee that End, 
Uttering bare Truth, even fo as Foes commend. 
Their outward thus with outward Praife is crown'd; 
But tliofe fame Tongues, that give thee fo thine own~ 
In other Accents do this Praife confound 
By feeing farther, than the Eye bath fhown. 
They look into the Beauty of thy Mind, 
And that in ghefs they meafure by thy Deeds, 
Then churls their l:"'houghts (although their Eyes wete 

kind) 
To thy fair Flower add the rank Smell of Weeds. 

Hut why thy Odor matcheth not thy fhow, 
'fhe Toil is this, that thou doft common grow. 

Injuriou; 
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Injurious Time. 

Like a~ the Waves make t.owards the pibled Shore, 
So do our Minutes hafl:en to their E nd . 

.Each changing Place with that, which goes before 
In fequent Toi1 al1 Forwards do ~ontend. 
Nativity once in the Main of Ligqt, . 
Crawles to Maturity, wherewitn being crown'd 
Crooked Eclipfes 'gainft his Glory fight, 
And Time, that gave, doth now his Gift confound. 
1Time doth transfix the Flourilh fet on Youth, 
'And delves the Parallels in Beauties Brow, 
Feeds on the Rarities of Nature's Truth, 
And nothing ftands but for his Sithe to mow. . 

And yet to Times in hope, my Verfe ilia lJ ftand 
Praifiog thy Worth, defpight his cruel Ha1:d. 

Againft my Love lliall be as I am now 
With times injurious Hand crulh 'd and o'er-worn, 
When Hours have drain'd his Blood and nll'd his Brow 
With Lines and Wrinkles, when his, youthful Morn 
Hath travail'd on to Ages fteepy Night, 
And all thofe Beauties, whereof now he's King 
Are vanifhing, or va.nilb'd out of Sight, 
Stealing away the Treafure of his Spring. 
For fuch a Time do } now Fortify 
Againft confounding Ages cruel Knife, 
That he fhall never Cut from Memory 
My fweet Love's Beauty, tho' my Lover's Life. 

His Beauty 1hall in thefe black Lines be feeii, 
And they !hall live, and he in thein frill Green. 

When I have feen by Times fell Hand defac'd 
The ~ich proud Coft of out-worn buried Age ; 

H Vh~n 
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When fometimes lofty Towers I fee down razed, 
And Brafs eternal Slave to mortal Rage ; 
When I have feen the hu~glY Ocean gain 
Advantage on the Kingdom of the Shoar, 
~nd the firm Soil win of the watry lVlain, 
Increafing Store with Lofs, and Lofs with Store ; 
\Nhcn [ have feen fuch Interchange of State, 
Or State it felf confounded, to decay, 
Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my Love away. 

This Thought is as a Death, which cannot choofe 
·But weep to have, that which it fears to loofe. 

Since Brafs, nor Stone, nor Earth, nor bounalefs Sea, 
But fad Niortality o'er-iways their Power, 
How with this Rage iball Beauty hold a Plea, 
Whofe A et ion is no ftronger, than a Flower? 
0 ! how fhall Summer's hungry Breath hold out, 
Againft the wrackful Siege of battering .tys, 
When Rocks impregnable are not fo ftout, . 
Nor Gates of Steel fo ftrong but Time decays? 
0! fearfullVIeditation, where a lack 
ShaH times beft Jewell from times Cheft lie hid ? 
Or what ftrong Hlnd can hold this fwift Foot back, 
Or who 1 is Spoil on Beauty ea n forbid? ~ . 

0! none, unlefs this Miracle have mignt, 
That in black Ink my Love may ftil1 fhine bright. 

Tyr'd with all thefe for reftful·Death I cry, 
As to heho1d Defart a Beggar born, 
AnJ needy Nothing trim'd in Jolity, 
And pureft Faith unhappily forfworn, 
And guilded Honour fhamefully mifplac'd, 
And JVtaiden V ~rtue rudely Strumpeted, 
And right PerfeCtion wrongfully difgrac'd, 
And Strength by limping Sway difabled, 

And 
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And Art made Tongue-ty'd by Authority, 
Anu Fo11y (OoEtor-like) controuling Skill, 

. And fimple Truth mifcall'd Simplicity, 
And Captive-good attending Captain Ill. _ 

Tyr'd with all ·rh~fe, from thefe would I be gone, 
Save that to die, I leave my Love alone. 

True Admiration. 

WHat is your Subftance, whereof are you made; 
That million~ of ftra n e Shadows on you tend? 

Since every one, hath e'fery ope, one Shade, 
And you but one, can every fhadow lend ? 
Defcrihe Adonis, and the Counterfeit, 
Is poor\ y imitated after yon, 
On HeUens Cheek all Art of Beauty fet, 
And you in Grecian Tire are paihted new. 
Speak of the Spring and Foyzen of the Year, 
The one dotli ~adow of your Beauty ihow, 
The other as your Bounty doth appear, 
And you in every blt !fed ~hape we know. 

In all external Grace you have fome Part, 
But you like none, none you for conftant He:1rt. 

0 ! how much more cloth Beauty beauteous feem, 
By that fweet Ornament " hich Truth doth give, 
The Rofe looks fair, but fa~rer we it deem 
For tha~ . fweet Odour, which doth tn it live. 
The Canker-blooms have full as deep a Die, 
.As the perfumed Tincture of the Rofts, 
Hang on fuch Thorns, and play as wan only, 
When Summers breath their masked Bnds difclofes : 
But for their Venue's only in their lliow, 

H 2 They 
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They live unmov'd, and unrefpected fade ; 
Die to themfelves, Sweet Rofes do not fo, 
Of their fweet Deaths,. are fweeteft Odours made.· 

And fo of you, beauteous and lovely Youth, 
\Vhen that flull fade, by Verfe diftils your Trutb; 

The Force cif Love. 

B.. Eing your Slave what lhould I do but tend 
Upon the Hours and Times of your Defire ~ 

I have no precious Time at all to fpend, 
Nor Services to do till you require. 
Nor dare I chide the World-without-end-Hour; 
Whilft I (my Soveraign) wa-tch the Clock for you; 
Nor think the Bitternefs of Abfence four, 
When you have bid your Servant once adieu. 
Nor dare I queftin with my j.eal-ous Thought, 
Where you may be, or your Affairs fuppofe, 
But like a fad Slave ftay and think ot Nought; 
Save where you are, how happy you make thofe, 

So true a Fool is Love, that in your Will, 
(Tho' you d'o any thing) he thinks no ill. 

That God forbid, that made me fi'rft your Slave~ 
1 fhould in Thought controul your times of Pleafure; 
Or at your Hand th' Acc0unt of Hours to crave, 
Being your Vaffal bound to fray your Leifure. 
Oh ! let me fuffer, (being at your Beck) 
Th' imprison'd Abfenceofyour Liberty, 
And Patience tame, to Sufferance bide each Check; 
Without accufing you of In jury ! 
Be where you lift, your Charter is fo ftrong, 
That you your felt may privilege your Time 

To 
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To what you will to you it doth belong ; 
Your felf to pardon of felf-doing Crime. 

I am to wait, tho' waiting fo be Hell , 
Not blame your Pleafure be it ill or well. 

The Beauty of Nature. 

I F there he nothing new, but that, which is 
Hath been before, how are our Brains beguil'd ? 

Which labouring for Invention bear am ifs 
The feco nd Burthen of a former Child ? 
0! that Record could with a backward Look, 

l Even of five hundred Courfes of the Sun., 
Show me your Image in fome antique Book, 
Since mine at firft in Charatl:er was done. 
That I might fee what the old World could fay; 
To this compofed Wonder of your Frame, 
Whether we are mended, or where better they, 
Or whether Revolution be the fame. 

Oh! fure I am the Wits of former Days, 
To Subjects worfe have given admiring Praife. 

Love's Cruelty. 

F R 0 M faireft Creatures we defire Increafe
1 That thereby Beauties Ro{e may never die ~ 

But as the riper Jhould by time deceafe, 
His tender Heir might bear his Memory. 

H 3 Bu 
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Bur thou contraCted to thine .own bri.ght Eyes, 
F .ed'ft thy Liaht's Flame witli felf fubij:antial Fuel, 
Making a ram·ne where Abundance lies, 
Thv fdf thy Foe, to thy fweet fel.f too cruel: 
Thou that art now the \~'orld's frefh . Ornament, 
And o.1ly Hetald to the gaudy Spring, 
Within thine own Bud burieft tliy Content, 
And tender Churle mak'ft wafte in niggarding. 

Pity the VVorld, or elfe this Glutton be 
To eat the VVorld's due, by the Grave and thee. 

VVhen forty VVinters fha 11 befiege thy Brow, 
And dig deep Trenches in thy Beauties Field, 
Thy Youth's proud Livery fo gaz'd on now, 
VVi ll be a tatter,d V \feed of fmall Worth held: 
Then being ask'd where all thy Beauty lies, 
Where all the Treafure of thy lufty Days ? 
To fay within thine own deep funken Eyes, 
Were an all-eating Sh1me, and thriftlefs Praife. 
How much more Praife deferv'd thy Beauty's Ufe, 
If thou couldft anfw r this f~ir Child of mine 
Shall fum my Count, and make my old Excufe, 
Proving his Beauty by Succcffion thine. 

This were JO be new made when thou art old, 
And fee thy Blood warm when thou feel'ft it cold. 

Look in thy GlafS. and tell the Face thou vieweft, 
Now is the time that Face furmld form another, 
Wbofe frefh repair if now thou not reneweft, 
Thou do'ft beguile the \Vorld, unblefs fome Mother. 
For w~ere is fue fo fair w hofe un-eard Womb 
Difdains the tillage of thy Husbandry ? 
Or who is he fo fond will be the Tomb 
Of his felf Love to flop Pofterity ? 
Thou art thy Mother's Glafs and fbe in thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her Prime. 

So 
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So thou thro' Windows of thine Age fhalt fee, 
Defpight of Wrinkles this thy golden Time. 

But if thou live, remember not to be, 
Die fingle and thine Image dies with thee. 

0 That you were your felf, but, Love, you are 
No longer yours, than you your felf here live, 

Againft this coming End you lliould prepare, 
And you,r. fweet Semt)lance to fome other give. 
So {hoq'd that Beauty, whicH you hold in Leafe 
Find no Deter,mihation ; tHen you were 
Your felf again after your felf's Deceare, 
When your fweet ffue your _fweet Form lliou'd be1r. 
Who lets fo fair a Houfe fall to decay, 
Wliicli usoanary in Honour might uphold, 
Againft the ftormy Gufts of Winters Day, 
And barren Ra e of eatli's eternal €old ? 

0! none but U1 thrifts, dear my Love, you know, 
You had a Fath~r, let your Son fay fo. 

Not from the Stars do I my Judgment filuck, 
And yet me thinks I have Aftronomy, 
But not to tell of good, or evil Luck, 
Of Plagues, of Dearths, or Seafons quality, 
Nor can I Fortune to brief Minutes tell ; 
Pointing to each his Thunder, Rain and Wind, 
Or fay with Princes if it iliaU go well 
By oft predict, that I in Heaven find. 
But from thine Eyes my Knowledge I derive; 
And conftant Stars in them I read fuch Art, 
As Truth and Beauty fhall together thrive, 

H4 If 
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If from thy felf, to ftore thou wouldft convert: 

Or elfe of thee this I prognofticate, 
Thy End js Trqt~'s ~nq. B~auty's Doom and date~ 

When I confider every thing, that grows 
Holds in PerfeB:ion but a little Moment ; 
That this huge Stage prefenteth nought but Shows; 
Whereon the Stars in fecret influence comment. 
\Vhen I perceiv~, that Men as Plants increafe, 
Cheared and check'd even by the felf-fame Sky, 
ya~nt ~n tpeir yquthful Sap, at heig~t decre~fe; 
And we~r their brave State out of Mempry. 
Then the Conceit of this inconfi:ant Stay, 
Sets you ~oft dch in Youth before J11Y Sight, 
Where wafteful Time debateth with decay 
To change your Day of Youth to fu11ied Night; 

• ..\nd all in War with Time for love of you 
As he takes from you, I ingraft you new. 

Good Admonition. 
' . 

BUt wherefore do not .you a mightier Way 
Make War upou this bloody Tyrant Time? 

And fortifie your felf in your Decay 
With M eJns m or~ bleifed, than my barren Rime~ 
Now ftand you on the Top of happy Hours, 
And many maiden Gardens yet unfet, 
With vertuo~s Wifu would bear you living Flowers, 
Much liker, tha~ your p~inted Cou~terfeit .. 
So fhou'd the Lmes of L1fe, that Ltfe repair, 
Which this (Time's Penfill or my Pupil Pen) 
Neither in inward \\lorth nor outward fair 
Can make you live your felf in Eyes of Men; 
r, 1 , , • • · T~ 
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To give away your felf, keeps your felf ftil1, 
And you muft live drawn by your own fweet Skin.· 

Who will believe my Verfe in time to come 
If it were fi\l'd with your moft high Deferts? 
Thou?,h yet Heaven knows it is but as a Tomb, 
Which hides your Li fe., and ihows not half your Parts: 
If I cou'd write the Beauty of your Eyes, 
And in frefh Numbers number all your Graces, 
The Age to come wou'd fay this Poet lies, 
Such he~venly Touches ne're · touch'd earthly Faces.' 
So fhould my Papers (ye11ow'd with their Age) 
Be fcorn'd, like old Men of lefs Truth, than Tongue; 
And your true Rights be term'd a Poets Rage, 
And ftretched 1\lletre of an Antick Song. 

But were fome Child of yours alive that time 
You fuould live twice in it, and in my Rhime. 

Quick Prevention. 

L Oe in the Orient when the gracious Light, 
Lifts up his burning Head each under Eye 

Doth Homage to his new appearing Sight, 
Serving with Looks his facred Majefry, 
And having clim'd the freep-up heavenly Hill, 
Refembling ftrong Youth in his middle Age, 
Yet mortal Looks adore his Beauty ftil1, 
Attending on his golden Pilgrimage. 
l3ut when from high-mofl: Pitch, with weary Care, 
Like feeble Age he reeleth from the Day, 
The Eyes (fore dutious) now converted are 
from nis low Tract and look another way : 

So 
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So thou, thy felf out-going in thy Noon; 
U nlook'd on dieft unlefs thou get a Son. 

Magazine (![ Beauty. 

UN thrifty r.ovelinefs why doft thou fpend, 
Up1n thy felf thy. Beauties Legacy ? 

Natures bequeft gives nothing but doth lend, 
And being frank fhe lends to thofe are free. 
Then beauteous N igard why doft thou abufe, 
The bounteo1:1s Largefs given thee to give ? 
Profitlefs Ufurer, why doft thou ufe 
So great a Sum of Sums yet can'ft not live? 
For having Traffick with thy felf alone, 
Thou of thy felf thy fweet felf doft deceive, 
Then how when Nature calls thee to be gone, 
What acceptable Audit can'ft thou leave? 

Thy unus'd Beauty muft be tomh'd w.ith thee, 
Which ufed lives th' Executor to be: 

Thofe Hours, that with gentle Work did frame 
The lovely G1ze where every Eye doth dwell 
Will play the Tyrants to the very fame, 
And that unfair which fairly doth excel1. 
For never refting Time leads Summer on, 
To hideous Winter and confounds him there, 
Sap checkt w'ith Froft and lufty Leaves quite gone. 
Beaaty o'er-fnow'd and Barennefs every where, 
Then \V ere not Summers difti1Iation left 
A 1iq·1id Prifoner pent in Walls of Glafs, 
Beauties Effefr with Beauty were bereft, 
Nor it nor no Remembrance what it was. 

But 
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But Flowers diftil'd though they with Winter meet, 
Lofc but their Show., their Subftance frill lives fweet: 

Then let not Winters· ragged Hand deface, 
In thee thy Sumlmer e'er thou be diftil1'd: 
Make fweet fome Vial; Treafure thou fome Place, 
With Beauties Treafure e'er it be felf-kill'd : 
That ufe is not forbidden Ufury, 
Which bappies thofe, that pay the willing Lone; 
That's for thy felf to breed another thee, 
Or ten times happier b'e it ten for one, 
Ten times thy felf were happier then thou art, . 
If ten of thine ten times refigur'd thee, 
Then what could Death do if thou fhould'ft depart,31 

• 

Leaving thee liviBg in Pofterity? 
Be not Self-will'd for tho at t mu.ch too Fair, 
TobeDeath'sConqueft and make Worms thineHeir: 

An Invitation to Marriage. · 

MUfick to hear, why hear'ft thou Mufick fadly? 
Sweets with Sweets war not, Joy delights in Joy: 

Why lov'ft thou that, which thou r ceiv'ft not gladly? 
Or elfe receiv'ft with Pleafure thine annoy ! · 
If the true Concord of well tuned Sounds, 
"By Unions married .do offend thy Ear, 
They do but fwe tly chide thee, who confounds 
In Singlenefs the Parts, that thou Ihould'ft bear: 
Mark how one frring fweet Husband to another, 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering ; 
Refembling Sire and Child, and happy Mother, 
Who aU in one~ one pleafing Note do Sing: 

Whore 
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Whofe fpeechlefs Song being maQy, feeming one; 
Sings this to thee, thou fingle wilt prove none. 

Is lt for fear to wet a Widow's Eye 
Thtt thou confum'!l: thy felf in fingle Life ? 
Ah! if thou lffJelefs flult hap to die, 
The World will wail thee like a makelefs Wife,· 
The World will be thy Wid'lw, and ftill weep, 
Thlt thou no Form of thee h1!l: left behind, 
Wlen every private Wid'lw well m1y keep~ 
By Childrens Eves, her H'1sb1nd's Shape in Mind: 
Lock whc1t an U.1thrift in the World doth fpend 
Shiits but his Place, for ft:ill the World enjoys it. 
But Beauties wafte bath in the World an End, 
And kept unus'd the Ufer fo deftroys it .. 

No Love towards others io that Bofom fits, 
1'hat on himfelf fuch murd'rous Shame commits.· 

Fo1 flume deny, that thou bear'ft Love to any, 
Wlo for thy felf art fo unprovident; 
Grmt if thou wilt, thou art belov'd of many," 
But that thou none lov'ft is moft evident : 
For thou art fo po!feft with murd'rous Hate, 
Th't gainft thy felf thou ftick'ft not to confpire; 
Seeting that beauteous Roof to ruinate 
Wlich to repair fhould be thy chief Defire.· 
0! change thy Thought, that I may change my 1\-Iind.· 
Sha) Hate be fairer lodg'd, than gentle Love? 
Be as thy Prefence is, gracious and kind, 
Or :o thy felf at leaft kind hearted prove. 

Na ke thee another felt for love of me, 
That Beauty ftill may live in thine or thee. 

As fJff: as thou Jhalt wane, fo faft thou grow'ft, 
In o;e 0f thine, from that, which thou departeft, 
And that frefu Blood which youngly thou beftow'ft, 

Thou 
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Thou maift call thine, when thou from Youth colt
Herein lives Wifdom, Beauty and Increafe, (vertet, 
VVithout this Folly, Age, and cold Decay, 
If an \\ere minded fo, the Times fhould ceafe, 
And thteefcore Years would make the World away: 
Let thofe, w horn Nature bath not made for Store, 
Hadb, featurlefs, and rude barrenly perifh, 
Lnok v. horn lhe beft indow'd, 1be gave the more; 
,Which bounteousGift thou 1bou1dft in Bounty cherill; 

1 

She carv'd thee for her Seal, and rnent thereby 
Thou fhouldft print more, not let that Copy die. 

When I do count the Clock, that tells the Time, 
'And fee the brave Day funk in hidious Night; 
1When I behold the Violet paft Prime, 
And fable Curls or filver'd o'er with white: 
When lofty Trees I fee barren of Leaves, 
~Which erft from Heat did canopy the Herd; 
'And Summers Green all girded up in Sheaves; 
Born on the Bear with white and briftly Beard: 
Then of thy Beauty do I queftion make 
That thou among the Waftes of Time muft go, 
Since Sweets and Beauties do themfelves forfake, 
And die as faft as they fee others grow, 

And nothing 'gainft Times Si the can make Defence 
Save Breed to brave him, when he takes thee hence. 

Falfe Belief. 

-wHen my~ove fwears, that lhe is made of Truth: 
l do believe her (tho' I know fhe lies) 

That lhe might think me fome untutor'd Youth, 
Unskilful in the \\'orld$ falfe Forgeries. 

Thus 
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Thus vainly thinking, th7tt fue thinks me young; 
Although I know my Years be paft the beft: 
I fmiling, credit her falfe fpeaking Tongue, 
Outfacing Faults in Love, with loves ill Reft. 
But wHerefore fa vs my Love that fhe is Young? 
And wherefore fay not I, that I am old ? 
0 ! Loves heft H a hit is a fmoothing Tongue, 
A;1d Age (in Love) loves not to have Years told. 

Therefore I'll lye with Love, and Love with me; 
Since that our Faults in Love thus fmother'd be. 

A Temptation. 
rrwo Loves I have, of Comfort, and Defpair; 

That like two Spirits do fuggeft me ftill : 
My better Angel is a Man (right fair) 
My worfer Spirit a Woman (colo.ur'd il1.) 
To win me foon to Hell, my Female Evil 
Tempteth rpy better Angel from my Side, 
A1Jd would corrupt my Saint to be a Devil, 
Wooing his Purity with her fair ·Pride. 
And whether, that my Angel be turn'd Fiend, 
Sufpea: I ·may (yet not directly tell :) 
For being botn to me : both to each Friend, 
I ghefs one Angel in another's Hell ... 

The Truth I !hall not know, but live in Doubt; 
Till my bad Angel fire my good one out. 
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Fajt and Loofe. 

D I 0 not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine Eye, 
'Gainft whom the W.orld could not hold Argu· 

Perfwade my He2rt to this falfe Rerjury, (ment, 
Vows for thee broke deferve not Puni1hment. 
A Woman I forfwore: But I will prove, 
Thou being a Goddefs, I forfwore not thee : 
My Vow was earthly, thou a heavenly Love, 
Thy Grace being gain'd, cures all Difgrace in me~ 
My Vow was Breath, and Breath a Vapour is, 
Then thou fair Sun, that on this Earth doth fhine, 
Exhale this Vapour Vow, in thee it is: 
If broken, then it is no Fault of mine. 

If by me broke, what Fool is not fo wife 
To break an Oath to win a Paradife 1 

True Content. 

S 0 is it not with me, as with that Mufe, 
Stirr,d by a painted Beauty to his Verfe, 

Who Heaven it felf for Ornament doth ufe, 
And every Fair with his Fair doth rehearfe, 
Making a Complement of proud Compare 
With Sun and Moon, with Earth and Seas rich Gems: 
With .April's firft-born Flowers and all things rare, 
That Heaven's Air, in this huge Rondure hems, 
0 ! let me true in Love but truly Write, 
And then believe me, my Love is as fair 
As any Mother's Child, tho' not fo bright 
As thofe Gold Candels fix'd in Heaven's Air. 

Let 
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Let them fay more, that likr of Hear-fay well; 
I will not praife, that PurpoJe not to fe11. 

A !Jafo.ful Lover. 

A S an unperfect AClor on t1e Stage, 
Who with his Fear is plt befides his Part ; 

Or fome fierce Thing repleat w[th too much Rage, 
Whofe Strength abundance, w~akens his own Heart~ 
So I for fear of Truft, forget t)· fay, 
The perfe8: Ceremony of Love's Right, 
And in mine own Love's Stren~th feem to decay, 
O'er-charg'd with Burthen of rrine own Love'sMight.' 
0 ! let my Books be then the Eloquence, 
And dumb Prefagers of my fpeaking Bre:tft, 
Who plead for Love, and loor for Recompence, 
More,than that Tongue,that more hath more expreft.' 

0! learn to read what filent ..... ove ha th writ, 
To hear with Eyes belongs to Love's fine Wit. 

Strong Couceit. 

'MY Glafs fhall not perfwade me r am O'Id, 
i . So long as Youth and trou art of one Date;· 
But when in thee Times Sorrovs I behold, 
Then look I De1th my Days fh<1uld expiate. 
For all that Beauty, that doth CJVer thee, 
Is but the feemly Rayment of ny Heart, 
\Vhich in thy Breaft doth live, as thine in me, 
How can I then be elder, than :hou art? 

o! 
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0! therefore, Love b(; of thy felf fo wary, 
As I not for my felf, but for thee, will, 
Bearing thy Heart, which I w.ill ke~p ~o chary, 
As tender Nurfe her Babe from fanng 1l1. 

Prefume not on thy Heart when mine is flain, 
. Thou gave'ft me dine not to give back again. 

A fweet Provocation. 

SWeet Cytherea, fit1ing by a Brook, 
\Vith young Adoris, lovely, frefh and green, 

Did Court the Lad with many a lovely Look; 
Such Looks as none cculd look but Beauties Queen. 
She told him Stories, to delight h·s EArS; 
She fhow'djhim FavotTs, to allure his Eye ; 
To win his Heart, fr.e toucht him here and there ; 
Touches fo foft, frill conquer Chaftity. 
But whether unripe !ears did want Conceit, 
Or he refu&'d to tak~ her figur'd Proffer, 
The tender Nibler wou'd not touch the Bait, 
But fmile, and jeft, ~t every gentle offer. 

Then fell fue on her Back, fair Queen, and toward, 
He rofe and ran a~ay, ah ! Fool too froward . 

.L1 coRfiant Vow. 

I F Love make mefotfworn, how fha11 I fwear to love? 
0! never Faith co1'd hold, if not to Beauty vow'd: 

Tho' to my felf forfworn, to thee 1'11 confi:ant prove, 
Thofethoughts to me lkeOaks,to thee likeOfiers bow'd.' 

I Study 
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Study his byas Leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes, 
Where all thofe Pleafurcs live, that Art can compre· 

bend. 
If Knowledge be the Mark, to know Thee fhall fuffice: 
\Velllearned is that Tongue, that well can thee com

mend! 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without Won· 

dcr, 
Which is to me fame Praife, that I thy Parts admire. 
Thine Eye 1ove's Lightning feems, thy Voice his 

dreadful Thunder 
Which (not to Anger bent) is Mufick and fweet Fire. 

Celeftial as~thou art, 0! do not lo .. Je that Wrong! 
Toftng Heaven'sPraife, with fuchanearthly Tongue-

The Exchange. 

A \Voman'sFace, with Natur~'sownHand painted, 
H·aft thou the Ma,fter, M1ftrefs of my. Paffion; 

A Woman's gentle Heart but not acquainted 
With fhifting Change, as is falfe Womens Fafhion. 
·An Eye more bright, than theirs, lefs falfe in row ling: 
Gilding the Object whereupon it gazeth. 
:A l'vlan in hew all Hews in his controuling, 
Which !teals Mens Eyes, and Worn ens Souls amazeth: 
And for a Woman wer't thou firft created, 
Till Nature as fhe wrought thee, fell a doting, 
And by Addition me of thee defeated ; 
By adding one thing to my Purpofe nothing. 

But fiuce {he prick'd thee out for Womens Pleafure, 
Mine be thy Lov.e and thy Loves Ufe their Treafure • 

.Adif-_ 
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A 1Jifconfo tion. 

W. Eary with Toil, I hafte m +-o my Bed, 
The dear Repofe for Limbs with Travail tired; 

But tlien begins a Journey in my Head 
To work my Mind, when Bodies work's expired. 
For then my rJ'noughts (far from where 1 abide) 
Intend a zealous Pilgritnage to thee, 
And keep my arooping Eye-lids open wide, 
Looking on Darknefs, which the Blind do fee. 
Save that my Soul's imaginary Sight 
Prefents their Shadow to my fightlefs View; 
Which like a Jewel (hung in ghaftly Night) 
Makes black Night beauteous. and her old Face new." 

Lo ! thus by Day my Limbs, by Night my Mind; 
For thee, and for my felf no Quiet find . . 

How can I then return in happy Plight, 
That am debar'd the Benefit of Reft ? 
When Days Oppreffion is not eas'd by Night, 
But Day by Night, and Night by Day opprefr? 
And each (tho' Enemies to others reign) 
Do in Confent 1bake Hands to torture me : 
The one by Toil, the other to complain, 
How far I toil, ftil1 farther off from thee. 
I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 
And do'ft him grace when Clouds do blot the Heaven: 
So flatter I tlie fwart-complexion'd Night, 
When fparklingStars tweer out, thou guil'ft th' Even.' 

But Day dotp daily draw my Sorrows longer, 
And Night doth nightly make Grief's length, feern 

(ftronger. 
Wnen in Difgrace with Fortune and Mens Eyes, 
I all alone beweep my out-caft State, 

I 2 And 
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And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootlefs Cries, 
And look upon my ielf and Curfe my Fate. 
Wi{hing me like to one more Rich in hope, 
Featur'd like him, like him with Friends poffeft ; 
Ddiring this Man's Art, and that Man's Scope, 
'\Vith what I moft enjoy contented leaft. 
Yet in tbefe Thoughts my felf almoft defpifing, 
Haply I think on thee, and then my State, 
(Like to the Lark at break of Day ariting) 
:From fullen Earths Sings Hymns at Heaven's Gate. 

For thy fweet Love remembred fuch Wealth brings, 
That then I fcorn to change my State with Kings. 

Cruel Veceit. 

SCarce had the Sun dry'd up the dewy Morn, 
And fcarce the Herd gone to the Hedge for Shade: 

When Cythere~t (all in Love forlorn) 
A longing Tariance for Adonis made 
Under an Ofier growing by a Brook: 
A Brook, where A don us'd to cool his Spleen. 
Hot was the Day, fhe hotter; that did look 
For his Approach, that often there had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his Mantle by, 
And ftood frark Naked on the Brooks green Brim : 
The Sun look't on the World with glorious Eye, 
Yet not fo wifrly, as this Queen on him: 

He fpying her, bounc'd in (whereas he ftood) 
Oh! 1ove (quoth fhe) why was not I a Flood? 
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The U nconflant Lover. 

FAir is my Love, but not fo Fair as Fickle ; 
Mild as a Dove, but neither true nor trufty; 

Brighter, than Glafs, and yet as Glafs is brittle; 
Softer, than \Vax., and yet as Iron rufty ; 

A LilJy Pale, with Damask Die to Grace her, 
None Fairer, nor none Falfer to Deface her. 

Her Lips to mine how often bath fhe join'd, 
Between each Kifs her Oaths of true Love [wearing? 
How many Tales to pleafe me hath fhe C')ined., 
Dreading my Love., the Lofs thereof ftil1 fearing. 

Yet in the midft of all her pure Prote(t:ings, 
Her Faith, her Oaths, her Tears, and all were Jeafr-

(ings. 
She burnt with Love, as Straw with Fire fla meth ; 
She burnt out Love, as foon as Straw out burneth; 
She fram'd the Love, and yet file foil 'd the F raming ; 
She bad Love laft, and yet fhe fe!1 a turning. 

Was this a Lover, or a Letcher whether? 
Bad in the beft, though excellent in neither. 

The Benefit qf Friendfoip. 

WHen, to the Seffions of f.weet filent Thought, 
. 1 fummon up Remembrance of things paft, 

I Stgh ~he lack of many a Thing I fought, 
And Wlth old Woes new wail my deJr Times wafte. 
Then can I drown an Eye (unus'd to flow) 
For precious Fri~nds hid in Death~s datele[s Night, 

I 3 AId 
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'And weep a frefh Loves long fince cancell'd VVoe; 
And moan th' Expence of p.1any a vanifu'd Sight. 
Then can I grieve at Grievances forego11e, 
'And heavily from VVoe to VVoe tell o'er 
The fad Account of fore-bemoaned Moan, 
VVhich I new pay, as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee (dear Friend) 
All Loffes are reftor'd, and Sorrows end . 

. Thy Bofom is· indeared with all Hearts, 
· VVhich I by lacking have fuppofed Dead ; 

And there reigns Love and all Loves loving Parts; 
And all thofe Friends, which l thought buried. 
How many a Holy and Obfequious Tear 
Hath dear Religious Love ftolen from mine Eye, 
As tntereft of the Dead, which now appear, 
But things remov'd that hidden in thee lye. 
Thou art the Grave where buried Love doth live. 
Hung with the Trophies of my Lovers gone ; 
VVho all their Parts of me to thee did give, 
,That due of many, now is thine alone. 

Their Images I lov'd, I view in thee, 
And thou (all they) haft all the all of me. 

If thou furvive my well contented Day, 
VVhen thatChurl Death my Bones with Duft fhall cover; 
And 1halt by Fortune once more re-furvey 
Thefe poor rude Lines of thy deceafed Lover: 
Compare them with the bett'ring of the Time, 
And though they be out-ftript by every Pen, 
Referve them for my Love, not for their Rhime, 
Exceeded by the height of happier Men. 
Oh ! then vouchfafe me but this loving Thought, 
Had my Friends Mufe grown with this growing Age, 
A dearer Birth, than this his Love had brought 
To march in Ranks of better Equipage: 

But 



P o EMs on feveral Occaflons. I 3 5 
But fince he Dyed, and Poets better prove, 
Theirs for their Stile I'll read, his for his Love. 

Friendly Concord. 

I F Mufick and fweet Poetry agree, 
As they muft needs (the Sifter and the Brother) 

:rhen muft the Love be great 'twixt thee and me, 
Becaufe thou lov'ft the one, and I the other. 
Dowland to thee is De·ar, whofe heavenly Touch 
Upon the Lute, doth ravifu human Senfe: 
Spencer to me, whofe deep Conceit is fuch, 
As palling all Con.ceit, needs no Defence. 
Thou lov'!t to hear the fweet melodious Sound, 
That Phtrbus Lute (the Q1een of Mufick) makes 
And I in deep Delight am chiefly Drown'd, 
VVhen as bimfelf to Singing he betakes. 

One God is God of both (as Poets fain) 
ORe Knight loves both, and both in thee remain. · 

Inhumanity. 

FAir was the Morn, when the fair Queen of Love, 
Paler for Sorrow than her milk white Dove, . 

For Adons Sake, a Youngfter Proud and V Vild, . 
Her Stand fue takes upon a fteep up Htll. 
Anon Adonis comes with Horn and Hou 1ds, 
She fil1y Queen, with more, than Loves good VVin, . 
Forbad the Boy he fhould not pafs thofe Grounds1 
Once (quoth file) did I fee a fair fwcet Youth 

I 4 :Here 
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Here in there Brakes, deep wounded with a Boar, 
Deep in the Thigh a Spcttacle of Ruth, 
See in my Thigh ( quoth fhe) here was the Sore, 

She !bt wed hers, he fJw more VVounds then one, 
And blulhing fled, and left her all alone. 

A Congratulation. 

H-0 W can my Mufe want Subjed: to invent, 
VV hi le thou doft breath that pour'ft into my 

Thifle own fweet Argument, too Excellent, (Verfe 
For every vulgar Paper to Rehearfe. 
Oh ! give thy felf the Thanks if ought in me, 
VVorthy Perufal ftand againft thy fight, 
For who's fo dull, that cannot V V rite to thee, 
VVhen thou thy felf daft give Invention Light? 
Be thou the tenth Mufe, ten times more in worth, 
Than thofe old Nine, which Rhimers invocate, 
And he th1t calls o.n thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal Numbers to out-live long Date. 

If my flight Mufe do pleafe thefe .curious Days, 
The Pain be mine, but thine fhall be the Praife. 

Oh! how thy VVorth with Manners may I Sing, 
V V hen thou art all the better Part of me? 
VVhat can mine own Praife to mine own felf bring? 
And what is't but miA1e ow·n when I Praife thee? 
Even for this, let us devided Live, 

· And our dear Love lofe Name of fingle one; 
That by this Separation I may give : 
That due to thee, which thou deferv'ft alone. 
Oh! Abfence what a Torment wouldft thou prove, 
VVere'c not that thy four Leifure gave fweet Leave, 

To 
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To entertain the Time with Thoughts of Love, 
Who Time and Thoughts fo fweetly doft deceive. 

And that thou teacheft how to make one twain, 
By praifing him here, who doth hence remain. 

Take a11 my Loves, my Love, yea take them all, 
What haft thou then more, than thou hadft before? 
No Love, my Love, that thou may'ft true Love eaU, 
All mine was thine, before thou hadft this more. 
Then if for my Love, thou my Love receiveft, 
I cannot blame thee, for my Love thou ufeft; 
But yet be bbm'd, if thou thy felf decieveft 
By wilful Tall e of what thy felf refufeft. 
I do forgive thy Robb'ry, gentle Thief, 
Although thou fl:eal thee all my Poverty: 
And yet Love knows it is a ~reater Grief 
To bear Love's Wrong, than hates known Injury. 

Lafcivious Grace., in w horn all Ill well {bows, 
Kil~ me with Spight, yet we mufr not be Foes. 

Loft and Gain~ 

T Hofe pretty Wrongs that Liberty commits, 
When I am fometimes abfent from thy Heart, 

Thy Beauty, and thy Years full well befits, 
For frill Temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 
Beaufious thou art, and therefore to be affailed, 
And when a Woman woos, wh1t Woman's Son, 
Will fourely leave her till he have prevailed ? 
Ay me! but yet thou mightft my Seat forbear, 
And chide thy Beauty and thy ftraying Youth, 

\Vho 
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Who lead thee in their Riot even there, 
Where thou art forc't to break a twofold Truth: 

Hers by thy Beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine by thy Beauty being falfe to me. 

That thou haft her, it is not all my Grief, 
And yet it may be fa id I lov'd her dearly, 
That file bath thee is of my wayling Chief, 
A Lofs in Love that touches me more nearly." 
Loving Offenders thus I will excufe ye, 
Thou doft love her, becaufe thou knowft I love her; 
And for my fake even fo doth lhe abufe me, 
Suffering my Friend for my fake to approve her. 
If I lofe thee, my Lofs is my Love's Gain, 
And lofing her, my Friend hath found that Lofs. 
Both find each other, and I lofe both twain, 
And both for my fake lay on me this Crofs. 

But here,s the Joy, my Friend, and I are one, 
Sweet Flattery, then file loves but me alone. 

Foolijh Vijdain. 

V Enm with Adonu fitting by her, 
Under a Mirtle Shade began to woo him. 

She told the Youngling how God Mars did try her; 
And as he fell to her, file fell to him. 
Even thus (quoth lbe) the warlike God embrac't me, 
And then fhe clipt .Adonu in her Arms • . 
Even thus (quoth fhe) the warlike God unlac't me, 
As if the Boy fhould ufe like loving Charms. 
Even thus (quoth fhe) he feized on my Lips, 
And with her Lips on his did aa: the Seizure: 

And 
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And as fue fetched Breath, away he skips, 
And would not take her l\lleaning, nor her Pleafure. 

Ah ! that I had my Lady at this Bay : 
To kifs and clip me till I run away. 

Ancient' Antipathy. 
' r 

CRabbed Age and Youth cannot live together; 
Youth is full of Plea fa nee, Age is full of Care; 

Youth like Summer Morn, Age like Winter \Veather; 
Youth like Summer brave, Age Eke Winter baret 
Youth is full of Sport, Ages Breath is fhort ; 
Youth is nimble, Age is lame; 
Youth is hot and bold, Age is weak and cold ; 
Youth is wild, and Age is tame. 

age I do abhor thee, Youth I do adore thee ; 
0 my Love my Love is young: 

Age I do defie thee, Oh ! fweet Shepherd hie thee : 
For me thinks thou frays too long. 

Beauty's 17aluation. 

BEauty is but a vain and doubtful Good, 
A fhining Glofs, that fadeth fuddenly; 

A Flower that dies, when firft it 'gins to bud, 
A brittle Glafs, that's broken prefently. 

A doubtful Good, a Glofs, a Glafs, a Flower, 
Loft, faded, broken, dead within an Hour. 

And 
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And as Goods loft, are ·reld or never found ; 
As faded Glofs no rubhing will refrelh; 
As Flowers dead, lie withered on the Ground ; 
As broken Glafs no Scement cal'l redrefs ; 

So Beauty blemifht once, for ever's loft, 
In fpite of Phyfick, Painting, Pain and Coft. 

Melancholy Thoughts. 

I F the dull Snbftance of my Flelh were Thought, 
Injurious Diftance fhould not ftop my Way ; 

For then defpight of Space I would be brought, 
To Limits far remote, where thou do'ft ftay. 
No matter then although my Foot did ftand 
Upon the fartheft Earth remov'd from thee, 
For nimble Thought can jump both Sea and Lilnd, 
As foon as think the Place where he would be. 
But ab ! Thought kills me, that I am not Thought, 
'fo leap large Lengths of Miles when thou art gone; 
But that fo much of Earth and Water wrought, 
I muft attend, Time's Leifure with my Moan ; 

Receiving Naught by Elements fo flow, 
But heavy Tears, Badges of eithers \VQ. 

The other two, !light Air, and purging Fire 
Are both with thee,cwhere ever I abide ; 
The firft my Thought, the other my Deure. 
Thefe prefent abfent with fwift Motion flide. 
For when thefe quicker Elements are gone 
In tender Embaffy of Love to thee, 
My Life being made of Four, with two alone; 
Sinks down to Death., oppreft with Melancholy. 
Un_til Live's Compofition be recurcd, 

By 
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By thofe fwift Meffengers return'd from thee, 
Who even but now come back again affured 
Of their fair Health, recounting it to me. 

This told, I joy, but then no longer glad, 
I fend them back again and ftraight grow fad. 

Love's Loft. 

SWeet Rofe, fair Flower, untimely pluck' d., foon fa
Pluck'd in the Bod, and faded in the Spring : (ded 

Bright orient Pearl, a lack ! too timely fuaded, 
Fair Creature kill'd too foon by Death's fharp Sting: 

Like a green Plumb, that hangs upon a Tree, 
And fans (thro' Wind) before the Fall 1hould be. 

I weep for thee, and yet no Caufe I have, 
For why? Thou lefts me nothing in thy WiiJ, 
And yet thou lefts me more, than I did crave, 
For why? I cravec:l nothing of thee ftil1: 

0 yes (dear Friend) I Pardon crave of thee, 
Thy Difcontent thou didft bequeath to me. 

Love's Relief. 

F ULL many a glorious Morning have I feen, 
Flatter the Mountain Tops with foveraign Eye, 

Kiffing with golden Face the Meadows green ; 
Gilding pale Stream5 with heavenly Alcumy; 
Anon permit the bafeft Clouds to ride, . 
:With ugly Rack on his celeftial Face, 

And 
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And from the forlorn World his Vifage hide, 
Stea li ~ g unfeen to VVeft with this Difgrace. 
Even fo my Sun one early Morn did fhine, 
VVith all triumphant Splendor on my Brow. 
But out a lack! he was but one Hour mine, 
The Region Cloud bath mask'd him from me now. 

Yet him for this my Love no whit difdaineth, 
· Suns of the VVorld may ftain, when Heaven's Sun 

(ftaineth. 
VVhy didft thou promife fuch a beauteous Day, 
And make me travail forth without my Cloak, 
To let bafe Clouds o'er ... take me in my VVay, 
H iding thy Bravery in their rotten Smoke. 
'Tis not enou~,h, that thro' the Cloud thou break, 
To dry the Rain on my ftorm-beaten Face, 
For no Man well of fucl1 a Salve can fpeak, 
That heals the Wound, and cures not the Difgrace~ 
Nor can thy Shame give Phyfick to my Grief, 
Tho' thou repent, yet I have ftil1 the Lofs ; 
Th' Offender's Sorrow lends but weak Relief 
To him, that bears ftrong Offences Lofs. 

Ah ! but thofe Tears arePearl which thy:Love 1beds, 
A 1d they are rich, an(l ranfom all ill D eds. 

No more be griev'd at that, which thou haft done, 
Rofes have Thorns and filver Fountains Mud, 
Clouds and Eclipfes ftain both Moon and Sun, 
And 1oathfom Canker lives in fweeteft Bud. 
All 1\tlen make Faults, and even I in this, 
Authorizing thy Trefpafs with Compare, 
My felf corrupting falving thy Amifs, 
Excufing their Sins more, than their Sins are. 
For to my fenfual Fault I bring in Senfe, 
Thy adverfe Party is thy Advocate, 
And 'gainft. my felf a lawful Plea commence, 
Such civil v.-ar is in my Love and Hate, 

· That 
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That I an Acceifary needs muft be, 
To that fweet Theif which forely robs from me. 

Unanimity. 

L ET me confefs, that we two muft be twain, 
Although our undivided Loves are one. 

So ihall thofe Blots, that do with me remain, 
VVithout thy Help, by me be born alone. 
In our two Loves there is but one Refpea, 
Though in our Lives a feperable Spight, 
VVhich though it alter not Loves foie Effect, 
Yet doth it fteal fweet: Hours from Love's Delight.' 
I may not ever-more acknowledge thee, 
Leaft my bewailed Guilt fhould do thee Shame, 
Nor thou with publick Kindnefs honour me, 
Unlefs thou take that .Honour from thy Name. 

But do not fo, I love thee in fuch fort, 
As thou being mine, mine is thy good Report.' 

'As a decrepit Father takes Delight 
To fee his atl:ive Child do Deeds of Youth, 
So I, made Lame by Fortunes deareft Spight, 
Take all my Comfort of thy VVorth and Truth. 
For whether Beauty, Birth, or VVealth, or VVit, 
Or any of thefe all, or all, or more 
In titled in their Parts, do crowned fit, 
I make my Love ingrafted to this Store : 
So then I am not Lame, Poor, nor defpis'd, 
VVhilft that this Shadow doth fuch Subftance give, 
l=hat I in thy Abundance am fu.ffic'd: 
And by a Part of all thy Glory live ; 

Look 
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Look wh:at is beft, that Beft I wifh in thee, 
This Wifu I have, then ten Times happy me. 

Loath to depart. 

GOod Night, good Refr, ah neither be my Share ! 
She bad good Night, that kept my Refi: away. 

And daft me to a Cabben hang'd with Care 
To defcant on the Doubts of my Decay. 

Farewel (quoth fhe) and come again to Morrow: 
F arewe_l I could not, for I f::~pt with Sorrow. 

Yet at my Parting fwectly did 1he fmile, 
In Scorn, or Friendfuip, niB I confter whether: 
It may be fhe joy'd to jeft at my Exile; 
It may be again to make me wander thither. · 

Wander (a Word) for Shadows like my felf, 
As take the Pain, but cannot pluck the Pelf. 

Lord how mine Eyes throw Gazes to the Eaft! 
My He3rt doth charge the Watch; the Morning Rife 
Doth fcite each moving Scnfe from idle Reft, 
Not daring truft the Office of mine Eyes. 

While Philomela fits and fings, I fit and mark, 
And wifu her Lays were tuned like the Lark • 

. For fhe doth welcome Day-light with her Ditty, 
And drives away dark dreaming Night : 
The .Ntght fo packt, I poft unto my Pretty; 
Heart bath his Hope, and Eyes their wifhed Sight, 

Sorrow chang'd toSolace, and Solace mixt with Sor'" 
For why )lhe figh'd,and bad me come to morrow.(row, 

,.. VVere 
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Were I with her the Night would poft too foon : 
But now are IVlinutes added to the Hours: 
To fpite me now, each Minute feems an Hour, 
Yet not for me, fuine Sun to fuccour Flowers. 

Pack Night, peep Day, good Day of Night noW' 
borrow, 

Short Night, to Night, and length thy felf to 
Morrow. 

A Mafler-piece. 

Mine Eye bath play'd the Painter and ha h fteel'd 
Thy Beauties Form in Table of my Heart. 

My Body is the Frame, wherein 'tis held, 
And Perfpettive it is beft Painters Art. 
For thro' the Paint~'f mufi: you fee his Skill 
To find where your true Image piB:ur'd liec;, 
Which in my Bofom's Shop is h1nging ftill, 
That hath his Windows glazed with thine Eves. 
Now fee what ~ood Tut ns Eves for Eyes have done, 
Mine Eyes have drawn thy Shape, and thine for .ne 
Are Windows to my Bt e ft, where thro~ the Sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on t e. 

Yet Eyes this cunning vVant to gr.1cc their Art., 
They draw but what they fee, know not the Heart. 

Happinefs in qontent. 

L ET thof~, who are in Favour with their Stars, 
Of publick Honour and proud Titles boa it· 

1{ Whilft 
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Whilfr I, whom Fortune offuch Triumph bars, 
Unlook'd for Joy in that,I honour rnoft. 
Great Princes Favourites deir fair Leaves fpread ; 
But as the Marigold at tle Sun's Eye, 
And in thernfelves their Pride lies buried ; 
For at a Frown they in their Glory die. 
The painful Warriour fatmufed for Worth; 
After a thoufand Vittoriesonce foil'd, 
Is from the Book of Honcur razed quite, 
And all the reft forgot, fer which he toil'd~ 

!'hen happy I that love md am beloved, 
.Where I may not remove, nor be removed. 

A dutiful Jl1ejfage. 

LORD of my Love, to whom in Vaffalage 
Thy Merit hath my Duty ftrongly knit ; 

To thee I fend this writtm Ambafiage 
To witnefs Duty, not to fh~w my Wit. 
Duty fo great, which Wi! fo poor as mine 
May make feem bare, in wanting Words to ihew it; 
But tnat I hope fome goo~ Conceit of thine 
In thy Soul's Thought (all naked) will beftow it~' 
Till w hatfoever Star, d1at guides my moving, 
Points on me gracioufiy with fair Afpecl, 
And puts- Apparrel on mytottered Loving, 
To fhow me worthy of tbdr fweet Refpet\:. 

Then may I da1 e to boit how I do love thee, 
Till then, not fhow m; Head, where thou may'it 

prove me~ 

Go 
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Go and come quickly. 

H. 0 W heavy do I journey on the Way, 
When, That, I feek (my weary Travels end) 

Doth teach that Eafe and that Repofe to fay 
Thus far the Miles are rr.eafur'd from thy Friend? 
The Beaft, that bears m~, tir'd with my Wo, 
Plods dul1y on, to bear tmt Weight in me, 
As if by fome Inftinct the Wretch did know 
His Rider lov'd not Spe(d being made from thee. 
The bloody Spur cannot provoke him on, 
That fometimes Anger thrufts into his Hide ; 
Which heavily he anfwers with a Groan, 
More {harp to me, than fpurring to his Side. 

For that fame Groan doth put this in my Mind, 
My Grief lies onward and my Joy behind. 

Thus {;an my Love excufi the flow Offence, 
Of my dull Bearer, when from thee I fpeed. 
From where thou art w l1r 1hould I hafte me thence ? 
Till I return, of pofting is no need. 
0! what Excufe will my poor Beaft then find, 
When fwift Extremity can feem but flo'wv ? 
Then lbould 1 fj)ur tho' nounted on the Wind ; 
In winged Speed no Motion fhall l know. 
Then can no Horfe with my Defire keep Pace, 
Therefore Defire (of perfea Love being made) 
Shall neigh no dull Flefh [n his fiery Race, 
But Love for Love, thus.Ihal1 excufe my Jade. 

Since from thee going, he went wilful flow, 
Towards thee I'll run, and give him leave to go. 

F. 2 Tw{) 
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Two faithful Friends. 

M ine Eye and Heart are at a mortal War 
How to divide the Conqueft of thy Sight: 

Mine Eye, mv Heart their Pic.tures Sight would bar, 
My Heart, mine Eye the Freedom of that Right; 
My Heart doth plead, that thou in him daft lye ; 
(A Clofet never pierc'd with Chriftal Eyes) 
Rut the Defendant doth that Plea deny, 
And fays in him their fair Appearance lies. 
To fide this Title is impannelled 
A Queft of Thoughts, all Tenants to the Heart, 
And by their Verdia is determined 
The clear Eyes Moiety, and the dear Heart's Part: 

As thus; mine Eyes due is their outward Part, 
And tny Heart's_Right, their inward Love of Heart. 

Betwixt mine Eye and'Heart a League is took, 
And each doth good Turns now unto the other : 
1\Vhen that mine Eye is fa mifht for a Look, 
Or Heart in Lo\re with Sighs himfelf doth fmother ; 
;\Vith my Love's Pi8:ure then my Eye doth feaft, · 
Aud to the painted Banquet bids my Heart. 
Another T1me mine Eye is my Heart's Gueft, 
And in his Thoughts of Love doth fbare a Part. 
So either by the Picture of my Love, 
Thy felf away, are prefent frill with me, 
For thou not farther, than my Thoughts canft move, 
And I am ftill with them, and they with thee. 

Or if they fleep, thy Picture in my Sight 
. A wakes my Heart, to Heart's and Eyes Delight. 

Carelefs 
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Carelefs NegleEf. 

HOW cctreful was I, when I took my VVay, 
Each Trifle nnder trueft Bars to thruft, 

That to my Ufe it might unufed fray 
From Hands of Falfbood, in fure VVards of Truft ? 
But thou, to whom my Jewels Trifles at e., 
Moft worthy Comfort, now my greateft Grief. 
Thou bcft of Deareft, and mine only Car~, 
Art left the Prey of every vulgar Thief. 
Thee have I not lockt up in any Cheft, 
Save where thou art not, though I fed thou art, 
VVithin the gentle Clofure of my Breaft, 
From whence at Pleafure thou maift come and part; 

And even thence thou wilt be ftorn, I fear; 
For ~ruth proves thievHh for a Prize fo dear. 

Stout R.ejolution. 
1AGainft that time (if ever that time come) 

VVhen I fhal1 fee thee frown on my DefeB:s; 
VVhen as thy Love bath caft his utmoft Sum, 
Call'd to that Audit by advis'd RefpeB:s ; 
Againft that time, when thou !halt ftraflgely pafs, 
And fcarcely greet me with that Sun thine Eye ; 
When Love, converted from the thing it was, 
Shall Reafons find of fettled Gravity. 
Againft that time do I infconce me here, 
Within the Knowledge of mine own Defert, 
And this my Hand, againft my felf uprear, 
To guard the lawful Reafons on thy Part ; 

K 3 To 
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To leave poor me thou haft the Strength of Laws,· 
Since why to love, I can alled~e no Caufe. 

A Duel. 

I T was a Lording's Daughter, 
The faireft one of three, 

That liked of her M after, as well as well might be; 
Till looking on an Englifhman, 
The faireft Eye could fee, 

Her Fancy fell a turning. 

Long was the Combat doubtful, 
That Love with Love did fight, 
To leave the M after lovelefs, or kill the gallantKnight. 
To put in praaice either, alas it was a Spite 

y.nto the fil1y Damfel. 

Bot one muft be refufed, more mickle was the Pain~ 
That nothing could be ufed, to turn them both to 
For of the two the trufty Knight (Gain; 
Was wounded with Difda~n, ' 

Alas ! flte could not bel pit. 
(Day; 

Thus Art with Arms contending, was Vietor of the 
Which by a Gift of Learning, did bear theM aid away. 
Then lullaby the learned Man bath got th~ Lady gay, 

For now my S~ng is ended. 
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Love-jick. 

ON a Day (alack the Day) 
Love, whofe Month was ever May, ' 

Sp1ed a Bloffom palling Fair, 
Playing in the wanton Air. 
Through the velvet Leaves the Wind, 
Al1 unfeen, gan Pa!fage find, 
That the Lover (fick to Death) 
Wifht himfelf the Heaven's Breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy Cheeks may blow; 
Air! would I might triumph fo! 
But (alas) my Hand hath fworn, 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy Throne, 
Vow (alack) tor Youth unmeet, 
Youth, fo apt to pluck a -;w eet, 
Thou, for whom ev'n 1ove would fwctar, 
c:Juno but an Ethiope were, 
And deny himfelf for 1ove 
Turning mortal for thy Love. 

Love's Labour loft, 

M y Flocks feed not, my Ewes breed not, 
IVTy Rams fpeed not, all is amifs. 

Love Is dying, Faith's defying, 
Heart'~ denying, Caufer of this. 

All my merry Jiggs are quite forgot, 
.t\ll my Lady's Love i' loft (God wot) 

K~ Where 
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\Vhere her Faith was firmly fixt in Love, 
Tht r a Ne1y is pla<.'t without Remove. 

0 fi\1; Crofs., wrought all my Lofs; 
0! trowning Fortune., curfed fickle Dame ! 
For now I fee., Incooftancy, 
More in Women, than in Men remain. 

In black Mourn I, all Fears fcorn I, 
L,.,ve hat h forlorn me living in Thrall : 
Heart is bleeding, all Help needing ; 
0! cruel Speeding, fraughted with Gall. 
My ~hcpherd's Pipe can found no Deal, 
My \.Vedther's Bell rings doleful Knell, 
My curtail Dog, that wont to have play'd, 
Pia\ s not at all, but feems afraid. 

\Vith Sighs fo deep., procures t9 weep, 
In how ling wife, to fee my doleful Plight. 
How Sighs refound through heartlefs Ground, 
Like a thoufand vanqudht Men in bloody Fight. 

Clear Wells fpring not, fweet Birds fing not, 
Green Plants bring not forth their Die. 
Herds fta nd weeping, Flocks all fleeping, 
Nimphs black Peeping fearfully. 
All our Pleafure known to us poor Swains; 
All our merry Meetings on the Plains ; 
All our Evening Sport from us is fled; 
All our Love is loft, for Love is dead. 

Farewel, fweet Love, thy like ne'er was, 
For a fweet Content the Caufe of all my Woe; 
Poor Coridon muft live alone, 
Other Help for him I fee, that there is none. 

Whole fame 
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1flholefome Counfel. 

WHen as thine Eye bath chofe the Dame, 
And ftal'd the Deer, that thou lbouldft ftrike, 

Let Reafon rule things worthy Blame, 
As well as Fancy (partly al1 might) 

Take Counfel of fome wifer Head, 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 

'And when thou com'ft thy Tale to tell 
Smooth not thy Tongue with filed Talk; 
Leaft fue fome fubtil Practife fmell. 
A Cripple foon can find a Halt! 

But plainly fay thou lov'ft her well, 
And fet her Perfon forth to Sale. 

What though her frowning Brows be bent? 
Her cloudy Looks will calm e'er Night. 
And then too late lhe wi11 repent, 
That thus dilfembled her Delight :· 

A nd twice de fire e'er it be Day, 
That which with Scorn fhe put away. 

What though fhe ftrive to try her Strength; 
And ban, and braul, and fay thee nay? 
Her feeble Force will yield at length, 
,When Craft bath taught her thus to fay: 

Had Women been fo ftrong as Men, 
In Faith, you had not had it then. 

·And to her Will frame all thy Ways, 
Spare not to fpend, and chiefly there, 
Where thy Defert may merit Praife 
By ringing in thy Lady's Ear. 

The 
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The ftrongeft Caftle, Tower and Town, 
The golden Bullet beats it down. 

Serve always with affured Truft, 
And in thy Sute be humble true ; 
Unlefs thy Lady prove unjuftl) 
Preafe never thou to chufe a New.' 

When time fhall ferve, be thou not fiack; 
To pro!H!1· though fhe put it back. 

The VViles and Guiles, that VVomen work~ 
Diffembled with an outward Shew : 
The Tricks and Toys, that in them lurk, 
The Cock that treads them fhall not know. 

Have you not heard it faid full oft, 
A Womans Nay doth ftand for nought~ 

Think Women ftill to ftrive with Men, 
To Sin, and never for to Saint. 
There is no Heaven (by Holy then) 
.When Time with Age fhall them attaint. 

Were Kiffes all the Joys in Bed, 
One Woman would another wed. 

But foft enough, too much I fear, 
Leaft, that my Miftrefs hear my Song; 
She will not ftick to round me on th' Ear; 
To teach my Tongue to be fo long. 

Yet will fbe blufb, here be it faid, 
To hear her Secrets fo bewraid. 

Sat 
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Sat fuiffe. 

S·In of Self-love poffeffeth all mine Eye, 
AnQ all my ..,oul, and all my every Part; 

And for this Sin there is no Remedy, 
It is fo grounded inward i~ my_ Heart .. 
Me thinks no Face fo gractous ts, as mtne, 
No Shape fo true, no Truth of fuch Account ; 
And for my felf mine own Worth do define, 
As I -all other in all Worths furmount. 
But when my G~afs llicws me my fel( indeed 
Beated and cho-p'd wi.tn tann'd Antiquity, 
Mine own Self-love quite contrary I read 
Self, fo felf-loving e·re Iniquity, 

'Tis thee (my Self~ that for my felf I praife,· 
Painting my :Age with Beauty of thy Days . 

.A living Monument. 

N Ot Marble, nor the gailded Monument 
Of Princes fuall out-liv this owerful Rhime; 

But you lball lhirie more bright in thefe Contents, 
Than unfwept Stone, befmeer'd with fiuttilh Time. 
When waftetul War fball Statutes overturn, 
And Broils root out th~ Work of Mafonry; 
Nor Mars his Sword, nor War's quick Fire fhall burn 
The living Record of your Memory. 1 

'Gainft Death, and all oblivious Emnity 
Shall you pace forth, your Praife 1hall frill find Room; 
Even in the Eyes of all Pofterity, 
That w~ar this World out to the ending Doom. 

So 
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So till the Judgment, that your felf arife, 
You live in this, and dwell in Lovers Eyes: 

Familiarity hreedj" ·contempt. 

SO am I as the Rich, whofe bleffed Key . 
Can bring him to his fweet up-locked Treafure; 

The which he will not every Hour furvey, 
For blunting the fine Point of feldom Pleafure. 
Therefore are Feafts fo folemn and fo rare ; . 
Since feldom coming iu the long Year fet, 
Like Stones of Worth . they thinly placed are; 
Or Captain Jewels in the Carconet. 
So is the time, that keeps you, as my Cheft, 
Or as the Wardrobe, which the Ro~e doth hide; 
To make fome fpecial Inftant fpecial bleft, 
By new unfoulding his imprifon'd Pride. 

Bleffed are you whofe Worthinefs gives Scope~ 
Being had to triumph, being ·Iackt to hope. 

P atiens .Armatus. 

I S it thy Will, thy Image fuould keep open 
My heavy Eye-lids to the weary Night ? 

Doft thou defire my Slumbers fbou'd be broken; 
While Shadows like to thee do mock my Sight ? 
Is it thy Spirit, that thou fend'ft from thee 
So far from Home, into my Deeds to pry ? 
To find out Shames and Idle Hours in me, 
The Scope and Teaure of thy Jealoufy ? 

0 
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0! no, thy Love tho' much, is 110t fo great, 
It is my Love, tha't keeps mine Eye awake. 
Mine own true Love, that doth my Reft defeat, 
To play the Watch-man ever for thy Sake. 
· For thee watch I, w hilft thou doft wake elfe-where, 

-From me far off, with others all too near. 
I 

A V alediClion. 

N O longer Mourn for me when I am Dead 
Then you 1bal1 hear die furly, fo11en Bell ' 

Give Warning to the Worla, that I all) fled 
From this vile World with vileft Worms to dwell. 
Nay if you read this Line, remember not 
The Hand, that writ it ; for I love ym: fo, 
That I in your fweet Thoughts wou'd be forgot 
If tliinking on me then fhould make you woe. ' 
0 ! if ( I fay) you look upon this Verfe, 
When I (perhaps) compounded am with Clay, 
Do not fo much as my poor Name rehearfe ; 
But let your Love even with my Life Decay. 

Leaft the wife World fhould look into your Moan 
And mock you with me after I am gone. ' 

0! leaft the World 1hould task you to recite, 
What'Merit liv~d in me, that you fhould love; 
After my Death (dear Love) forget me quite, 
For you in me can nothing Worthy prove. 
Unlefs you would devife fome v~rtuous Lye, 
To do more for me now, than mine own Derert, 
And hang more Praife upon deceafed I, 
Than nigard Truth wou'd willingly impart. 
0 ! le aft your true Love may f~cm falfe in this, 

That 
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That you for Love fpeak well of me untrue, 
My Name be buried where my Body is, 
And live no more to fhame nor me, nor you." 

For I am Sham'd by that, which I bring forth; 
And fo fhould you, to love things nothing worth-

But be contented when, that fell Arrefr, 
Without all Bail, fhall carry me away, 
My Life bath in this Line fome Interefr1 

Which for Memol'ial frill with thee lhal1 ftay. 
VVhen thou revieweft this, thou dolt review, 
The very Part was Confecrate to thee ; 
The Earth can have but Earth, which is his due; 
My Spirit is thine the better Part of me. 
So then thou haft but loft the Dregs of Life, 
The Prey of VVorms, my Body being dead ; 
The Coward Co.nqueft of a VVretch's Knife, 
Too bafe of thee to be remembred. 
· The VVorth of that, is that which it contains; 

And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

Nil magnis ln·vidia. 

T Hat thou art hlam'd fhall not be thy Defea; 
For Slanders lVlark was ever yet the Fait; 

The Ornament of Beauty is SufpeB:; 
A Crow that flies in Heaven's fweeteft Air. 
So thou be good, Slander doth but approve 
·rheir VVorth the greater being woo'd of Time, 
For Canker Vice the fweeteft Buds doth love, 
And thou prefent'ft a pure unftaintd Prime. 
Thou haft paft by the Ambufh of young Days, 
Either not affail'd, or Victor being charg'd, 

Vet 
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Yet this thy Praife cannot be fo thy Praife; 
To tie up Envy, evermore inlarged ; 

If fome fufpea: of Ill mask not thy Show, 
Then thou alone Kingdoms of Hearts fhouldft owe~ 

Love-fick. 

0 How I Faint when I of you do VVrite ! 
Knowing a better Spirit doth ufe your Name; 

And in the Praife thereof fpends all his Might, 
To make me Tongue-ty'd fpeaking of your Fame. 
But fince your Worth (wide as the Ocean is) 
The humble as the proudeft Sail cloth bear, 
My faucy Bark (inferior far to his) 
On your broad Main doth wilfully appear. 
Your fhalloweft Hel~ will hold me up a Float, 
Whilft he upon your foundlefs Deep doth ride~ 
Or (being wrackt) I am a worthlefs Boat, 
He of tal1 Building, and of goodly Pride. 

Then if he thrive and I be caft away 
The worft was this, my Love was my Decay. 

Or lhall I live your E pitlph to make? 
Or you furvive when I in Earth am Rotten? 
From hence your Memory Death cannot take; 
Although in me each Pat twill be forgotten. 
Your Name from hence immortal Life fua11 have, 
Tho' I (once gone) to all the World muft dye ; 
The Earth c.au yield me but a common Grave, 
When you iutombed in Mens Eyes fuall lie, 
Your Monument fball be my ge . tle Verfe, 
Which Eyes not yet Created fhall o_'er-read ; 

And 
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And Tongues to be, your Being fhall rehearfe. 
When all the Breathers of this World are dead, 

You frill lhall live (fuch ·vertue bath my Pen) 
Where Breath moft breathsf even in the Mouths of 

(Men. 

The PiElure of true Love. 

L E T me !'lot to the Marriage of true Minds 
Admit Impediments Love is not Love, 

Which alters when it Alteration finds, 
Or bends with the Remover to remove. 
0 no! it is an ever fixed Mark. 
That looks on Tempefts and is never fhaken; 
It is the Star to every wandring Bark, 
Whofe Worths unknown, altho' his Height be taken~ 
Lov's not time's Fool, tho' rofie Lips and Cheeks 
Within his bending Sickle's Compafs come ; 
Love alters not with his brief Hours and Weeks, 
But bears it out even to the Edge of Doom. 

If this be Error and upon me proved, 
I -never writ, nor no Man ever loved. 

In Praife of his Love. 

I Grant thou wert not married to my Mufe, 
And therefore m3yft without Attaint o'er-look 

The dedicated Words which Writers ufe 
Of their fair SubjeCt, bleiling every Book, 
l~hou art as fair in Knowledge as in Hew. 
Finding thy Worth a ~imit paft my Praife, And 
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And therefore are inforc d to feek anew 
Some frefher Stamp of the time-bettering Days; 
And do fo love, yet when they have devis'd 
What ftrained Touches Rhetorick c n lend, 
Thou truly fair, wert truly fimpathiz'd, . 
In true plain Words, by thy true telling Friend.· 

And their grofs Painting might be better us'd, 
Where Cheeks need Blood, in thee it is abus'd· 

I never faw, that you did Painting need, 
And therefore to your Fair no Painting fet. 
I found (or thought I found) you did exceed 
The barren tender of a Poet's Debt: 
And therefore have I flept in your Report; 
That you your felf b ing extant well might !how.; 
How far a modern Quill doth come too fhort, 
Speaking of Worth, what Worth in you doth grow.· 
This Silence of my Sin you did impute, 
Which fhall be moft my Glory being dumb, 
For I impair not Beauty being mute, 
When others wou'd give Life and bring a Totnb. 

There lives more Life in one of your fair Eyes, 
Than both your Poets can in Praife devife. 

Who is it, that fays moft, which can fay more, 
Than this rich Praife, that you alone are you l 
In whofe Confine immured is the Store, 
Which fhould Example, where your Equal grew~ 
Lean Penurie within that Pen doth dwell, 
That to his Subject lends not fome fmall Glory 1 

But he, that writes of you, if he can tel1, 
That you are you, [o dignifies his Sto1y. 
Let him but copy what in you is writ, 
Not making worfe what Nature made fo clear; 
And fuch a Counter-part fhall fame his Writ, 
Making him !till admir'd every where. 

L You 
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You to your beauteous Bleffing add a Curfe; 
Being fond on Praife,which makes your Praifes worfe.· 

J\tfy Tongue-tide Mufe in Manners holds her ftil1, 
While Comments of your Praife richly compil'd, 
Referve their Character with golden QuilJ, 
And precious Phrafe by all the Mufes fill'd. (Words 
I think good Thoughts, whilft other write good 
And like unletter'd Clerk ftill cry Amen, 
To every Hymn., that able Spirit affords, 
In polifut Form of well refin'd Pen. 
I-Iearing you praifed, I fay 'tis fo, 'tis true, 
And to the m oft of Praife add fomething more, 
But that is in my r.'hought, whofe Love to you 
(Tho' vVords come hind-moft) holds his Rank before: 

Then others, for the breath of Words refpea, 
1\lle for my dumb Thoughts, fpeaking in Effect • 

.A Rrjignation. 
' 

W As it the proud, full Sail of his great Verfe, 
Bound for the P~ize of (all too precious) you; 

That did my: ripe Thoughts in my Brain rehearfe, 
lVIaking their Tomb the Womb wherein they grew? 
Was it his Spirit, by Spirits taught to write, 
Above a mortal Pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 
No neither he nor his Compeers by Night 
Giving him Aid, my Verfe aftonilhed. 
He nor that affable familiar Ghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with Intelligence, 
As Vit!ors of my Silence cannot boaft, 
1 was not" fick of any fear from thence. . 

But 
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But when your Countenance fill'd up his Line, 
Then lack't I Matter, that infeebl'd mine. 

Farewel, thou art too dear for my po!feffing, . 
And like enough thou know'ft thy Eftimate : 
The Charter of thy Worth gives thee releafing: 
My Bonds in thee are all determinate. 
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting, 
And for that Riches where is my Deferving ! 
The Caufe of this fair Guift in me is wanting, 
And fo my Pattent back again is fwerving. 
Thy felf thou gav'ft, thy own Worth then not know 
Or me to whom thou gav'ft it elfe miftaking ; (ing, 
So thy great Gift upon Mifprifion growing, 
Comes home again, on better Judgment making: 

Thus have J had thee, as a Dream doth flatter, 
In Sleep a King; but waking no fuch matter. 

Sympathizing Love. 
;As it fell upon a Day, 

In the merry Month of 1\Iay. 
SittJng in a pleafant Shade, 
Which a Grove of Myrtles made, 
Beafts did leap and Birds did fing, 
Trees did grow, and Plants did fpring ~ 
Every thing did banifh Moan, 
Save the Ni?,htingale alone, 
She (poor Bird) as all forlorn, 
Lean'd her Breaft up-till a Thorn, 
And the. e fung the doleful'ft Ditty, 
That tv hear it was great Pitty, 
Fie, fie, fie, now would file cry 
Teru, Teru, by and by. 

L 2 That 
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That to hear ~er fo c~mplain, 
Scarce I could from Tears refrain: 
For her Griefs fo lovely fhown, 
Made me think upon mine own. 
Ah ! (thought I) thou mourn'fi: in vain; 
None takes Pity on thy Pain. 
Senfiefs Trees, they cannot hear thee ; 
Ruthlefs Bears, they will not chear thee ; 
King P audion he is dead ; 
All thy Friends are lap'd in Lead ; 
'All thy fellow Birds do fing, 
Carelefs of thy farrowing. 
Whilft as·fickle Fortune fmil'd; 
Thou and I, were both beguil'd, 
Every one, that flatters tbee7 

Is no Friend in Mifery • 
. Words are eafie, like the Wind; 
Faithful Friends are hard to find: 
Every Man will be thy Friend, 
,Whilft thou haft wherewith to fpend : 
But if ftore of Crowns be fcant, 
No Man will fupply thy Want. 
If that one be prodigal, 
Bountiful they will him call: 
And with fuch like Flattering, 
Pity but he was a King. 
lf he be addict to Vice, 
Quickly him they will intice. 
If to Women he be bent, 
They have at Commandment. 
But if Fortune once do frown; 
Then farewel his great Renown: 
They., that fawn'd on him before; 
Ufe his Company no more. 
He, that is thy Friend indeed, 
He will help thee in thy Need. 

"'' ' 

.. 
• ..: 

If 
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If thon Sorrow, he will Weep : 
If thou Awake, he cannot Sleep. 
Thus of every Grief, in Heart 
He, with thee, doth bear a Part. 
Thefe are certain Signs, to know 
Faithful Friend, from Flattering Foe: 

A Requefl to his Jcornful Love. 

WHen thou fhalt be difpos'd to fet me light, 
And place my Merit in the Eye of Scorn, 

Upon thy Side, againft thy felf . I'll Fight, 
And prove thee Vertuous, tho' thou art Forfworn. 
With mine own Weaknefs being beft acquainted, 
Upon thy Part I can fet down a Story 
Of Faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted : 
That thou in loafing me, 1ha11 win much Glory: 
And I by this will be a Gainer too, 
For bending all my loving Thoughts on thee, 
The Injuries that to my felf I do, 
Doing thee Vantage double Vantage me. 

Such is my Love ; to thee I fo belong, 
That for thy Right, my felf will bear all Wrong.' 

Say that thou didft for(ake me for fome Fault, 
And I will comment upon that Offence ; 
Speak of my Lamenefs, and I ftraight will halt; 
Againft thy Reafons making no Defence. 
Thou canft not (Love) Difgrace me half fo ill, 
To fet a Form upon delir'd Change, 
As I'll my felf Difgrace; knowing thy Will, 
I will Acquaintance ftrangle and look ftrange ;. 
Be "bfent from thy Walks and in my Tongu~, 

La Thy 
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Thy fweet beloved Name no more 1bal1 dwell, 
Leaft I (too much Prophane) fhould do it Wrong ~ 
And haply of our old Acquaintance te·l1. 

For thee, againft my felf I'll vow Debate, 
For I muft ne'er bove him, whom thou doft Hate~ 

Then Hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now, 
Now while the World is bent my Deeds to crofs; 
Joyn with the Spi~ht of Fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after Lofs: 
Ah! do not, when my Heart bath 'fcapt this Sorrow, 
Come in the Rereward of a Conqucr'd Woe ! 
Give not a windy Night a rainy Morrow, 
To linger out a purpos ,d OverthroWi. 
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave ·me laft, 
~when other petty Griefs have done their Spight ; 
But in the Onfet come, fo fuall I tafte 
At firft the very worft of Fortunes might. 

And other Strains of Woe, which now feem Woe; 
Compar'd with lofs of thee, will not feem fo. 

Some glory in their Bi~th, fome in their Skill ; 
S0me in their Wealth ; fome in their Bodies force; 
Some in their Garments tho' new-fangled ill; 
Some in their Hawks and Hounds, fome in their Horfe~ 
And every Humour hath his adjunct Pleafure, 
\\.herein it finds a Joy above the reft. 
But thefe Particulars are not my Meafure, 
All thefe I better in one general Beft. 
Thy Love is better, than high Birth to 'me, 
Richer, than Wealth, proud er than Garments Coft:; 
Of mor Delight, than Hawks or florfes be: 
And having thee, of all Mens Pride I boaft. 

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayft take, 
All this ~way, and me moft Wretched make. 

.A 
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A Lover.r Affe<.-qion, t ho' his Love pr·ove · 
Unconftant. 

BUT do thy worft to fteal thy felf away, 
For Term of Life thou art aflured mine ; 

And Life no longer, than my Love wi!J flay, 
For it depends upon that Love of thine. 
Then need I not to fear the worft of \Vrongs ; 
When in the leaft of them my Life hath End, 
I fee, a better State to me belongs, 
Than that, which on my Humour doth depend. 
Thou canft not vex me with inconftant Mind. 
Since that my Life on thy Revolt doth lie, 
Oh! what a happy Title do I find, 
Happy to have thy Love, happy to Die! 

But what's fo bleffed Fair, that fears no Blot ? 
Thou may'ft be Falfe, and yet I know it not. 

So fha11 I live, fuppofing thou art true, 
Like a deceiv:ed I-Iusband ; fo Loves Face 
May ftill feem Love to me tho' a1ter'd new : 
Thy Looks with me, thy Heart in othet: Place. 
For there can live no Hatred in thine Eye, 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy ClHnge. 
In manies Looks, the falfe Heart's Hiflory 
Is writ in Moods and Frowns and Wrinkles ftrange. 
But Heaven in thy Creation did decree, 
That in thy Face fweet Love Ihould ever dwell ; 
Whate'er thy Thoughts, or thy Heart's workings be, 
Thy Looks Ihall nothing thence but Sweetnefs tell. 

f!ow like Eve.r Apple doth thy Beauty grow, 
If thy fweet Vcrtue anfwer not thy Show. 

They that have Power to Hurt, and will do none, 
That do not do the Thing, they muft do Show ; 

L 4 \Vho 
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Who mov· ,1g o·hers., are themfelves as Stone; 
UnnH'':'d, C~"~ld, and to Temptation flow. 
T11e~ ri~htly do inhent Heaven's Graces, 
And husband NJture's Riches from Expence; 
They are t-he Lords anu Owners of their Faces, 
Others7 but St"wards of their Excellence. 
The , 1mmer's Flower is to the Summer fweet, 
Tho' to it felf~ t only Livp and Die, 
But if thdt Flower with bafe Infe[tion meet, 
The bJfeft Weed out-braves his Dignity: 

For fweeteft things turn fowereft by their Deeds, 
Lillies, that fefter, fmell far worfe, than Weeds. 

How [V':eet and lovely doft thou make the Shame, 
VVhich like a Canker in the fragrant Rofe, 
Doth Spot the Beauty of thy budding Name? 
Oh! in what Sweets dofl: thou thy Sins inclofe ! 
That Tongue, that tells the Story of thy Days, 
(Making Lafcivious Comments-On thy Spor~) 
Cannot difpraife, but in a kind of Praife ; 
Naming thy Name, bleifes an ilJ Report. 
Oh! what a Manfioa have thofe Vices got, 
VVhich for their Habitation cl oofe out thee ! 
VVhere Beauties V ail doth cover every Blot, 
And all things turns to Fair, that Eyes can fee! 

Take heed (dear Heart) of this large Privilege, 
The hardeft Knife ill us'd doth lofe his Edge. 

Complaint for his Lovers Ahfence, 

. H 0 VV like a VVinter hath my Ab fence been 
From thee, the Pleafure of the fleeting Year! 

V V hat Freezings have I felt, what dark Days feen? 
V V hat 
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VVhat old December's Barennefs every where ? 
And yet this Time remov'd was Summer's Time ; 
The teeming Autumn big with rkh Increafe, 
Bearing the wanton Burthen of t_he Prime, . 
Like widow'd VVombs after their Lord's Deceafe. 
Yet this abundant I.ffue feem'd to me, 
But Hope of Orphans and un-father'd Frait, 
For Summer and his Pleafures wait on thee, 
And thou away, the very Birds are mute. 

Or if they fing, 'tis with fo dull a Chear, 
That Leaves look Pale, dreading the VVinters near. 

From you have I been abfeat in the Spring, 
·When proud py'd April, (Dreft in all nis Trim) 
Hath put a Spirit of Youth in every thing; 
That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him: 
Yet not the Lays of Birds, nor the fweet Smell 
Of different Flowers in Odor and in Hew, 
Cou'd make me any Summers Story tell '; 
Or from their pr~md Lap pluck them where they grew~ 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white, 
Nor Praife the deep Vermillion in the Rofe, 
They were but fweet, but Figures of Delight, 
Drawn after you, you Pattern of all thofe. 

Yet feem'd it VVinter ftilJ, and you away, 
As with your Shadow I with thefe did play. 

The forward Violet thus did I chide, • (fmells? 
Sweet Thief whence didft thou fteal thy Sweet that 
If not from my Loves Breath? The purple Pride, 
VVhich on thy foft Cheek for Complexion dwells 
In my Lov's Veins thou haft too grofiy dy'd 
The Lilly I Condemned for thy Hand, 
And Buds of Marjerom had ftol'n thy Hair, 
The Rofes fearfully on Thorns did ftand, 
Our blufhing Shame, another white Defpair, 

A 
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A third nor red, nor white, had ftol'n of both, 
And to his Robb'ry had annext thy Breath ; 
But for his Theft in ,Pride of all his Growth, 
A vengeful Canker eat him up to Death. 

More Flowers I noted, yet I none could fee; 
But Sweet, or Colour it had ftol'n from thee: 

An Invocation to his Mufe. 

W Here art thou Mufe, that thou forget'ft fo long; 
To fpeak of that, whic.h gives thee,all thy Might? 

Spend'ft thou thy Fury on fome worthlefs Song, 
Darkning thy Power to lend bafe SubjeCts Light? 
Return, forgetful Mufe, and ftraight redeem, 
In gentle Numbers, Time fo idely fpent ; 
Sing to the Ea-r, that doth thy Lays efteem, 
And give thy Pen both Skill and Argument. 
Rife, refty Mufe, my Love's fweet Face furvey, 
If time hath any Wrinkle graven there; 
If any, be a SAtir to Decay, 
And make Time's Spoils defpifed every where. 

Give my Love Fame, fafrer than Time wafts Life; 
Sti> thou prevent'ft his Sithe, and crooked Knife. 

Oh ! truant Mufe! what lhall be thy Amends, 
For thy negleCt of Truth in Beauty dy'd ? 
But Truth and Beauty on my Love depends: 
So doft thou too, and therein dignify' d. 
Make anfwer, Mufe, wilt thou not haply fay, 
Truth needs no Colour with his Colour fixt ; 
Beauty no Pencil, Beauty's Truth to lay : 
But beft is beft, if never intermixt, 
Becaufe he needs no Praife, wilt thou be dumb? 

Excufe 
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Excufe no Silence fo, for't lies in thee, 
To make her much out-hve a gilded Tomb :. 
And to be prais'd of Ages :yet to be. 

Then do thy Office, Mufe., I te.ach thee how; 
To make her feem long hence, as fhe ibows now~ 

Gonflant .AJfeEfion. 

T O me fair. Love you never c:an be Old, 
For as you were when firft your Eye I ey'd; 

Such feems your Beauty frill. Three Winters Cold,' 
Have from the Forefts fhook three Summers Pride.; ~ 
Three beaute~ms Springs to yellow Autumn turn.'d, 
In Prm.efs of tlie Seafons h;Jve I feen ; 
Three April Perfumes in three hot 1unes ·burn'd, 
Since firft 1 faw ;you, frefb, which yet are gt-een. 
Ah ! yet doth Beauty like a Dial-Hand, 
Steal from his Figure, and no Place perceiv'd ; 
So your fweet Hew, which, me thinks, frill do fraud," 
Hath Motion, and mine Eye may be deceiv'd. 

For fear of which, hear this thou Age unbred, 
E'er you was born was Beauty's Summer dead. 

Let not my Love by call'd Idolatry, 
Nor my Beloved as an Idol Show ; 
Since all alike my Songs and Praifes be 
To one, of one, frill fuch, and ever fo. 
Kind is my Love to Day, to Morrow kind, 
£till conftant (in a wor.1d rous Excellence ; 
Therefore my Verfe to Conftancy confin'd, 
One thing expreffing, leaves out Difference. 
Fair, kind, and true, is all my .Argument; 
lJair, kind, and true, varying to other Words; 

And 
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'.And in this Change is my Invention fpent, 
Three Theams in one, which wondrous Scope affordsi 

Fair, kind, and true, have often liv'tl alone. · 
Which three till now, never Sate in one. 

When in the Chronicle of wafted Time~ 
I fee Oe'criptions of the faireft Wights, 
And Beauty making beautiful old Rhime; 
In praife of Ladies dead, and lovely Knights ; 
Then in the Blazon of fweet Beauty's beft, 
Of Hand; of Foot, of Lip, of Eye, of Brow; 
I fee their antick Pen would have ex:prefs, 
Even fuch a Beauty as yo_u mafter now. 
So all their Praifes are but Prophefies 
Of this our Time, all you prefiguring ; 
And, for they look'd but with divining Eyes; 
They had not ftill enough your Worth to fing : 

For we who now behold thefe prefent Days,· 
Have Eyes to wonder, but lack Tongues to praife; 

Amazement. 

M y Love is ftrengthned, tho' more weak in feeming; 
I lt:>ve not lefs, tho' lefs the Show appear : 

That Love is merchandiz'd, whofe rich Efteeming, 
the Owner's Tongue doth publifh every where. 
Our Love was new, and then but in the Spring, 
When I was wont to greet it in my Lays, 
As Philomel in Summer's Front doth fing, 
And fl:ops his Pipe in Growth of riper Days.· 
Not that the Summer is lefs pleafant now, 
Than when her moarnful Hymns did hu1h the Night; 

But 
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Eut that wild Mufick burthens every Bough, · 
'And Sweets g• own common lofe their dear Delight! 

Therefore like her I fometime hold my Tongue, 
Becaufe I would not dull you with my Song. 

~lack! what Poverty my Mufe brings forth ' ! 
That having furh a Scope to fhow her Pride, 
The Argument a11 bare, is of more Worth, 
Than when it bath my added Praife befide. 
Oh ! blame me not if I no more can write ! 
Look in your Glafs, and there appears a Face,' 
That overgoes my blunt Invention quite, 
Dulling my Lines, and doing me Difgrace. 
Were it not finful then ftriving to mend, 
To marr the Subjea that before was well? 
For to no other pafs my Verfes tend, 
l'han of your Graces, and your Gifts to tell; 

And more, much more, than in my Verfe can fit; 
Your own Glafs fhows you, when you look in it. · 

'A Lover's Excufe for his long A!Jfence., 

0 ! never fay that I was falfe of Heart, 
Tho' Abfence feem'd my Flame to qualify; 

As eafie might I from my felf depart, 
'As from my Soul which in my Breaft doth lie. 
That is my Home of Love, if I have rang'd, 
Like him, that travels I return again 
Juft to the Time, not with the Time exchang'd. 
So that my felf bring Water for my Stain, 
Never believe, tho' in my Nature reign'd 
All Frailties, that befiegf: all Kinds of Blood, 

That 
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That it cou.ld fo prepofterouily be ftained, 
To leave for nothing all thy Sum of Good: 
· For nothing this wide Univerfe I cal1, 

Save thou, my Rofe, in it thou alit my ?\11· 

·Alas! 'tis true, I have gone here and there ; . 
And made my felf a Motely to the View ; 
Gor'd mine own Thoughts, fold eh ea p what is moft 
Made old Offences of Affections new. (dear· 
Moft true it is, that I have look'd on 11ruth ' 
Afconce and ftrangely: But by all above, 
Thefe Blenches gave my Heart another Youth, 
And worfe Affays prov'd thee my beft of Love. 
Now all is done have what fb:tll have no End, 
Mine Appetite I never more will grind 
On newer Proof, to try an older Friend, 
A God in Love, to whom I am confin'd. 

Then give me welcome, next my Heaven the beft, 
Even to thy pure and moft moft loving Breaft. 

A Complaint. 

OH ! For my Sake do you with Fortune chide, 
The guilty Goddefs of my harmle1s Deeds, 

That did not better for my Life provide, 
Than publick Means which publlck Manners breeds. 
Thence comes it, that my Name receives a Brand, 
And almoft thence mv Nature is fubClued 
To wh.:~t it works in, hke the Dyer's Hand. 
Pity me then, and wifh I were renew'd ; 
Whilft like a wtlling Patient I will drink, 
Potions of Eyfel 'gainft my ftrong InfeCtion, 
No Bitternefs, that I will bitter think, 
Nor double Penance to correct CorreCtion. 

p' 
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Pity me then dear Friend, and I affure ye, 
Even that your Pity is enough to cure me.i 

Your Love and fity doth th' Impreffion filJ, 
Which vulgar Scandal ftamp'd upon my Brow, 
For what care I who calls me well or ill, 
So you o'er-green my bad my good allow? 
You are my a11, the World and I muft ftrive, 
To know my Shames and Praifes from your Tongue; 
None elfe to me, nor I to none alive, 
That my fteel'd Senfe or changes right or wrong, 
In fo profound Abifme I throw all Care 
Of others Voices, that my Adders Senfe, 
To Crytic and to Flatterer fiopped are: 
Mark how with my Neglect I do difpence. 

You are fo ftrongly in my Purpofe bred, 
That all the World befides me thinks y'are dead.' 

Self-flattery of her Beauty. 

Since I left you mine Eye is in my Mind, 
And that which governs me to go about, 

Doth part his Function, and is partly blind, 
Seems feeing, but effectually is out. 
For it no Form delivers to the Heart 
Of Birds, or Flower, or Shape, which it cloth lack; 
Of his quick Objects bath the Mind no Part, 
Nor his own Vifion holds what it doth catch: 
For if it fee the rud'ft or gentleft Sight, 
The moft fweet Favour or deformedft Creature, 
::fhe Mountain or the Sea, the Day or Night : 
The Grow, or Dove it fhapes them to your Feature, 

In .. 
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Incapable f more, Repleat with you, 
My m ft true Mind thus maketh mine untrue~ 

Or whether doth my Mind being crown'd with you 
Drink up the Monarch's Plague this 'Flattery? 
Or wh t her fuall I ay mine Eye faith true, 
Ana th t Your Love taught it this Alchimy 1 
To make of V[onfters, and things indegeft, 
Such Cherubi11 as your fweet felf refemble? 
Creating very bad a perfect Beft; 
As faft as Objects to his Beams affemble? 
Oh! 'tis the firft, 'tis Flatt'ry in my feeing; 
And my great Mind moft kindly drinks it up; 
Mine Eye well knows what with his Guft is 'greein~; 
And to his Pall at doth prepare the Cup. 

If it be poifon'd 'tis the leffer Sin, 
That mine Eye loves it and doth firft begin. 

Thofe Lines, that I before have writ do lie, 
Even thofe that faid I could not love you dearer: 
Yet then my Judgment knew no Reafon why, 
My moft full FL:tme fuould afterwards burn clearer; 
But reck'ning Time, whofe million Accidents 
Creep in twixt Vows, and change Decrees of Kings~ 
'ran facred Beauty, blunt the fharp'ft Intents, 
Divert ftrong Minds to th' Courfe of alt'ring Things.' 
Alas! Why fearing of Times Tyranny, 
Might I not then fay now I love you beft, 
When I was certain o'er In-certainty, 
Crowning the pre!ent, doubting of the reft? 

Love is a Babe, then might I not fay fo 
To give full Growth to that which !till doth grow? 

Tryal 
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A Trial o£ Love's Coriflancy. 

A Ccufe me thus; that I h:.1Ve fcanted all, 
Wherein I Jhould your great Deferts repay; 

Forgot upon your deareft Love to call, 
Whereto all Bonds do tic me Day by Day ; 
That I have frequent been witli unknown Minds, 
And given to titn.e your own dear purchas'd Righq 
That I I.ve hoifted Sail to all the Winds, 
Which fhould tranfport me fartheft from your Sight. 
Book both my Wilfulnefs and Error down, 
And on juft Proof furmife, accumilate; 
Bring me within the Level of your Frown, 
But fuoot not at me in your wakened Hate. 

Since my Appeal fays I did !hive to prove 
The Conftancy and Venue of your l.ove. 

like as to make out Appetites more keen, 
With eager Compounds ; we our Pallate uf"!~e; 
As to prevent our Maladies unfcen, 
We ficken to ffiun Sicknefs when we purge. · 
Even fo being full of your near cloying Swcetnefs, 
To bitter Sauce$ did I frame my Feeding; 
And fick of Welfare, found a kind of Meetnefs, 
To be difeas'd e'er that there was true needing. 
Thus Policy in Love t' anticipate 
The Ills that were not, grew to Faults affured, 
And brought to Medicine a healthful Stcite, 
Which Rank of Goodnefs would by Ill be cured. 

But thence I learn and find the Leffon true, 
Drugs potfon him, that fo tell fick of you. 

What Potions have I drunk of Syren Tears, 
Diftill'd from Limbecks foul, as Hell within? 

M Applying 



178 P o :EMs on feveral OccA.ftons., 
Applying Fears to Hopes, and Hopes to Fears; 
Stilllofing. when I faw my felf to win. · 
What wretcned Errors hatl my eart committed; 
Whilft it bath thought it felf fo bleUed never ? 
How have mine Eyes out of their Spheres been fitted, 
In the DiU:ra8.ion of this m adding Feaver? 1 

0 ! Benefit of Ill ! now I find true, 
That better is, by Evil frill made better. 
And ruin'd Love when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer, than at firft, more ftrong, far greater. 

,So I return Rebuke to my Content, 
And gain by llls thrice more, than I have fpent: 

A good Conflrutlion of his 
·J Unkindnefs. 

T Hat you .were once unkind befriends me now ; 
And for that Son:ow, which I then did feel, 

Needs muft I under my "r.ranfgreffion bow, · 
Unlefs my Nerves were Br:afs or hammer~d Steel. 
For if you were by my Unkindnefs fha'<en, 
As I by yours,~ y'have paft a Hell of Time ; 
And I a Tyrant have no Leifure taken, 
To weigh how once I fuffi red in your Crime. 
0 1 that our Night of Woe might have remembred 
My deepeft Sence ! how hard true Sorrow hits, 
And foon to you, as you to me then tendred 
The humble Salve, which wound d BofomsJits ,! 

But that your Trefpafs now becomes a Fee, 
Mine ranfoms you~s, and yours muft ranfom me~ 
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.Error in Opinion. 
'TIS better to be vile, than vile efieem'd, 

When not to be, receives Reproach of Being ; 
And the juft Pleafure loft, which is fo deemed, 
Not by our Feeling, but by others· Seeing. 
For why lhould others falfe adulterate Eyes, 
Give Salutation to my fportive Blood? 
Or on my• Frailties, why are frailer Spies ; 
Which in their Wills count bad rvhat I think good? 
No, I am that I ~m, and they th:Jt level 
At my Abufes, rec.kon up their own ; . 
I may be fheight though they themfclves be bevel, 
By their rank };honghts my Deeds muft not be lhown, 

U nlefs this general Evil they maintain, 
All Men are bad, and in their Badnefs reign. 

Upon the R~ceipt of a Ta!Jle Book from 
. his Miflrefs. · 

THY Gift, thy Tables, are within my Brain 
. Full character'd wi~h a lafting Memory, 

\\t h1ch lhall above that Idle Rank remain, 
Beyond all Dare, even to Eterniry. 
Or at the leaft, fo long as Brain and Heart 
Have Faculty by Nature to · ful:Hitt ; 
'Till each to raz'd Obli'fion yield his Part 
Of thee, thy Record never can be mift. 
That poor Retention could not fo much hold, 
Nor need I Tallies thy dear Love to fcore. 

M 2 Therefore 
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Therefore to give them from me was I bold, 
To truft thofe Tables, that recieve thee more. 

To keep an Adjunct to remember thee, 
\V ere to import Forgetfulnefs in m€. 

A J/ow. 

NO Time ! thou {halt not boaft, that l do change : 
Thy Pyramids, built up with newer Might, 

To me are nothing novel, nothing ftrange ; 
They a re but l)reffings of a former Sight. 
Our 0:1 tes are brief, and therefore we admire, 
What thou doft foift upon us that is Old, 
And rather make them born to our Deftre, 
Than think, that we before have heard them told. 
Thy Regifters and thee I both defie, 
Not wondring at the Prefent nor the Paft1 

For thy Records, and what we fee doth lye, 
Made more or lefs by thy continual Hafl:e. 

This I do vow, and this fha\1 ever be; 
I will be true difpight thy Sithe and thee. 

Love's Safety. 

I F my dear Love were but: the Child of State· 
It might for Fortune1s Baftard be unfathered 

As fubjett to Time~s Love, or to Time's Hate, 
WeedsdmoogWeeds.,orFlowerswithFlowersgather'<l. 
No it was builded far from Accident, 
It fuffers not in fmiling Pomp, nor falls 

:Under 
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Under the Blow of thralJed Difcontent; 
·whereto th' inviting Tine our Fafuion calls: 
It fears not Policy that Heretic, 
Which works on Leafesof fhort num bred Hours : 
But all alone ftands hu~ely Politick, (Showers. 
That it nor grows wi:h Heat, nor drowns with 

To this I Witnefs cal the Fools of Time, 
Which die for Goodrefs, who have liv'd for Crime. 

An lntreaty fir her .Acceptance. 

WEr't ought to me l bore the Canopy, 
With my Extern the outward Honouring; 

Or laid great Bafes for Eternity, 
Which proves more Ihott, than Wafte or Ruining? 
Have I not feen Dwelle~s on Form and Favour, .. 
Lofe a11, and more, by ~aying too much Rent 
For Compqund-fweet, :bregoing fimple Savour ? 
Pitiful Thrivers in theirGazing fpent. 
No, let me be obfequiousin thy Heart, 
And take thou my Oblation, poor, but free, 
Which is not mixt with ~econds, knows no Art, 
But mutual render, only 11e for thee. 

Hence thou fubborn'd Informer, a true Soul, 
When moft impe~cbt, fr!lnds lcaft in thy ControuJ~ 

Upon her playin;; on the Virginals. 

HOw oft when thou tly Mufick, Mufick play'fl-, 
Upon that bleffed \v'ood, whofe 1.\'lotion founds 

M 3~ With 
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With thy fweet Fingers, when thou gently fway'ft~ 
T he wity Concord, that mine Ear confounds; 
Dol envy thofe Jacks, that nimble leap, 
To ki is the tender lnw rd of thy Hand, 
Whilft my poor Lips, which fuould that Harveft reap; 
At the \Vood's Boldnefs by thee blufuing ftand. 
T o be fo tickled they would change their State, 
A nd Situation with thofe dancing Chips, 
o ·e'( whom thy Fingers walk with gentle Gate, 
Making dead Wood more bleft than living Lips. 

Si:1ce faucy Jacks fo happy are in this·, 
Give them thy Fingers, me thy Lips to kifs. 

Immoderate Lufl. 

T H' Ex pence of Spirit in a Wafte of Shame, 
Is Loft in Afrion, and till AClion, Luft 

Is perjur'd, murd'rous, bloody, full of Blame, 
Savag ·, ex:tream, rude, cruel, not to truft, · 
Injoy'd no fooner, but defpifed ftreight, 
Paft Reafon hunted, and no fooner had 
Paft Re:.tfon hated as a fwallowed Bait 
On purpofe laid to make the Taker mad. 
Masi in Purfuit and Pofieffion fo; 
J:-lact, having, and in queft, to have extream; 
1\. Blifs in Proof, and prov'd, and very Woe, 
Before a Joy propos'd, behind a Dream. 

All this the World well knows,yet none knows well, 
To fhun the Haven, that leads Men to this Hell. 

lfl 
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In praije of her Beauty tho' hlack~ 

I N the old Age Black was not counted fair, 
Or if it were it bore not Beauties Nlme : 

But now is Black Beauties fuccefiive Heir, 
And Beauty flander'd with a Baftard Shame ; _ 
For fince each Hand bath put on Na!ure's Power~ 
Fairing tlie Foul with Art's falfe bonow'd Face, 
Sweet Beauty bath no Name no holy 'Bower, 
But is prophan'd, if not; lives in Difg,race. 
Therefore my Miftrefs Eyes are Raven black, 
Her Eyes fo futed, that they Mourners feem, 
At fuch who not born fair no Beauty lack, 
Slandering Creation with a falfe Efteem, 

Yet fo they mourn becoming of their Woe; 
That every Tongae fays Beauty fhou'd look fo~ 

My Miftrefs Eyes are nothing like the Sun; 
Coral is far more red, than her Lips red. 
If Snow he white, why then her Breafts are dun ; 
If Hairs be Wires, black Wires grow on her Head ; 
I have feen Rofes, Damask, red and w bite, 
But no fuch Rofes fee I in her Cheeks ; 
And in fome Perfumes is there more Delight, 
Then in the Breath, that from my Miftrefs reeks. 
I love to hear her fpeak, yet well I know, 
That Mufick bath a far more pleafing Sound. 
I grant I never faw a Goddefs go, 
My Miftrefs when llie walks treads on the Ground. 

And yet, by Heaven, I think ·my Love as rare, 
As any fue beli'd with falfe Compare. 

Tliou art as Tiranous, yes fo thou art, 
As thofe whofe Beauties proudly maK:e them cruel; 
For well thou know'ft, to my dear doting Heart, 

M .4 Trum 
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Thou art the fairert, and moft precious Jewel ; 
Yet in good Faith .fome fay, that thee behold, 
Thy Face hath not the Power to make Love groan; 
To fay they err I dare not be fo bold, 
Altho' I fwear it to my felf alone. 
A nd to be fore, that is not falfe I fwear, 
A thoufand Groans but thinking on thy Face, 
One on another's Neck do witnefs bear, 
Thy Black is fdireft in my Judgment's Place. 

In nothing art thou black fave in thy Deeds~ 
And thence this Sl"nder, as I think, proceeds. 

Thine Eyes I love, and they, as pitying me, 
Knowing thy Heart torments me with Difdain; 
Have put on black, and loving Mourners be, 
Looking with pretty Ruth upon my Pain. 
And truly not the Morning Sun of Heave~ 
Better becomes the grey Cheeks of th' Eaft ; 
Nor that fun Star, that uihers in the Even, 
Doth half that Glory to the fober Weft, 
As thofe two mourning Eyes become thy Face. 
0 .' let it then as well befeem thy Heart 
To mourn for me, fince mourning doth thee grace, 
And fute thy Pity like in every Part. 

Then will I fwear Beauty her felf is black, 
·And all they foul, that thy Complexion lack. 

Unkind .L1htife. 

BEJhrew that Heart, that makes my Heart to groan 
For that deep Wound it gives my Friend and me. 

rrt :1 0t enough to torture me alone, 
But Slave to Silvery my fweeteft Friend muft be? 

Me 
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Me from my felf thy cruel Eye hath taken; 
And my next felf thou harder haft ingroffed ; 
Of him, my feif, and thee I am forfaken, 
A Torment thrice three-fold thus to be croffc:d. 
Prifon my Heart in thy fteel Bofom's Ward ; 
But then my Friends Heart let my poor Heart bait,· 
Who e'er keeps me, let my Heart be his Guard, 
Thou canft not then ufe Rigor in my Jail. 

And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee, 
Perforce am thine, and all that is jn me. 

So now I have confeft, that he is thine, 
And I my felf am Morgag'd to thy Will ; 
My felf I'll forfeit, fo that other mine, 
Thou wilt reftore to me my Comfort ftil]. 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free ; 
For thou art Covetous, and he is Kind, 
He learned but Surety-like to write for me 
Under that Bond, that him as faft doth bind. 
The Statute of thy Beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou, Ufurer that put'ft forth all to Ufc, 
A nd Sue a Friend, came Debtor for my take, 
So him llofe through my unkind Abufe. 

Him have I loft, thou haft both him and me, 
He pays thew hole, and yet I am not free. 

Love-Suit. 

WHoever bath her Wifu, thou haft thy Will, 
And Will too boot, and Will in over-plus, 

More than enough am I, that vex thee frill, 
T~ thy fweet Will making addition thus. , 
Wllt th0u, whofe Will is large and fpaciou , 

Not 
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Not '>nee v ~hf fe to hide my Will in hine ? 
ShaH Will it ;,thelis feem right gracious, 
A:td in my Will ·no fair Acceptance fhine ? 
The Sea all 1ter, yet receives Rain ftil), 
And in AbJndance add "'th to his 'itore., 
So thr>u being rich in Will, add to thy Will 
One ·w i 1 of mine to make thy large Will more: 

Let no unkind, no fair Befeechers kill, 
Think all but one, and me in that one Will: 

If thy Soul check thee, that I come fo near ; 
Swear to thy blind Soul, that I was thy Will, 
And Wi 1 thy Soul knows is admitted there, 
Thus far for Love, my Love-fuit" fweet fufil. 
Will, will fulfil the Treafure of thy Love ; 
I fi 1 it full with VVill~, and my VVill one ; 
In things of great receipt with eafe we prove~ 
Among a Number one is reckon'd none. 
Then in the Number let me pafs untold, 
Tho' in thy Stores Account I one muft be ; 
For nothing hold me, fo it pleafe thee hold 
That Nothing-me, a Some-thing fweet to thee: 

Make but my Name thy Love, and love that ftill~ 
And then thou lovefi: me, for my Name is Will. 

His Heart wounded hy her Eye. 

T :Io·1 blind Fo::>l L0ve, wh1tdoft thou to mine Eyes; 
Tnat they behold and fee not what they fee ? 

They know what Beauty is, fee where it lies, 
Yet what the beft is, take the warft to be. 
If Eyes, corrupt by over-partial Looks, 
Be anchor'd in the B1y where all Men vide; . 

_Why 
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why of Eyes falfhood haft thou forged Hooks, 
Whereto the Judgment of my Heart is ty'd ? 
Why fhould my Heart think, that a feveral Plot; 
Which mv Heart knows the wide World's common 
Or mine Eyes feeing this, fay this is not (Place? 
To put fair Truth upon fo foul a Face ; 

In things right true my Heart and Eyes have err'd,' 
And to this falfe Plague are they now transferr'd. 

0 ! cal1 not me to juftifie the Wrong, 
That thy Unkindnefs lays upon my Heart ! 
Wound me not with thine Eye but with thy Tongue: 
Ufe Power with Power, and flay me not by Art ; 
Tell me thou lov'fl: elfe-where; but in my Sight, 
Dear Heart forbear to glance thine Eye a fide. 
What needft thou wound with Cunning when thy 
Is more, than my o'er-preft Defence can bide? (Might 
Let me excuie thee, ah! my Love well knows, 
Her pretty Looks have been my Enemies, 
And therefore from my Face fhe turns my Foes, 
That they elfe-where might dart their Injuries. 

Yet do not fo, but fince I am near 11ain, 
Kill me out-right with Looks, and rid my Pain. 

Be Wife as thou art Cruel, do not prefs 
My Tongue-ty'd Patience with too much Difdain: 
Leaft Sorrow lend me Words and \Vords exprefs, 
The Manner of my Pity-wanting Pain. 
If I might teach thee Wit better it were., 
Though not to love, yet love to tell me fo, 
As tefty Sick-men when their Deaths be near, 
No News but Health ,from their Phyficians know. 
For if I fuould Defpair I fhould grow mad, 
And in my Madnefs might fpeak ill of thee., 
Now this ill-wrefting World is grown fo bad, 
Mad Slanderers by mad Ears believed be. 

That 
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That l may not be fo, nor thou bely'd, (wide: 
Bear thine Eyes ftraight, tho' thy proud Heart go 

A Proteflation. 

N Faith I do not love thee with mine Eyes; 
For they in thee a thoufand Errors note ; 

But 'tis my Heart, that loves what they defpife; 
Who in defpight of View is pleas'd to dote. 
Nor are mine Ears with thy Tongues Tune delighted; 
Nor tender feeling to bafe Touches prone; 
Nor Tafte, nor Smell, deure to be invited 
To any fenfual Feafr with thee alone. 
But my five Wits, nor my five Senfes can 
Difwade one foolifh Heart from ferving thee; 
VVho leaves unfway'd the Likenefs of a Man 
Thy proud Heart's Slav-e and vaffal V V retch to be: 

Only my Plague thus far I count my Gain, 
That fue that makes me fin, rewards me Pain. 

Love is my Sin, and my dear Vertue Hate; 
Hate, of Sin, grounded on finful Loving. 
0! but with mine, compare thou thine own Sate, 
And thou flult find it merits not reproving ; 
Or if it do, not from thofe Lips of thine, 
That have Prophan'd their Scarlet Ornaments, 
And feal 'd falfe Bonds of Love as oft as mine, 
Rob'd c.thers Beds ~venues of their Rents. 
Be it Lawful.! Love thee, as thou lov'ft thofe, 
VVhom thine Eyes woe, as mine importune thee~ 
Root Pity in thy Heart, that when it grows1 
Thy P1ty may deferve to pity'd be. 

If 
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lf thou doft fe-ek to have what thou doft hide, 
By felf Example may'ft thou be deny' d.: 

An .Ailvfion . 
. 
LO! as a careful Hufwife runs to catch 

One of her feather'd Creatures broke away, 
Sets down h~r Babe and makes all fwift Difpatch, 
In purfuit of the Thing fhe would have fray: 
Whilft her neglected Child holds her in Chace, 
Cries to catch her, wbofe bufie Care is bent, 
To follow that, which flies before her Face, 
Not prifing her poor Infant's Difcontent ; 
So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilft I thy Babe chafe thee a-far behind ; 
But if thou catch thy Hope turn back to me, 
And play the Mother's Part, kifs me, be kind. 

So wil1 I pray that thou may'ft have thy Will, 
If thou turn back, and my loud crying frill. 

Life and 1Jeath. 

THofe Lips, that Love's own Hand did make, 
Breath'd forth the Sound, that faid I hate, 

To me that languHbt for her Sake. 
But when fhe faw my woful State, 
Strait in her Heart did Mercy come, 
Chiding that Tongue, that ever fweet, 
Was us'd in giving gentle Doom, 
And taught it thus a-new to greet. 

I hate 
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I hate fhe altered with an End, 
That follow'd it as gentle Day, 
Doth follow Night, who like a Fiend, 
From Heaven to Hell is flown away. 

I hate, from Hate away fhe threw, 
And fav'd my Life, faying not you. 

A Conjideration of Veath. 

POot Sou], the Center of my finful Earth, 
My finful Earth thefe rebel Powers~that thee aray; 

Why doft thou pine within and fuffer Dearth, 
Painting thy outward Wal1s in coftly Gay? 
Why fo large Coft, having fo fhort a Leafe, 
Doft thou upon thy fading Manfion fpend ? 
Shall Worms; Inheritors of this Excefs, 
Eat up thy Charge ? Is this thy Body's End ? 
Then Soul, live thou upon thy Servant's Lofs ; 
And let that pine to aggravate thy Store. 
~uy Terms Divine in felling Hours of Drofs : 
.Within be fed, without be rich no more. 

So fhalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on Men ; 
And death once dead, there's no more dying then: 

·Immoderate . Paj]ion. 

My Love i5 as a Fever longing ftilJ,' 
For that, which longe rnurfeth the Difeafci 

Feeding on that, which doth preferve the 111, 
Th' uncertain fick)y Appetite to pleafe. 

My 
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My Reafon the Phyfiican to my bove, 
Angry, that his Prefcriptions are not kept, 
Hath left me, and I defperate now approve; 
Defire is Death, which Phyfick did except. 
Paft Cure I am, now Reafon is paft Cure; 
And frantick road with ever-more unr it, 
M~ rFh ughts and my Difcourfe as mad Mens are; 
At random from the Truth vainly expreft. 

For I have fworn thee fair, and thought thee bright.' 
Who art as black as Hell, as dark a Night. 

I •,; 

0 Me ! what Eyes ath Love put · n 'iny Head, · 
Which have no Correfpondence with true Sigh, ! ' 

Or if they have, where is my· Judgment fled, 1• 

That cenfures falfly what they e aright ? ' . 
If that be fair whereon my falfe Eyes dote, 
What means the World to fay it is not fo? 
If it be not, then Love doth well denote, 
Love's Eye is not fo true as all Mens. No, 
How can it? 0 how can Love's Eye be true; 
That is fo vext with Watching and with Tears? 
No marvel then, though I mifiake my View ; 
:rhe Sun it felf fees not, till Heaven clears. 

0! cunning Love, with Tears thou keepft me blind, 
Leaft Eyes well feeing thy foul Faults fuould find. 

Can'ft thou! 0 ! cruel, fay I love thee riot, 
VVheQ. 1 againft my felf with thee partake. 
Do I not .think on thee when I forgot, 
Am of my felf, all T.yrant for thy fake? 
Who hateth thou, that do I call my Friend,' 
9A whom frown'ft thou, that I do fawn upon. 

/ 

Nay 
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Nay if thou lowr'ft on me, do l not fpend 
Revenge upon my felf with ~refent Moan ? 

hat Merit do I in my felf refpea:, 
That is fo proud thy Service to defpife ? 
When all my beft doth wodhip thy Defea:, 
Commanded by the Motion of thine Eyes. 

But., Love hate on :,-for n·ow I know thy Mind; 
Thofe that can fee thou lov'ft, and I am blind. 

Oh! from what Power haft thou this powerful might, 
With Infufficiency my Heart to fway? 
To make me give the Lye to my true Sight, 
And fwear? that Brightnefs doth not grace the Day? 
Whence haft thou this becoming ~f things ill, 
That in the very refufe of thy Deeds, 
There is fuch Strength and Warrantife of Skill; 
1 hat in my Mind thy worft all befts exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more; 
The more I hear and fee juft chufe of Hate? 
Oh! tho' I love what others do abhor, 
With others thou fhould'ft not abhor tny State. 

If thy Unworthinefs rais'd Love in me, 
. More worthy I to be belov'd of thee. 

----------~~------------------------
Retaliation. 

SO oft have I invok'd thee for my Mufe, 
And found fuch fair Affiftance in my Verfe, 

As every Alien Pen bath got my Ufe, 
And under thee their Poefie d1fperfe. 
Thine Eyes that taught the Dumb on high to fing; 
And heavy Ignorance aloft to fly, 
Have added Feathers to the Learned's Wing ; 

And 
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'And given Grace a double M a jefty ; 
Yet be moft proud of that, which I compile, 
VVhofe~'Influence is thine., and born of thee. 
in others VVorks thou doft but mend the Stile, 
And Arts with thy fweet Graces graced be; 

But thou art all my Art, and dofi: advance 
As high as Learning, my rude Ignorance, 

VVhilft I alone did call upon thy Aid, 
My Verfe alone had all thy gentle Grace; 
But now my gracious Numbers are decay'd, 
And my fick Mufe cloth giYe another Place. 

I grant (fweet Love) thy lovely~rgument 
Deferves the Travel of a worthier Pen ; 
Yet what of thee thy Poet doth invent, 
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again ; 
He lends thee Vertue, and he ftole that VVord, 
From thy Behaviour. Beauty doth he give 
And found it in thy Cheek. He can afford 
No Praife to thee, but what in thee doth live. 

Then thank him not for that, which he doth fay, 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felf doft pay. 

Sun Set. 

T Hat time of Year thou may'ft in me behold, 
VVhen yellow Leaves, or none., or few do hang 

Upon thofe Boughs, which fhake againfi: the Cold 
Bare ruin'd ~ires, where late the fweet Birds fang. 
In me thou feeft the Twi-lights of fuch Day, 
As after Sun-fet fadeth in the VVefr, 
VVhich by and by black Night doth take away, 
Death's fecond felf that feals up all ia Reft. 

~ In 
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In me thou fee'ft the Glowing of fuch Fire, 
That on the Allies of his Youth doth lie, 
As the Death-bed whereon it muft expire, 
Confum'd with t~at, which it was nourifb'd by. 

'Tis thou perceiv'ft, which makes thy Love more 
ftrong 

To love that well, which thou muft leave e'er long. 

Thy Glafs win fhew thee how thy Beauties were; 
Thy Dial how thy precious Minutes wafte; 
Tbe v cant Leaves thy Mind's Imprint will bare, 
And of this Book, this Learning may'ft thou tafte. 
The VVrinkles, which thy Glafs will truly fhow, 
Of mouthed Graves will give the Memory. 
Thou by thy Dial's fhady Stealth may'ft know, 
Time's theevifh Progrefs to Eternity. · 
Look what thy Memory cannot contain, 
Commit to thefe wafte Blacks, and tHou Thalt find, 
Thofe Children nurft, deliver'd from rh ·Brain,) 
To take a new Acquaintance of thy Minq. 

Thefe Offices fo oft as thou wilt ·look, 
Shall profit thee, and much inrich thy Book. 

A Monument to Fame. 

)t mine own Fears, nor the prophetick Soul 
Of the wide \Vorld, dreaming on things to come, 

Can yet tlie Leafe of my true Love controul, 
Suppos'd as Forfeit to a confin'd Doom. 
The mo ·tal l\t1oon hath her Eclipfe en ur'd 
And the fad Augurs mock their own Preiage: 
Incertainties now crown themfelves afrur'd., 
And Peace proclaims Olives of endlefs :Age. 

Now 
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Now with the Dt ops of this mofi balmy t! 
My Love leeks frdh, a d Death, t n < ft ~, ·• 
Since Spight of him I'll li e in this poot 1 · _ , 
While he infults o'er dtll and fpet;cblpfs Ttib S 

And tht u in thh: flialt find thy M nument, 
When TyrantsCrefls an_d Ten bs ~f Br?.fs are fpen • 

W h~t's in the Brain, that Ink may Gharatter, 
Which bath not figur'd to·thec my true Spirit ? 
What's new to f~eak, "bat now to r..egifl:er, . 
T rat may exprefs my ltwe., 10r thy dear lVJent? 
Nothing, fwn~t Love, b t }et lil<e Prayers divine, 
I muft each Dny f~y o'er the very fame; 
Counting no old thing old~ thou mine, I thin~, 
Even as w I\ en firft I hallow'd thy fair Nan1e. 
So that eternal Lov , in Lov s ft {h Cafe, 
Weighs not the IUuft and lnjun~s of Age, 
Nor gives to neceflai~ W inkles Place, 
But makes Antiquity for aye his Page, 

Finding the firft Concdt of Love there br.ed, 
Where Time and outwardForm would .fhew it dead. 

Perjury. 

L Ove is too young to know what Confcience is, 
Yet who knows not ConfcietlCe is born of Love? 

Then gentle Cheater urge not my Amifs, 
Leaft guilty of my Faults thy fweet fclf prove. 
For thou betraying me, I do betray 
My nobler Part to my grofs Body's Treafon. 
M¥ Soul _doth tell my Body that he may, 
Tnu~ph 1n Love, Flefh ftJys no farther Reafon; 
But nfing at thy Name cloth point out thee, 

N 3 s 

•' 
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As his triumphant Prize, proud of this Pride, 
He is contented thy poor Drugde to be, 
To ftand in thy Affairs, tall by thy Side. 

No want of Confcience hold it that I call, 
Her Love, for whofe dear Love I rife and fall. 

In loving thee thou know'ft I am forfworn, 
But thou art twice forfworn to me Love fwearing: 
In AB: thy Bed-vow broke and new Faith torn, 
In Vowing new Hate after new Love bearing. 
But why of two Oaths Breach do I accufe thee 
VVhen I break twenty? I am Per}ur'd moft, 
For all my Vows are Oaths but to mifufe thee: 
And all my honeft Faith in thee is loft. 
For I have fworn deep Oaths of thy deep Kindnefs: 
Oaths of thy Love; thy 'fruth, thy Conftancy; 
And to enlighten thee gave Eyes to Blindnefs ; 
Or made them fwear againft the thing they fee. 

For I have fworn thee fair: more perjur'd Eye, 
To Swear againft the Truth fo foul a Lie. 

The Tale of Cephalus and Procris. 

BEneath Hymetus Hill, well cloaib'd with Flowers, 
A holy Well her foft Springs gently Powers. 

Where ftands a Cops, in which the Wood Nymphs 
(No Wood) it rather feemsa flenderGrove. (Shrove, 
The humble Shrubs and Bulhes hide the Grafs, 
Here Lawrel, Rofemary, here Mirtil was. 
Here grew thick Box, and Tam'rix, that excells, 
And made a meer Confufion of fweet Smells: 
The Triffoly, the Pine; and on this Heath 
Stands many a Plant that feels cool Zephirs breath. 

Here 
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Here the young Cephttlu.r, tyr'd in the Chace, 
Us'd his Repofe and Reft alone t' embrace; 
And where he fat., thefe Word.s he would repe:1t1 
Come Air, fweet Air, come cool my Heat! 
Come gentle Air, I never will forfake thee, 
I'll hua thee thus, and in my Bofom take thee. 
Some double dutious Tel-tale hapt to hear this, 
And to his jealous Wife doth ftraight-way bear this. 
Which Prncris hearing, and with al1 the Name 
Of Air, (fweet Air) which he did oft proclaim, 
She ftands confounded, and amaztd with Grief, 
By giving this fond Tale too found Belief. 
And looks, as do the Trees by Winter nipt., . 
Whom Froft and Cold, of Fruit and Leaves half ftript. 
She bends like Corveil, when too ra it grows, 
Or when the ripe Fruits clog the Quince-tree Boughs. 
But when fue comes t' her felf, fue tares 
Her Garments, her Eyes, her Cheeks, and Hairs ; 
And then fhe ftarts, and to her Feet applies her, 
Then to the Woods (ftark Wood) in rage lhe hies her~ 
Approaching fome-what near her Servants they 
By her Appointment in a Valley fray, 
Whilft fhe alone with creeping Paces fteals 
To take the Srumpet, whom her Lord conceals. 
What mean'ft thou Procris in thefe Groves to hide thee? 
What rage of Love doth to this Madnefs guide thee?· 
Thou hop'ft the Air he calls, in all her Bravery · 
Will ftraightapproach,and thou {halt fee theirKnavery? 
And now again it irks her to be there, 
For fuch a killing Sight her Heart will tear. 
No Truce can with her troubled Thoughts difpence, 
She would not now be there, nor yet be thence. 
Behold the Place, her jedaus Mind foretels, 
Here do they ufe to m<;et, and no where elfe : 
The Grafs is laid, and fee their true imprellion, 
Even here they lay! I, here was their Tranfgreffion. 

N3 A 
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A L1dy's Print llie faw~ it wa ~i Seat, 
\Vhich makes Her faint H · rrt 'gainft her R:ibs to beat. 
Phwbus the lofty E1ftern Hiti had fca1'd, 
And all moift Vapours fro111 the Earth exhal'd : 
Now in his :r ~u :1- ·ide pbi11t he {hineth bright, 
It was the m~dd l Hour, 'twixt Noon and Night. 
Be'1·:>ld yo n , Cephalus dra vs to the Place, 
And with t he Fountain \Vater fprinks his Face : 
Procri.c is hid, upon the Grafs pe lies 
A· d come fweet Z=1phir, come fweec Air he cries. 
Sbe fees h r Error now from where he [l:ood, 
-1~r rdind· eturns to her, and her frefh Blood ; 

mo qg the ... ·:1 ubs and Brie s ih~ moves and ruftles, 
. d rhe i rrjtihcus Boughs a way fh ... jufrle;, 

lht- n~ing., ~she 1ay, there to tepofe him, 
1: i ~ y to 111, and in her Arms inclofe him. 

c ui.< 1: ' cafts his Eye upoa the Bufu, 
1 n ki .. ~therein fome favage Beaft: did rufh; 

ow'. c ) ds, and a keen Shaft he draws; 
1p r 1 vh1t dofr thoti? Stay aad paufe, 

1 1 1 1t:e Be1ft thJu would'fl: reave of Life ; 
0 llVf 111 1 1happy ! thou haft fltin thy Wife!· 
0'1! Heaven, fhe cries., Oh ! help me, I am !lain ; 
Still duth thy Arrow in my VVound remain, 
Yt.t though by t 1melefs Fate my Bones here lie, 
le glads me mofl:, that I, no Cuck·quean die. 
!{er Bre tth.(thus in the Arm" fhe moft affetl:eo,) 
She breaths into the Air (before fufpeCl:ed) 
Thew hilfl: };}e lifts her Body from the Ground, 
And with his Tears doth wafh her bleeding \Vound. 

Cupid's 
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Cupid's Treachery. 

CVpid la~d by his .Brand. and fel1 afl ecp, . 
A M,atd of Dian's thts Advantage found, 

And his r!a,le-kindling Eire did quickl y frcep 
In a cold V ally-Fountain of t 111t Ground: 
Which borrow'd from his holy Fire of Love, 
A datelefs' lively Heat ftil1 to endure, 
And grew ' a feething Bath' which yet Men prove; 
Againft ftrapge Malladies a foveraign Cure. 
But at my: Miftfefs Eye Love's Brand new fired., 
The Boy f<Jr· Trial needs would touch my Breaft; 
I fick with a 1 the· Help of Bath defired, 
And thither heied a fad diftemper'd Guerl. 

But found no Cure, the Bath for my help lies, 
Where Cupid got new Fire my M.iftrcfs Ry s. 

The little Lo:ve-God lying once a !lccp, 
Laid by his Side his Heart in fla ming Br~d, 
Whilft manv Nymr>hs that vow' chaft Ljfe tP keep, 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden Hand, 
The. faireft Votar~ took un_ ~hat Fire, . 
Whtch many LegiOns of true Hearts had warm'd ; 
And fo the General of hot Defire, ~ 
Was fleeping by a Virgin Hand difarm'd. 
This Brand fhe quenched in a cool Well by., 
Which from Love's Fire took Heat perpetual, 
Growing a Bath and heathful Remedy, 
For Men difeas'd, but I my Miftrefs thrall, 

Came there forCure, and . this by that I prove, 
Love's Fjre heats Water, Water cools not Love. 

That 
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That Menelaus was the Caufe of his 
own TVrongs. 

WHen Menelttus from his Houfe is gone, 
Poor Hellen is afraid to lie alone; 

And to allay thefe Fears (lodg'd in her Breaft) 
In her warm Bofom fhe receives her Gueft. 
What Madnefs was this? Menelam, fay 
Thou art Abroad whilft in thy Houfe doth ftay 
Under the felf-fame Roof, thy Gueft, and Love? 
Mad-man unto the Hawk thou trufts the Dove. 
And who but fuch a Gul1, would give to keep 
Unto the Mountain Woolf, full Folds of Sheep? 
Hellen is blamelefs, fo is Paris too, 
And did what thou, or I my felf would do. 
The Fault is thine, I tell thee to thy Face, 
By limiting thefe Lovers, Time and Place. . 
From thee the Seeds of all thy Wrongs are grown, 
Whofe Counfels have they folJow'd, but thine own? 
(Alack) what .fhould they do? Abroad thou art, 
At Home thou le~veft thy Gueft to play thy Part. 
To lie alone, the poor Qteeu is afraid, 
In the next Room an Amorous Stranger ftaid. 
Her Arms are ope to embrace him, he falls in, 
And Paris I acquit thee of the Sin. 

And in another Place fomewhat refombling thi!. 

Oreftres liked, but not loved dearly 
Hermione, till he had loft her clearly. 
Sad MenelaUJ, why daft thou lament 
Thy late Mifhap? I prethee be content. 
Thou know'ft the amorons He/ten fair and fweet; 

-~nd yet without her didft thou fail to Creet ; 
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And thou waft blithe, and merry all the VVay;. 
Eut when thou faw'ft fhe was th~ Trojans Ptey ; 
Then waft thou mad for her, and for thy Life, 
Thou canft not now one Minute want thy Wife-. 
So ftout Achilles, when his lovely Bride, 
JJrifeiJ, was difpos'd to great .Atrid-e. 
Nor was he vainly mov'd, .Artrider too, 
Offer'd no more, than he of Force mu-ft do. 
I 1hould have done as much, to fet her tfee; 
Yet I (Heaven knows) am not fo wife as he. 

Vu L cAN 1va:r J uP ITER's Smith, 4n excel
lent f1'orkman, on whom the Poets father mMJJ 
rare M'orks, arnong which I find this one. 

·M A R s and V E N u s. 

T His Tale is hlaz'd thro'Heav'n,how once unware, 
Venm and Mars were took in Y.ulcan's Snare. 

The God of War doth in his Brow d ifcover 
The perfett and true Pattern of a Lover. 
Nor could the Goddefs Vemu be fo Gruel 
To deny Mars (foft Kindnefs is a Jewel 
In any Woman, and becomes her well) 
In this the Queen of Love doth moll: excel. 
(9h Heaven !) how often have they mockt and flouted 
The Smith's Polt-foot (whilft nothing he mifdoubted) 
Made !efts of him, and his begrimed Trade ; 
And his fmoog'd Vifage, black with Cole-duft made. 
Mars, tickled with loud Laughter, when he faw 
Venus like Vulc~tn limp, to halt and draw 
One Foot behind another, with fweet Grace, 
To counterfeit his lame uneven Pace. 

Their 
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Their Meetings firft the L'Jvers hide with Fear 
From every jealous ·Eye,. and captious Ear. 
The God of VVar, and Love's lafciviou$ Dame; 
In p:1blic;k View were fuU pf bafhful Sham~. 
But the Sun fpies, how ~his fweet P.air agree, 
{Oh what bright Ph~bus., can be hid fr.om thee ?) 
The Sun both fees and blabs th~ Sight torthwith, 
And in all poft he fpceds to tell the Sqtitll. 
(Oh Sun !) what bad ElCamples .doft thou. fho\V ~ 
VVhat thou in fecret feeft muft all Men know ? 
For Silence, ask a Bribe fro.m her fair Treafure; 
She'll grant thee that fhtll m1ke thee fwell with Pleafure: 
The God, whofe Face is fmoog'd with Smoke and Fire, 
Place~h a boat their Bed a Net of Wyar ; 
So quaintly ma.de, tha~ it deceives t~e E¥e~ 
Strait (as he fetgns) to Lemnos he muft hte ? 
The Lovers meet, where he the Train hath fet, 
And both lie faft catcht in a wiery Net : 
He calls the Gods, the Lovers naked fpraU, 
And cannot rife; the Qaeen of Love lbews all. 
Mars chafes, and Venus weeps, neither can flinch, 
Grapp ed they lie, in vain they kick and wince. 
I"'heir Legs are one within another tide ; 
Their Hands fo falt., that they Gan nothing hide: 
~ mongll: there high Spcc"t:ltors, one by chance, 
That faw them n-1kcd in this pitfall Dance : 
Thus to himfelf {aid. lf it tedious be, 
Good God of War, beftow thy P-lace on me. 

The Hiftoryt bo,w the Minotaur W(/Jj /;egot.· 

I D A of Ca!dars, and tall Trees.ftand full, 
Where fed the Glory of the Herd a Ball 

Snow; 
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Snow-white fave 'twixt his Horns one Spot there grew 
Save that one Stain ; he was of Milky hew. 
This fair · Steer did tne Heifers of the Groves 
Defire to bear as Prince of all the Droves. 
Bu moft P.cftphAe with adulterous Breath, 
Envies the wanton Heifers to the Death. 
'Tis fa id, that for this Bull the doting Lafs, 
Did ufe to crop young Boughs, and mow frefh Grafs, 
Nor was the Amorous Cretan Queen afeard, 
To· grow a kind Companion to the Herd. 
Thus through the Champian fhe is madly born 
And a wild Bull, to Minas gives the Horn. 
'Tis not for Braver~ He can lov:e or loath thee, 
Then why Pafiphae do:ft thou richly cloath thee? 
Why fbould'ft t GU thus hy Face and Looks prepare? 
What makeft th~u with thy Glafs ordering thy Hair? 
Unlefs thy Gl:afs ould make thee feem a Cow ; 
But how can Horns grow on tnat tender Bro ? 
If Minos pleafe thee., no Adulterer feek thee ; 
Or if thy Hustiand Minos do not 1 kc thee, 
Bot thy Iafcivious uhoughts are ftiU increas'd, 
Deceive him with a Man, not with a Bc:elt. 
~lius by the Queen the wild \Voods arc frequented, 
And leaving tlie King's Bed, fhe is contepted , 
To ufe the Groves, born, by the Rage of ~1ind, 
Even as a Ship with a full Eaftern \!Vind. 
Some of thefe Strumpet Heifer:; the Queen flew, 
Her fmoaking Altars their warm Bloods imbrew, 
Whilft by the facrificing Prieft fh._e fbaoos, 
And gripes their trembling Entra ·Is in h r ij:ands: 
At length, the Captain of the Herd beguil'd, 
With a Cows skin, by curious Art <;ompil'd, 
The .longing Queen obtains her full Defire, 

na m her Infant's Form berays the Sire. 

Thu 
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This Minotaure, when he 'ame to growth, fi14J 

inclos' d in the Lttbrinth, which was m& de by 
the curious Arts-mafter Dedalus, whofe Tate 
likewife we thus purfue. 

W Hen DedAlus the Labrinth had built, 
In which t'include the Queen Paftphttes Guilt, 

And that the time was now expir'd fun, 
To inclofe the Minotaure half IVIan, half Bull : 
Kneeling he fays juft Minos end my Moans 
And let my Native Soil intomb my Bones : 
Or if, dread Sovereign, I deferve no Grace, 
Look with a pitious Eye on my Son's Face. 
And grant me leave from whence we are exil'd, 
Or pity me if you deny my Child. 
This and much more he fpeaks, but all in vain, 
The King, both Son and Father will detain, 
Which he perceiving fays : Now, now, 'tis fit, 
To give the World Caufe to admire my Wit, .: 
Both Land and Sea, are watcht by Day and Night, 
Nor Land nor Sea lies open to our Flight, 
Only the Air remains ; then let us try, · 
To cut a Paflage thro' the Air and fly. 

- Jove be aufpicious in my Enterprize, 
I covet not to mount above the Skies: 
But make this Refuge, fince I can prepare 
No Means to fly, my Lord, but thro' the Air, 
Make me immortal, bring me to the Brim 
Of the black Stigian, Water, Styx I'll fwim. 

,• 

Oh! human \\7it, thou canft invent much 111 ? 
Thou fearcheft ftrange Arts, who would think by Skill, 
A heavy Man, like a light Bird fhou'd ftray, 
And thro' the empty Heavens find a Way? He 
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He placeth in juft Order all his Quills, 
Whofe Bottoms with refolved Wax he fills ; 
Then binds them with a Line, and being faft tied, 
He placeth them like Oars on either Side, 
The tender Lad the downy Feathers blew, 
And what his Father meant, he nothing knew. 
The Wax he faften'd, with the Strings he play'd, 
Not thinking for his Shoulders tpey were made, 
To whom his Father fpake (and then look'd pale) 
VVith thefe fwift Ships, we to our Land muft fail. 
Al1 Palfages doth cruel Minos ftop, 
Only the empty Air he frill leaves ope. 
That VVay muft we; the Land and the rough Deep 
Doth Minos bar, the Air he cannot keep. 
But in thy VVay beware thou fet no Eye 
On the Sign Yirgo, nor Bottts high : 
Look not the black Orion in the Face, 
That fhakes his Sword, but juft with me keep Pacc;
Thy VVings are now in faftning, follow me, 
I will before thee fly, as thou fhalt fee 
Thy Father mount, or ftoop, fo I aread thee-. ; 
Make me thy Guard, and fafely I will lead thee. 
If we fhould foar too near great Pht:£bus Seat, 
The melting VVax win not endure the Heat; 
Or if we fly too near the humid Seas, 
Our moiften'd Wings we cannot fhake with Eafe. 
Fly between both, and with the Gu1b, that rife, 
Let thy light Body fail arnidft the Skies. 
And ever as his little Son he Charms, 
He fits the Feathers to his tender Arms-: 
And fhews him how to move his Body light, 
As Bi~ds firft teach their little young ones Flight .. 
By tht~ he calls t_o Counfel all his Wits, 
And hts own Wings unto his Shoulders fits, 
Being abo~t to rife, he fearful quakes, 
And in th1s new way his faint Body !hakes. 

Fidt 
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Firft e'er he took his Flight, he kifs'd his Son, 
Whilft by hi~· r Gheeks the brinifh Waters run. 
There was a Hillock not fo towring tall, 
As lofty Mountains be, nor yet fo fmall 
To be with V Ueys even, and yet a Hill ; 
From this thus both Attempt their uncouth Skill. 
The Father m s his Wings, and with Refpect 
His Eyes upon his wandering Son reflect. 
They bear a fpacious Courfe, and the apt Boy 
Fearlefs of Harm, in his new traCt: doth joy, 
Aw flies more boldly. Now upon them looks 
The Fifhermen, that angle in the Brooks, 
And with their Eyes caft upward, fr,ighted ftand. 
By this is Samos Hle on their left Hand, 
Upon the right Lebinthos they forfake, 
Aflipalen and the Fifhy Lake. . 
Shady Pachime full of Woods and Groves. 
When the rafn Y.outh, too bold in vent'ring, roves~ 
Lofeth his Guide, and takes his Flight fo high, 
That the foft Wax againft the Sun doth fry, 
And the Cords flip that kept the Feathers faft, 
So that his Arms have Power upon no Blaft. 
He fearfully · from the high Clouds looks down~ 
Upon the lower Heavens, whofe curl'd Waves frown 
At his ambitious Height, a:nd from the Skies 
He fee black Night and Death before his Eyes. 
Still melts the Wax, his naked Arms he fhakes; 
And thinking to catch hold, no hold he takes. 
But now the naked Lad down headlong falls, 
And by the W,ay, he Father, Father calls, 
Help Father, help, I die, and as he fpeaks, 
A violent Surge his Courfe of Language breaks. 
Th' unhappy Father, but no Father now, 
Cries out aloud, Son lcarus where art thou! 
Where art thou Icarus, where doft thou fly? 
Icarus where art ? When lo he may efpy 

The 
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The Feathers fwim, aloud he cloth exclaim, 
The Earth hi Bon~s, the S aJUIJ b ars his Name. 

Achilles bis Concealment of his Se)( 
in the Court of D~comedes. · 

N 0 W from another W.or;ld cloth fail with ~cy; 
A welcome Daughtet to tlie King of Troy. 

The w hilft the Grttcians are already come, 
(Mov'd with that general wrong 'gainft Ilium~ 
.Achilles in a Smock his Sex doth fmother, 
And lays the blame upon liis canefnl Mother. 
What mak'ft thou, great !Achiil s, tea~ing u-oo11, 
When P alias in a Helm lfhould clafp ,thy Scull? 
What doth lirfe Fingers with fine ':fhreds of Golo? 
Which were more fit a Warl'ke Shield to ho1d. 
Why 1hcu1d t.hat right Hand, Rocke or 'Fow contain, 
By which the Trojan 'HeEior muft be flain? 
Caft off thy loofe Veils, and thy Armour take, 
And in thy Hand the Spear of Pal/as fuake. 
Thus Lady-like he with a Lady lay, 
Till what he was, her Belly muft bewray, 
Yet was fhe forc'd Cfo 1hould we all believe) 
Not to be forc'd fo, now her Heart would grieve. 
When he fhould rife from her, frill would fhe cry, 
(For he had arm'd him, and his Rock laid by) 
And with a foft Voice fpe3k: Achilles fray, 
It is too foon to rife, lie down I pray. 
And then th'e Man that forc'd her, 1he would Kifs, 
.What force ( Deideemea) call you this? 
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A Lover's Complaint. 

FRom off a Hill, whofe Concave Womb reworded 
A plain~ful Story from a fift'ring Vale, 

My Spirits t' attend this double Voice accorded·~ 
And down~ laid to lift the fad tun'd Tale, 
E'er long efpied a fickle Maid full pale, 
Tearing of Papers, breaking Rings a twain, 
Storming her World with Sorrows Wind and Rain, 
Upon her Head a platted Hive of Straw, 
Which fortified her Vifage from the Sun, 
Whereon the thought might think fomrtime it faw 
The Carkafs of a Beauty fpent and done. 
Time had not fithed all, that Youth begun, 
Nor Youth all quit, but fpight of Heavens fell Rage; 
Some Beauty peept, through Lettice of fear'd Age. 
Oft did Jhe heave her Napkin to her Eyne, 
Which on it had conceited Charaa:ers: 
Laundring the filken Figures in the Brine, 
That feafon'd Woe had pet1eted in Tears: 
And often reading what Contents it bears : 
As often fhriking undiftinguifh'd Woe, 
ln Clamours of all Size both high and low. 
Sometimes her level'd Eyes their Carriage ride, 
As they did batt'ry to thefe Spheres intend: 
Sometimes diverted their poor Balls are ty'd, 
T0 th' or bed Euth ; fometimes they do extend, 
Their view right on anon their Gazes lend 
To every Place at once and no where fixt, 
The Mind and Sight diftraB:edly commixt. 
Her Hair nor loofe ROr ty'd in formal Plat, 
Proclaim'd in her a carelefs Hand of Pride 1 

For fome untuck'd defcended her 1bev'd Hat, 
Hanging her pale and pined Cheek befide, 
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Some in her threaden Fillet ftil1 did bide, 
And true to Bondage would not break from thence, 
Though flackly braided in lofe Negligence. 
A thoufand Favours from a Maund file drew~ 
Of Amber, Chriftal, and of beded Jet; 
Which one by one fhe in a River threw, 
Upon whofe weeping Margent fhe was fet; 
Like Ufury applying wet to wet; 
Or Monarchs Hands, that lets not Bounty fall, . 
Where Want crys fome, but where Excefs begs aU. 
Of folded Schedules had fhe many a one; 
Which file perus'd., figh'd, tore and gave the Flood ; 
Crack'd many a Ring of pofied Gold and Bone, 
Bid~ing them find their Scpulchers in Mud. 
Found yet moe Letters fadly pen'd in Blood, 
With fieided Silk, feat and affectedly 
Enfwath'd and feal'd to curious Secrecy. 
Thefe often blth'd fhe in her :fluxive Eyes, 
And often Kifs'd, and often gave a Tear ; 
Cried, 0 falfe Blood ! thou Regifter of Lies, 
What unapproved Witne~ do'ft him bear! 
Ink would have feem'd more Black and Damned here ! 
This faid in Top of Rage the Lines lhe rents, 
Big Difcontent fo breaking their Contents. 
A Reverend Man,that Graz'd his Cattle nigh, 
Sometime a Blufterer, that the Ruffle knew 
Of Court of City, and had let go by, 
The fwifteft Hours obferved as they flew, 
Towards this affiitl:ed Fancy faftly drew. 
And priviledg'd by Age, de fires to know, 
In brief, the Grounds and l\tlotives of her Woe ?
So fiides he down upon his grained Bat; 
And comely diftant fits he by her Side 
When he again defires her, being fat, 
Her Grievance with his Hearing to divide. 
If that from him there may be ought appliea, 

0 Which 
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Which may her fuffering Ecftafie affwage, 
'Tis promis'd in the Charity of Age. 
Father fhe fays, tho' in me you behold 
The Injury of many a blafting Hour, 
Let it not tell your Judgment I am Old; 

·Not Age, but Sorrow, over me hath Power; 
I mi?,ht as yet have been ~ fpreading Flower, 
Frefh to my felf, if I had felf applied 
Love to my felf, and to no Love befide. 
l3ut woe is me ! too early I attended 
A youthful Suit it was to gain my Grace. 
0! one by Nature's Outwards fo commended, 
That Maidens Eyes ftuck over all his Face; 
Love lack'd a Dwelling, and made him he.r Place, 
And when in his fair Parts fhe did abide, 
She was ne\vlodg'd and newly deified. 
His browny Locks did hang in crooked Curls ; 
And every lie ht Occafion of the \Vind 
Upon his L:ips their filken Parc;els hurls. 
What's fweet to do, to do will aptly find, 
Each Eye, that faw him did inchant the Mind. 
For on his Vifage was in little drawn, 
What Largenefs thinks in Paradice was fawn. 
Small fuew of l\!Ian was yet upon his Chin, 
His Phrenix Down beg:.t:I but to appear, 
Like unfhorn Velvet, on that termlefs Skin; . 
VVhofe bare out-brag'd the VVeb it feem'd to wear. 
Yet fbewed his Vifage by that Coft moft dear, 
And nice Aff ... Etions wavering ftood in doubt . 
lf bcft 'twere as it was, or beft without. 
His Qualities were Beauteous as his Form, 
For maiden Tongu'd he was and thereof free; 
Yet if 1\I.Ien mov~d him, was he fuch a Storm, 
As of .,twixt !Play and April is to fee, 
VVhen Winds breath fweet, unruly tho' they be. . 
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His Rudenefs fo with his authoris'd Youth, 
Did livery Falfnefs in a pride of Truth. · 
Well could he ride., and often Men would fay, 
That Horfe his Mettal from his Rider takes ; 
Proud of Subjection, noble by the Sway, 
What Rounds, what Bounds, what Courfe,what Stop he 
And Controverfie hence a Queftion takes, (makes, 
Whether the Horfe by him became his Deed, 
Or he his manag'd, by th' well-doing Steed ? 
But quickly on this Side the Verdicr weut, 
His rea\1 habitude gave Life and Grace 
To A ppertainings and to Ornament, 
AccompliLh'd in himfelf not tn his Cafe. 
All Aids themfelves made fairer by their Place, 
Can for Additions, yet their Purpofe trim 
Piec'd not his Grace, but were all grac'd by him. 
So on the Tip of his fubduing Tongue 
All kind of Arguments and Queftions deep, 
All Replication ·prompt, and Reafon fl:rong 
For his Advantage ftill did wake and fleep, 
To make the VVeeper laugh, the Laugher weep: 
He had the DialeCt and different Skill 
Catching all Pafiions in his Craft of Will, 
That he did in the general Bofom reign 
Of Young, of Old, and Sexes both inchanted, 
To dwell with him in Thoughts, or to remain 
In perfonall Duty, following where he haunted, 
Confent's bewitcht, e'er he de fire have granted, 
And dialogu'd for him what he would fay, 
Ask'd their own Wills and made their Vills obey. 
Many there were that did his Picture get 
T.o ferve their Eyes and in it put their Mind : 
Ltke Fools, that in th' Imagination fet 
The goodly Objects, which abroad they find, 
Of Lands and Manfions, their's in Thought aillgn'd; 
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And labouring in Moe Pleafures to beftow them; 
Then the true gouty Land-lord, who doth owe them. 
So many have, that never touch'd his Hand, 
Sweetly fuppos'd them Miftrefs of his Heart: 
My Woful felf, that did in Freedom ftand, 
And was my own fee fimple, not in Part, 
What with his Art in Youth and Youth in Art, 
Threw my AffeB:ions in his charmed Power, 
R.eferv'd the Stalk and gave him all my Flower~ 
Yet did I not as fome my Equals did 
Demand of him, nor being de fired yielded: 
Finding my felf in Honour fo forbid, 
\Vith fafeft Diftance I my Honour fhielded, 
Experience for me many Bulwarks builded 
Of Proofs new bleeding, which remain'd the Foil 
Of this falfe Jewel, and his amorous Spoil .. 
But ah! whover fhunn'd by Precedent., 
The deftin'd 111 fhe muft her felf allay? 
Or forc'd Examples 'gainft her own Content, 
To put the by-paft Perils in her Way? 
Counfel may ftop a while what wil1 not fray: 
For when we rage, Advice is often feen 
By blunting us to make our Wits more keen. 
Nor gives it SatisfaB:ion to our Blood, 
That we muft curb it upon others Proof, 
To be forbid the Sweets, that feem fo good, 
For Fear of Harms, that preach in our Behoof. 
0 Appetite! from Judgment ftand aloof! 
The one a Pallat bath, that needs will tafte, 
1~hough Reafon weep and cry it is thy laft. 
For further I could fay this Man's untrue, 
And knew the Patterns of his foul beguiling, 
Heard where his Plants in others Orchards grew; 
Saw how Deceits were gilded in his fmiling, 
Knew Vows, were ever Brokers to defilintj, 

Thought 
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Thought CharaCters and VVords meerly but Art, 
And Baftards of his foul adult'rate Heart. 
And long upon thefe Terms I hdd my City, 
Till thus he 'gan befiege me. Gentle Maid, 
Have of my fuffering Youth fome feeling Pity, 
And be not of my holy Vows afraid, 
What's to you fworn to none was ever f1id. 
For Feafts of Love I have been call'd unto 
'Till now did ne' er invite nor never vow, 
All my Offences, that abroad you fee 
Are Errors of the Blood none of the ]_\,find. 
Love made them not, with AB:ure they may be, 
Where neither Party is nor true nor kind: 
They fought their Shame that fo their Shame did find. 
And fo much lefs of Shame in me remains, 
By how much of me their Reproach contains. 
Among the many, that mine Eyes have feen, 
Not one whofe Flame my Heart fo much as warmed, 
Or my Affection put to th' fmalleft Teen, 
Or any of my Leifures ever cparmed: 
Harm have I done to them but ne'er was harmed. 
Kept Hearts in Liveries, but mine own was free, 
And reign'd commanding in his Monarchy. 
Look here what Tributes wounded Fancy fent me, 
Of palid Pearls, and Rubies red as Blood. 
Figuring, that they their Paffions likewife lent me 
Of Grief and Blufhes aptly underftood ; . 
In bloodlefs white, and the encrimfon'd Mood, 
Effects of Terror and dear Modefty, 
Encamp'd in Hearts but fighting outwardly. 
And lo ! behold thefe Talents of their Hair, 
With twift ed Mettle amoroufly empleach'd, 
I have receiv'd from many a feveral Fair ; 
Their ).cind Acceptance, weepingly befeech'd,' 
.With th' Annexions of fair Gems inrich'd, 
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'And deep brain'd Sonnets, that did arnplifie, 
Each Stone's dear Nature, Worth and Quality~ 
The Diamond! why, 'twas beautiful and bard, 
VVhereto his invis'd Properties did tend. 
The deep, green Emrald, in whofe frefi1 Regard, 
VVeak Sights their fickly Radience do amend. 
The Heav'n-hew'd S1phyr and the Ophal blend, 
VVirh ObjeCts manifold ; each feveral Stone, 
With Wit well blazon'd, fmil'd, or made fome Moan. 
Lo ! al1 thcfe Trophies of AffeCtions hot, 
Of penfiv'd and fubdu'd Defires the Tender, 
Nature bath charg'd me, that I hoor'd them not, 
But yield them up where I my felf muft render: 
That is to you my Origin and Ender. 
For thefc of Force muft your Oblations be, 
Since I their Altar, you enpatron me. 
Oh! then advance (of yours) that phrafelefs Hand, 
Whofe white weighs down the airy Scale of Praife; 
Take all thefe Similes unto your own command, 
Hollow'd with Sighs, that burning Lungs did raife; 
What me your Minifter for you obeys, 
Works under you, and to your Audit comes, 
Their diftracr Parcels, incombined Sums. 
Lo! this Device was fent me from a Nun, 
Or Sifter fancHfied of holieft Note, 
Which late her noble Suit in Court did (bun, 
Whofe rareft Havings made the Bloffoms dote; 
For Jhe was fought by Spirits of rich eft Coat, 
But kept cold Diftance, and did thence remove, 
To fpend her Living in eternal Love. 
13ut oh! my Sweet, what Labour is't to leave 
The thing we have not, maftring what not ftrives? 
Playing the Place which did no Form receive; 
Playing patient Sports in unconftrain'd gives? 
She that her Fame fo to her felf contrives, 

The 
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The Scars of Battel fcapeth by the Flight, 
And makes her Abfence valiant, not her Might. 
Oh! pardon me in that my Bodl: is true, 
The Accident which brought me to her Eye, 
Upon the J\tloment did her Force fubdue., 
And now fhe would the caged Cloifter flie. 
Religious Love put out Religious Eye: 
Not to be tempted would fue be immured, 
And now, to tempt, all Liberty procured. 
How mighty then you are, Oh hear me tell ! 
The broken Bofoms, that to me ~elong, 
Have emptied all their Fountains in my Well; 
And mine I pour your Ocean all among. 
I ftrong o'er them, and you o'er me being ftrong; 
Muft for your Vittory us all congeft, 
As compound Love to phyfick your cold Breaft. 
My Parts had Power to charm a facred Sun, 
Tho' difciplin'd I dieted in Grace, 
Believ'd her Eyes, when they t'affail begun, 
All Vows and Confecrations giving Place. 
0 ! m oft potential Love) Vow, Bond, nor Space, 
In thee bath neither Sting, Knot, nor Confine 
For thou art all, and all things elfe are thine. 
\\Then thou impreffefr, what are Precepts worth, 
Of ftale Example? when thou wilt en flame, 
How coldly thofe Impediments ftand forth 
Of Wealth, of filial Fear, Law, Kindred, Fame 1 . 
Loves Arms are Peace, 'gainft Rule, 'gainft Senfe, 'gatnit 
And Sweetnefs in the fuffering Pang it hears, (Shame, 
The Alloes of all Forces, Shocks and Fears. 
Now all thefe Hearts, that do on mine depend, . 
Feeling it break, with bleeding Groans they pine, 
And fupplicant their Sighs to you extend, 
To leave the Battery, that you 1nake 'gainft mine, 
Lending foft Audience, to my fweet Ddign: • 
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And credent Soul, to that ftrong bonded Oath; 
That fhall prefer and undertake my Troth. 
This faid, his watry Eyes he did difmount, 
Whofe Sights till then were leavel'd on my Face.' 
Each Cheek a River running from a Fount, 
With brinifh Currant down-ward flow'd apace. 
Oh! how the Channel to the Stream gave Grace! 
Who glaz'd with Chriftal Gate the glowing Rofes · 
That Flame through Water which their Hew inclofes: 
Oh! Father, what a Hell of Witch-craft lies, 
In the fmall Orb of one particular Tear? 
But with the Inundation of the Eyes 
What rocky Heart to Water will not wear? 
What Breaft fo cold, that is not warmed here ? 
Oh ! cleft EffeC.l:! cold Modefty, hot Wrath, 
Both Fire from hence, anq Chin extintl:ure bath. 
For loe his Paffion but an Art of Craft, 
Even there refolv'd my Reafon into Tears ; 
There my white Stole of Chaftity I daft1 

Shook off my fober Guards, and civil Fears, 
Appear to 11im, as 11e to me .appears: 
All melting, tho' our Drops this difference bore; 
Hi$ poi(on'd nJ~, and mine did him reftore. 
In him a plenitude of fubtil Matter, 
Applied to Cautles, all ftrange Forms receives 
Of burning Blu1hes, or of weeping Water, 
Or fwouning Palenefs, and he ta~es and leaves, 
In eithers A ptnefs as it beft deceives. 
To Blufu at Speeches rank, to \Veep at Woes, 
Or to turn white and fwoon at Tragic Shows. 
That not a Heart, which in his level came, 
Could 'fcape the Hail of his all hurting Aim, 
Shewing fair Nature is both kind and tame : 
And vail'd in them did win whom he would maim, 
Againft the thing, he fought, he wou'd exclaim, · 

When 



PoEMs on feveral Occajion!: 217 
When he moft burnt in Heart-wifu'd LiJXUry, 
He preach'd pure Maid, and prais'd cold Chaftity.· 
Thus meerly with the Garment of a Grace, 
The naked and concealed Fiend he cover'd, 
That th' unexperienc'd gave the Tempter place; 
Which like a Cherubin above them hover'd: 
.Who Young and Simple wou'd not be fo lover'd? 
'Ah ! me I fel1, and yet do queftion make, 
What I Jhould do again for fuch a fake. 
Oh! that infected Moifture of his Eye ! 
Oh ! that falfe Fire, which in his Cheek fo glow1d ! 
Oh! that forc'd Thunder from his Heart did fiie! 
Oh! that fad Breath his fpungy Lungs beftow'd ! 
Oh ! all that borrowed Motion feeming owed! 
Would yet again betray the fore-betray'd, 
And new pervert a reconciled Maid. 

The .Amorous Epiflle of Paris 
to Hellen. 

HEalth unto Lttdaes Daughter Priam's Son 
Sends in thefe Lines,whofe Health cannot be won; 

But by your Gift, in whofe Power it may lie 
To make me whole or fick·; to live or die. 
Shall I then fpeak? or doth my Flame appear 
Plain without Index? Oh ! 'tis that I fear! 
My Love without difcovering Smile takes place, 
And more, than I could wiih fhines in rny Face. 
When 1 could rather in my Thoughts defire, 
To hide the Smoak, till Time difplay the Fire. 
Time, that can make the Fire of Love fhine clear; 
:Untroubled with the mifry Smoak of Fear. . 

· But 
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But I Difemhle it, for who I Pray, 
C1n Fire conceal? that will it felf betray; 
Yet if you look, I fb'luld affirm that plain 
ln Words., which in my Countenance I maintain; 
I burn, I burn, my Faults I have confefs'd, 
My Words bear witnefs how my Looks tranfgrefs'd.' 
Oh! Pardon me, that have confefs'd my Error, 
Cart not upe>n my Lines a Look of Terror, 
Bnt as your Beauty is beyond compare, 
Suit unto that your Looks, (Oh! you m oft Fair ! ) 
That you my Letter have receiv'd by this 
The Suppo!ition glads me and I wifh, 
By Hope incourag'd, Hope that makes me ftrong; 

· You will receive me in fome fort e'er long. 
I ask no more, than what the Ql1een of Beauty 
Hath promis'd me, for you are mine by D11ty. 
By her I Claim you, you for me were made, 
And lhe it was my Journey did perfwade: 
Nor L1dy think your Beauty vainly fought ; 
I by divine Inftintt was hither brought ; 
And to this Enterpr.ize the heavenly Powers 
Have given Confent, the Gods Proclaim me yours~ 
I aim at Wonders, for I covet you, 
Yet pardon me, I ask but what's my Due. 
Venus her felf my Journey hithex- led, 
And gives you freely to my promis'd Bed . . 
Under her fafe Conduct the Seas I paft, 
Till I arriv'd upon thefe Coafts at laft. 
Shiping my felf from the Sygean Shore, 
Whence unto thefe Confines my Courfe I bore. 
She made the Surges gentle, the Winds fair, 
Nor marvel whence thefe Calms proceeded are: 
Needs muft fbe Power upon the falt-Seals have, 
That was Sea-born, Created from a Wave. 
Still may fhe ftand in her Ability, 
And as file made clle Seas with much Facility; 

To 
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To be through-fail'd, fo may fhe calm my Heat, 
And bear my Thoughts to their dtfired Seat. 
My Flames I found not here, no I proteft, 
1 brought them with me clofed in my Breaft ; 
My felf tranfported them without Attorney, 
Love was the Motive to my tediou~ Journey. 
Not bluftring Winter, when he triumph'd moft; 
Nor any Error drove me to this Coaft. 
Not led by Fortune where the rough Winds pleafe, 
Nor Merchant like for Gain croft I the Seas. 
Fulnefs of Wealth in all my Fleet I fee, 
I am Rich in a\1 things, fave in wanting thee. 
No Spoil of petty Nations my Ship feeks; 
Nor Land I as a Spie among the Greeks. 
VVhat need we? See of all things we have Store~ 
Compar'd with Troy, alas! your Greece is poor. 
For thee I come, thy Fame hath thus far driven me~ 
VVhom golden V.enus hath by promife given me. 
I wi£h'd thee e'er I knew thee, long ago, 
Before thefe Eyes dwelt on this glorious Show. 
1 faw thee in my Thoughts, know beauteous Dame; 
I firft beheld you with the Eyes of Fame. 
Nor marvel Lady I was ftroke fo far, 
Thus Oarts, or Arrows fent from Bows of War 
Wound a great Diftance off; fo was I hit 
With a deep fmarting Wound thlt ranckles yet. 
For fo it pleas'd the Fates, w horn leaft you blame~ 
I'll tell a true Tale to confirm the fame. 

When in my Mother's Womb full ripe I lay, 
Ready the firft Hour to behold the Day, 
And ihe at Point to be deliveti'd ftrait, 
And to unlade her of her Royal Freight, 
My Birth-hour was delay'd, and that fad Night 
A fearful Viflon did the Q!leen affright. 

In 
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In a Son's Stead, to pleafe the aged Sire, 
She dreamt file had brought forth a Brand of Fire: 
Frighted fhe rifes, and to Priam goes; 
To the old King this ominous Dream file lhows. 
He to the Prieft, the Prieft doth this return, 
That the Child born lltall ftately Ilium burn. 
Better, than he was ware, the Prophet gheft, 
For lo ! a kindled Brand flames in thee my Breaft. 
To prevent Fate a Peafant, I was held, 
Till my fair Shape all other Swains excell'd ; 
'And gave the doubtful World Affurance good, 
,Your Paris was deriv'd from Royal Blood. 

Amid the /dean Fields, there is a ~ce 
Remote, full of high Trees, which aide the Face 
Of the green mantled Earth, where in thick Rows; 
The Oak, the Elm, the Pine, the Pitch-Tree grows. 
Here never yet did browze the wanton Ewe, 
Nor from his Plot the flow Ox lick the Dew. 
The favage Goat, that feeds among the Rocks, 
Hath not graz'd here, nor any of their Flocks. 
Hence the DPZrdaniP~n Wal1s I might efpy, 
The lofty Towers of Ilium reared high. 
Hence I the Seas might from the firm Land fee, 
Which to behold, I leant me on a Tree. 
Believe me, for I fpeak but what is true , 
Down from the Skirt with feather'd Pinions flew, 
The Nephew to great Atlas, and doth ftand, 
With golden Caduceus in his Hand. 
This, as the Gods to me thought good to fhow, 
I hold it good, that you the fame fhould know. 
Three Goddeffes behind young Bermes move; 
Great Juno, Pal/as, and the Queen of Love. 
Who as in Pomp, and Pride of Gate they pafs, 
Scarce with their Weight they bend the Tops ofGrafs, 

Amaz'd 
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Amaz'd I ftart, and end long ftands my Hair; 
When Maia's Son thus fays, abandon Fear, 
Thou courteous Swain, that to thefe Groves repaireft; 
And freely judge, which of thefe three is faireft. 
And leaft I fhould thefe curious Sentence lhun, · 
He tells me by Jove's Sentence all is done. 
And to be Judge I no way can efchew. 
This having faid, up through the Air he flew~ 
I ftraight took Heart-a-grace, and grew more bold ; 
And there their Beauties one by one behold. 
Why am I made the Judge to give this Doom? 
Methinks all three are worthy to o'er-come. 
To injure two fuch Beauties, what Tongue dare ·? 
Or prefer one where they be all fo fair? 
Now this feems faireft, now again that other ; 
Now would I fpeak, and now my Thoughts I fmother~ 
And yet at length the Praife of one m oft founded, 
And from that one my prefent Love is grounded. 
The Goddeifefs out of their earneft Care, 
And Pride of Beauty to be held moft Fair, 
Seek, with large Arms, and Gifts of wondrous Price,' 
To their own Thoughts my Cenfure to entice. 
1uno the Wife of ']ove doth firft inchant me, 
To judge her Faireft, 1he a Crown will grant me. 
Pallas her Daughter, next doth undertake me, 
Give her the Prize, and valiant lhe wil1 make me. 
I ftraight devife which can moft Pleafure bring, 
To be a valiant Soldier, or a King. 
Lafu Venus fmiling, came with fuch a Grace, 
As if file fway'd an Empire in her Face. 
Let not (faid fhe) thefe Gifts the Conqueft bear, 
Combats and Kingdoms are both fraught with Fear: 
I'll give thee what thou loveft beft, (lovely Swain) 
The faireft Saint, that cloth on Earth remain, 
Shall be thine own; make thou the Conqueft mine; 
Fair Letdesu fair eft Daughter fua ll be thin\!. 

~ Thi--
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This faid, when with my felf I had devifed, 
And her rich Gift and Beauty jointly prifed. 
Venus the Victor, o'er the reft is plac'd ; 
1uno and Pal/as leave the Mount difgrac'd. 
Mean time my Fate a profperous Courfe had run; 
And by known Signs King Priam call'd me Son. 
The Day of my reftoring is kept Holy 
Among the Saints-Days, confecrated folely 
To my Remembrance, being a Day of Joy, 
For ever in the Calenders of Troy. 

As I wifh you, I have been wi.fh'd by others, 
The faireft Maids by me would have been Mothers." 
Of ·an my Favours, I beftow'd not any, 
You only may enjoy the Loves of many. 

, Nor by the Daughters of great Dukes and Kings, 
Have I alone been fought, whofe Marriage Rings 
I have turn'd back ; but by a Strain more high, 
By Nymphs and Faries, fuch as never die. 
No fooner were you promis'd as my Due, 
But I (all hated) to remember you. 
Waking, I faw your Image, if 1 dreamt, 
Your beauteous Figure frill appear'd to tempt, 
And urge this Voyage ; till your Face excelling, 
Thefe Eyes beheld, my Dreams were all of Hellen. 
Imagine how your Face fbould now incite me, 
Being feen, that unfeen did fo much delight me. 
If I was fcorch'd fo far off from the Fire, 
How am I burnt to Cinders thus much nighet. 
Nor could I longer owe my felf this Treafure, 
But thro' the Ocean I muft fear-eh my Pleafure. 
The Phrygyan Hatches to the Roots are put 
Of the }dean Pines, afunder cut 
The Wood-land Mountain yielded me large Fees~ 
Being defpoil'd of all her tale!l: Trees. 
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From whence we have fquar'd out unnumbred Beams; 
That muft be wafh'd within the Marine Streams. 
The grounded Oaks are bowed, tho' ftiff as Stee], 
And to the tough Ribs is the bending t:el 
Woven by Ship-wrights Craft, then the Main-Mafr, 
A crofs whofe Middle is the Sale-Yard plac'd. 
Tackles and Sails, and next you m:~y difcern, 
Our painted Gods upon the hooked Stern. 
The God, that bears me on my happy Way, 
And is my Guide, is Cupid. Now the Day 
In which the laft Stroke of the Hammer's heard 
Within our Navy, in the Eaft appear'd: 
And I rnuft now lanch forth ; (fo the Fates pleafe) 
To feek Adventures in the Eagean Seas. 
My Father and my Mother move Delay, 
And by Intreaties would inforce my Stay. 
They hang about my Neck, and with their Tears, 
Wo me, deferr my Journey; but their Fears 
Can have no Power to keep me from thy Sight. 
And now Caj{lmdra, full of fad Affright, 
With lofe difhevel'd Trarnels, madly skips, 
Juft in the Way betwixt me and my Ships. 
Oh \ whether wilt thou Head-long run, fhe cries? 
Thou beareft Fire with thee, whofe Sn1oak up-flies 
Unto the Heavens (Oh 1ove !) thou little feareft 
What quenchlefs Flames thou thro' the Water beardt. 
Cajfandra was to true a Prophetefs, 
Her quenchlefs Flames fhe fpake of (I confefs,) 
My hot De fires burn in my Breaft fo faft, 
That no red Furnace hotter Flames can caft. 

I pafs the City Gates, my Bark I boar'd, 
The favourable Winds calm Gales afford, 
And fill my Sails; unto your Land I Steer, 
For whether elfe (his Courfe) !hould Faru bear ? 

YoLr 
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Your Husband entertains me as his Gueft, 
'And all this hapneth by the God's beheft. 
He fbews me all his Paftures, Parks, and Fields; 
And every rare thing Lacedemon yeilds. 
He holds himfelf much pleafed with my Being, 
And nothing hides, that he efteems worth feeing: 
I am on Fire, till I behold your Face, 
Of all Achaias Kingdom the foie-Grace. 
All other curious ObjeC\s I defie, 
Nothing but Hellen can content mine Eye: 
Whom when I faw, I ftood transform'd with Wonder; 
Senfelefs, as one ftruck dead by 1ove's fharp Thunder. 
As I revive, my Eyes I rowl and turn, 
Whilft my flam'd Thoughts with hotter Fancies burn: 
Even fo as I remember looks Love's Qg.een, 
When, fhe was laft in Phrygian Jda feen, 
Unto which Place by Fortune I was train'd, 
\¥here, by my Cenfure, 1he the Conq ueft gain' d.· 
But had you made a fourth in that Contention, 
Of Venus Beauty, there had been no mention. 
He/fen affuredly had born from all 
.The Prize of Beauty, the bright golden Ban. 

Only of you may this your l{ingdom boaft, 
By you it is renown'd in every Coaft. 
Rumor bath every where your Beauty blaz'd, 
]n what remote Clime is not He/len prais'd? 
From the bright Eaftern Sun's up-rife, inquire, 
Even to his down-fall where he i1acks his Fire; 
There lives not any of your Sex that dare, 
Contend with you that are proclaim'd fo fair. 
Truft me, for Truth I fpeak : Nay what's moft true; 
Too fparingly the World bath fpoke ot you. 
Fame that hath undertook your Name to blaze, 
Play'd but the envious Honfewife in your Praife. 

Mo 
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More, th3 n Report could Promife., or Fame blazon, 
Are thefe Divine Perfections, that I gaze on. 
Thefe were the fame that made Duke Thefeus lavilb~ 
Who in thy Prime aud Nonage did thee ravi.fh. 
A worthy Rape for fuch a worthy Man ; 
Thrice happy Ravilher, ro feize thee then, 
When thou wert frript fi:ark nt4ked to the Skin, 
A Sight of Fo!·ce to l!lak.e the Gods to Sin. 
Such is your Country's Guife at Seafons when, 
With naked Ladies they mixt naked IVlen. 
That he did fteal thee from thy Friends, I praife him, 
And for that Deed, I to the Heavens will raife him. 
That he return'd thee back, by 1ove I wonder, 
Had I been Thefeus, he that lhould affunder, 
Have parted us, or ft1atch'd thee from my Bed, 
Firft from my Shoulders fhould have p3r'd my Head. 
So rich a Purchafe, fuch a glorious Prey, 
Should conftantly have been detain'd for aye. 
Could thefe my ftroug Arms poilibly unclafpt 
Whilft in their amorous Folds they Hel/en grafj) ? 
Neither by free Conftraint, nor by free Giving, 
Could you depart that Compafs, and I living. 
But if by rough In force I muft refrore you, 
Some Fru:ts of Love, (which l fo long have bore you) 
I firft would reap, and fame fweet Favour gain, 
That all my Suit were nor: beftow'd in vain. 
Either with me you fhall a bide a~J ftay, 
Or for your Pafs your Maiden-Htad fhould pay. 
Or fay, I fpar'd you that., yet would I try, 
What other Favour, I could elft: come by. 
All that belongs to love, I would not mifs, 
You fhould not let me both to clip and kifs. 

Give me your Heart, fair Queen, my fieart you pwe, 
And what my Refolution is you know. 

P !in 
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'Till the laft Fire my hreathlefs Body take, 
The Fire within my Breaft can never flake. 
Before large Kingd0ms I preferr'd your Face, 
And Juno's Love, and potent Gifts difgrace. 
To fold you in my amorous Arms I chus'd, 
And Pal/a; Vert.ues fcornfully refus'd. 
When they with Venus on the Hill of !de, 
Made me the Judge their Beauties to decide; 
Nor do l yet repent me, having took, 
Beauty, and Strength, and Scepter'd Rule forfook.· 
Methinks I chus'd the beft, (nor think it ftrange) 
l frill perfifr, and never mean to change: 
Only that my Imployrnent be not vain, 
Oh ! you more Vvorth than any Empires gain! 
Let me in treat, leaft you my Birth fhould fcorn; 
Or Parentage, Know I am Royal born. 
:By marrying me, you fhaU not wrong your State, 
Nor be a Wife to one degenerate. 
Search the Records where we did firft begin, 
And you lhal1 find the Pleiads of our Kin ; 
Nay Jove himfelf, all others to forbear, 
That in our Stock renowned Princes were. 
My F.1ther of all .Afia reigns fole King, 
Whofe boundlefs Coaft fcarce any feather'd Wing 
Can give a Girdle to, a happier Land, 
A .1 1 eighbout: to the Ocean cannot ftand. 
Thct e in a narrow Compafs you may fee, · 
CiLies and To\vers more, than may numbred be. 
The Houfes gilt, rich Temples that excel, 
And you will fay, I near the great Gods dwell. 
You fual1 behold high Iliums lofty Towers, ~ 
'And Troy's bra\'e Walls built by no mortal Powers; 
J)ut made by Ph{Cbus the great God of Fire, 
And by the T'ouch of his melodious Lyre. 
If \\ e have People to inhabite, when , 
The fad Earth groans to bear fuch Troops of Men. 

Judge 
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Judge Hellen, likewife when you cqme to Land, 
The Ajian \Vomen fhall admiriDg fland, 
S;1luting thee with Welco1~ c, 1110 c and lefs, 
In preffing Throngs and Numbers, numberlefs. 
1\tlore, than ur Courts can hold of·you (mofr fair) 
You to your fclf will fay., alas~ how bare, 
And poor Achaia is, when, win great Pleafure, 
You fee each Houfe contain a Qty's J'r .... afurc. 

Miftake me not, I Sparta do n.ot [corn, 
I hold the. Land bleft here my Love was born; 
Tho' barren elfe, rich Sparta liellen bore, 
And therefore I that Province muft adore. 
Yet is your· Land, methinks, b•1t lean and empty, 
You worthy of a Clime, that fbws wit Plenty , 
Full Troy I proftrate, it is youts by Duty, 
This petty Seat becomes not yrur rich Beauty. 
Attendance., Preparation, Curt'fie, State, 
Fit fuch a Heavenly Form, on 1Vhich fhould ait, 
Coft, freih Variety., delicious Diet., 
Pleafure, Contentment, and }U'{urious Riot. 
\V hat Ornaments we ufe., what Falhions feign 
You may perceive by me and rry proua Train. 
Thus we attire our Men., .but Nith more Cofl: 
Of Gold and Pearl, the rich Gowns are imboft, 
Of our chief Ladies, ghefs by \'r 1at yo· fee, 
.You may be foon induc'd to cre:lit me. 

Be traEtable, fair Spartan, nor contemn 
A Trojan born, deriv'd from Royal Ste . 
He was a Trojan, and allied toHeE!:or, 
That waits upon 1ove's Cup, and fil1s him Neflor.· 
A Trojan did the fair Aurora wed ' 
And nightly fiept within her R:>fe;t Bed. 
The Goddeffefs, that ends Nigh, and enters Day; 
From our fair Trojtm Coaft ftole him away. 

P 2 Anchifes 
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Anchi(eJ was a Trojan, whom Love's Queen, 
(Makin~ the Trees of lda a thick Screen 
'Twixt Heaven and her) oft lay wich. View me well, 
I am a Trojan too, in Troy I dwell. 
Thy HusbLtnd Menelaus hither bring, 
C mp:1re our Shapes, our Years, and every thing. 
l make you Judgefs, wrQng me if you can; 

You needs muft fay, 1 am the properer Man. 
None of my Line hath turn'd the Sun to Blood, 
And robb'd his Steeds of thdr Ambrofial Food. 
My Father grew not from the Caucafs Rock, 
Nor fi1a1l I graft you in a bloody ?tock. 
J'r iam ne' er wrong'd the guiltlefs Soul, or further, 
l\tade the lvfyrto;m Sea look red with Murther; 
Nor thirfi.eth my great Grand-Sire in the Lake, 
Of Let!Je, Chin deep, yet no Thirft can flake 7 
Nor after ripen'd Apples vainly skips, 
'A'ho fiie him frill, and yet ft~ll touch his Lips. 
But what of this? If you be fo deriv'd, 
You notwithftanding are no Right depriv'd. 
You grace your Stock, and being fo Divine, 
1ove is of force compell'd into your Line. 

Oh Mifchief! whilft I vainly fpeak of this, 
Your Husband all-unworthy of fuch Blifs, 
In joys you this long Night, enfolds your VVafte, 
And where he lifts, may boldly touch and tafte. 
So when you fat a.t Table; many a Toy, 
Paffeth between you my vext Soul t'annoy. 
At fuch high Feafts I willi my Enemy fit, 
VVhere Difcontent attends on every Bit. 
I never yet was plac'd at any Feaft, 
But oft it irkt me, that I was your Gueft. 
That which offends me moft, thy rude Lord knows, 
For ftil1 his Arms about thy Neck he throws ; 

I VVhidt 
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\Vhich I no fooner fpy but I grow mad, 
And hate the Man whofe courting mak..cs me fad. 
Shal1 I be plain? I am .ready to fink down, 
When I behold him wrap you in his Gown; 
When you fit fmiling on his amorous_ Knee, 
His Fingers prefs, where my Har.ds It(b to be. 
But whe ... n he hugs you l am forc'd to frown, 
The Meat I'm eating will by no means down, 
But fl:icks half way ; amidft thrfe Difco'ltents, 
1 have obferv'd you laugh at my Laments, 
And with a fcornful., yet a wanton Smile, 
Deride my Sighs and Groans. Oft to beguile 
1\tly Paffions, and to quench my fiery Rage, (fwage ; 
By quaffing Healths I've thought my Flame t' af
But Bacchus full Cups make my Flames burn higher, 
Add Wine to Love, and you add Fire to Fire. 
To fbun the Sight of many a wanton Feat, 
Betwixt your Lord and you, I fhift my Seat, 
And turn my Head, but thinking of your Grace, 
Love fcrews my Head to gaze back on your Face. 
\Vhat were I heft to do? To fee you pby 
Mads me, and I perforce mufl: turn away, 
And to forbare tlie Place where you abide, 
Would kill me dead, fhould I but ftart afide, 
As much as lies in me I ftrive to bury, 
The Shape of Love, and inMirths fpight I fee m merry. 
But oh ! the more I feek it to fupprefs, 
The more my blabbing Looks my Love profefs. 

You know my Love which I in vain fuould hide, 
Would God it did appear to none befide. 
Oh! )o'}Je how often have l turn'd my Cheek, 
To hide th' apparant Tears, that Pallage feck 
From forth my Eyes, and to a Corner ftept, 
lt~ft any Man ihould ask wherefore I wept. 

p 3 Hen 



.. 
130 PoEM s on fevef;al Occttfions. 
H ow often have I to4i you p· teous Tales, 
O f conftant Love ·, and how Lore prevails. 
When fuch great He ,..o my [.JilCGll fe I took, 
That every Accent ~Jited to your Look. 
In forged Names lY felf I rep,!'efe nted, 
The Lover fo perp~x'd, anti (o tormented, 
If you wiH know? .... hold I am the fame, 
Pttris w s meant in; t at trr~e Lover' s Name: 
As often, that I mi uht t he mort; fee ]rely, 
Speak loofe itnm0oefl: \v;ords, tlfat found impurely, 
T hat the.y offence ef$ m~gl t you r. fw et Ears touch, 
I ll~e Hfp tb- 1 up, ~ikc one had d~u k too mucl1. 
<Dnc t 1eme m ~, you1 Joofc V ail betray'd, 
Yo 1r· akea S in~ and a .fair P.aff~ge made, 
To my ena 1our'd Eye. Oh ! Skin inuch brighter, 
Than Snow, or p reft Milk, in Colour whiter 
Than your fair Movher Lceda, when 1ove grac'd her, 
And in the Shape of feathered Swan embrac'd her. 
Whilft at thi av,ifhing Sight I fl:ood amaz'd, 
And without Interr.tiption freely gaz'd, 
The wreathed Handle of the Bow 1 I grafp'd, 
Fell from my hold, my ftrcngthlefs Rand unclafp,d. 
A Goblet at that time I held by Chance, 
A nd down it fell, for I was in a Trance. 
IZifs your fair Daughter, and to her I ski , 
And fnatch your Ki.ffes from your fweet Child's Lip. 
Sometimes I throw my felf along, and lie, 
Singing Love-Songs, and if you caft your Eye, 
On my effeminate Geftarc, I frill find, 
Some pretty cover'd Signs to fpeak my Mind; 
And then my earneft Suit bluntly invades, 
.Aethr.1 and Climene your two cheif Maids. 
But they return me Anfwers full of Fear, 
And to my Motions lend no .. further Ear. . 
Oh ! that you were the Prize of fome great Stnfe, 
And h ~ that wins, might claim you for his \.Vife. 

Hyp-
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Hyppomenes with fwift Atlanta ran 
And at one Courfe the Goal and Lady wan. 
Even fhe, by whom fo many Suitcrs per'fi 'd. 
Was in the Bofom of her new Love cherifh'd. 
So Jlercules for Dejaneira ftrovc, 
Brake Achelous Horn, and gain'd his Love. 
Had I fuch Liberty, fuch Freedom gt nted, 
1VIy Refolution never could be daunted. 
Your fclf fhould find, and a 11 the \i\l odd fhou'd fee, 
Hel!en a Prize alone referv'd for me. 
There is not left me a.ny Means (moft fair) 
To court you now, but by entreats and Prayer ; 
Unlefs (as it becomes me) you think meet, 
That I fuould proftrate fall, and kifs your Feet. 
Oh ! all the Honour, that our laft Age wins, 
Thou Glory of the two Tindarian Twins ! 
Worthy to be c:fove's Wife, in Heaven to reign, 
-were you not :Jove's own Daughter, of his Strain: 
To the Sygean confines I will carry thee, 
And in the Temple of great Pa/las marry thee. 
Or in this Ifiand where I vent my Moans, 
I'll beg a Tomb for my exil'd Bones. 
My Wound is not a flight Raze with an Arrow, 
But it bath pierc'd my Heart, and burnt my l'v.Iarrow. 
This Prophefie my Sifter oft hath founded, 
That by an heavenly Dart I fhould be wounded. 
Oh! then forbear (fair Hellen) to oppofe you 
Againft the Gods, they fay I fhall not lofe you. 
Yeild you to their hebeft, ~nd you fhall find, 
The Gods to your Petitions likewife kind. 
A thoufand things at once are in my Brain, 
Which that I may effentia11y complain., 
And not in Papers empty all my Head, 
Anon at Night receive me to your Bed. 
Blufh you at this ! or Lady do you fc r, 
To violate the Nuptial Laws aufterc? 

P 4 Oh! 
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Oh! fimp1e Hellen! Fooli{h I might fay. 
What Proiit reap you to be chafl: I pray? 
ls't poffi ble, that you a World to win, 
Should keep that Face, that Beauty without Sin? 
Rather you muft your glorious Face exchange, 
For one (lefs fair) or elfe not feem fo ftrange. 
Beauty and Chaftity at variance are, 
'Tis hat d to find one \Voman chafte and fJir. 
Ye1-1us will not have Beauty over aw'd, 
High jove himfelf ftolen Pleafures wi\1 applaud, 
And bv fuch theevilh Paftimes we may gather, 
How 'Jove 'gaioft wedlocks Laws, became your Father. 
He and your l.Vlother L£da both tranfgrefs'd, 
When you were ~ot lhc bare a tender Breaft. 
What Glory can you gain Love Sweets to fmother? 
Or to be counted chafter, than your l\'lother ? 
Profefs ftrict Chaftity, when with great Joy., 
I lead you as my Bride-efpous•d through Troy. 
Then I intreat you rein yoor Pleafures in, 
I wHb thy Paris may be all thy Sin. 
If Citherea her firm Covenant keep, 
Tho• I within your Bofom nightly S~~ep, 
'\Ve fhall not m.uch mifdo, but fo offend, 
That we by Marriage may our Guilt amend. 

Your Husband hath himfelf this bufinefs aided, 
And rho' (not with his Tongue) he hath perfwaded, 
By all his Deeds (as much) leaft he fhould fray, 
Our private Meetings, he is far away, 
Of Purpofe rid unto the fartheft llfleft, 
That he might leave his Wife unto his Gueft. 
No fitter time he could have found to vifit, 
~fhe Chri{ean royal Scepter, and to fieze it. 
0 ! fimple, fimple Husband ! but he's gone, 
And goipg, left ~ou this to think upon. 

Fair 
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Fair Wife (quoth he) I prethee in my Place, 
Regard the- Trojan Prince, and do him Grace. 
Behold a Witnefs I againft you ftand, 
You h;ve been carelefs of this kind Command. 
Count from his fi.rft Days Journey, never fince, 
Did you Regard or Grace the ·rrojan Prince. 
What think you of your Husband? that he knows 
The worth and value of the Face he owes? 
Who (but a Fool) fuch Beauty wou'd endanger, 
Or truft it to the mercy of a Stranger. 
Then (royal Queen) if neither may intreat, 
My quenchlefs Paffion, nor Loves raging heat, 
Can win you; we are woo'd both to this Crime, 
Even by the fit Advantage of the time, 
Either to love fweet Sport we muft agree; 
Or fbew our felves to be worfe Fools than he. 
He took you by the Hand the Hour he rode, 
And knowing, I with you muft make abode, 
Brings you to me what fhou'd I further fay, 
It was his Mind to give you quite aw{Jy. 

What meant he e1fe? Then let's be blith and jolly, 
'And make the befl: ufe of your Husband's Folly. 
What fbould we do? Your Husband is far gone, 
And this cold Night (poor Soul) you lie alone. 
I want a Bedfellow, fo do we either, 
What .lets us then, but that we lie together? 
You flumbring think on me, on you I dream, 
Both our Defires are fervent and extream. 
Sweet, then appoint the Night, why do you ftay? 
0 Night, more clearer, than the brighteft Day. 
Then I dare freely fpeak, proteft, and fwear, 
And of my Vows the Gods fhall Record bear. 
Then will I fcal the ContraCt and the Strife, 
From thatDay forward, we are Man and Wife. 

Tben 
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Then querti~nlefs I fhall fo far I?erfwade, . 
That you Wlth me fhatl Troys nch Coaft Invade; 
And with your Phrygian Gueft at laft agree,. 
01r potent Kingdom and rich Crown to fee. 
But if you (blufhing) fear the vulgar Bruit, 
That fays, you follow me, to me make Suit, 
Fear it not H~llen; I'll fo work with Fame, 

- I will (alone) be guilty of all blame. 

Duke Thefeus was my Inftance and fo were 
Your Brother's Lady, can l come more near 
To enfample my Attempts by? Thefeus ha led 
Hellen perforce: your Brothers they prevailed 
With the Leucippian Sifters, now from thefe, 
I'll count my felf the fourth (if Hellen pleafe.) 
Our Trojan Navy rides upo11 the Coaft, 
Rig'd, Arm'd, and Man'd, and I can proudly boaft; 
The Banks are high, why do you longer ftay ? . 
The Winds and Oars are re~d v to make way. 
You fhall be like a high Majeftick Queen, 
Led through the Dardan City, and be feen, 
By Millions, who your State having commended, 
Will (wondring) fwear, fome Goddefs is defcended. 
Where e'er you walk the Priefts !hall lncenfe burn, 
No way you fhall your Eye or Body turn 
But facrificed Beafts the ground fhall beat, 
And bright religious fires the Welkin heat. 
My Father, Mother, Brother, Sifters, all 
Ilium and Troy in pomp Majeftical, 
Shall with rich Gifts prefent you (but alas) 
~ot the leaft part (fo far they do furpafs) 
Can my Epiftle fpeak, you may behold 
:f.\1ore, than my WorJs or Writings can unfold. 

Nor fear the Bruit of War, or threatning Steel, 
When we are fled, to dog us at the Heel. 

Or 
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Or that all Gnecia will their Powers unite, 
Of many ravilh'a., can you one recite, 
Whom War repurchas'd? thefe be idle Fears, 
Rough bluftering., Boruu fair Orithea bears, 
Unto the Land of7hrace, yet Thrac:e frill free, 
And .Athens rais'd no rude Hoftility. 
In winged Pegafui did 'Jafon fail; 
A ad from gt eat Colchos he Medea ftale ; 
Yet .·Thej]:dy you fee can fhew no Scar, 
Of former Wounds in the Thej]alian War? 
He that firft ravifh'd you, in fuch a Fleet, 
.P\.s ours is, Ariadne brought from Creete. 
Yet Minos, and Duke Thefeus were agreed., 
About tliat Quarrel, not a Breaft did bleed. 
Lefs is the Danger (truft me) then the Fe r, 
That in thefe vain and idle E>oubts appear. 
But fay, rude VVar fuotld be proclaim'd 'at length, 
Know, 1 am valiant, and have finowy Strength. 
The VVeapons, that I ufe are apt to kill. · 
.Afia befides, more fpacious Fields can fitl, 
VVith armed Men than Greece. Amongft us are 
More pcrfecr So1di~rs, more Beafts apt for VVar. 
Nor can thy Husband Menelaus be · 
Of any nigh Spirit and Magnanimity ; 
Or fo well prov'd in Arms. For Hellen I, 
Being but a Lad, have made my Enemies fly. 
Regain'd the Prey from out the Hands of Thieves, 
VVho had defpoild our Herds, and ftol'n our Beeves. 
By fuch Adventures I my Name obtain'd, 
(Being but a Lad) the Conqueft I have gain'd, 
Of youg Men in their Prime, who much could do, 
Deiphebus., Ilioneas too 
I have o'ercome in many Jbarp Contentions ; 
Nor think thefe are my vain and forg'd Inventions; 
Or that I only Hand to Hand can fight, 
My Arrows when I pleafe ihall touch the VVnite. 

I am 
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I am expert in the Quarry and the Bow, 
You cannot boaft your heartlefs Husband fo . 
Had you the Power in all thing~ to fuppl y me, 
And fhould you nothing in the World deny me ; 
To give me fuch a Heflor to my Brother, 
You could not, the E1rth bears not fuch another. 
By him alone all Ajia is well mann'd ; 
He like an Enemy againft Greece fhall fta nd 
Oppos'd to your beft Fortunes, wherefore fhive you, 
You do not know his Valour that murt wive you? 
Or what hid Worth is in me but at length, 
You wilJ confefs when you have prov'd my Strength. 
Thus either War fball frill our Steps purfue, 
Or Greece iball fall in Troy's al1-conquering View. 
Nor would I fear for fuch a Royal Wife, 
To fet the univerfal World at Strife. 
To gain rich Prizes, Men will venture far, 
The Hope of Purchafe makes us bold in War. 
If all the World about you fhould contend, 
Your Name would be eterniz'd without End, 
Onely be bold, and fearlefs may we fail 
Into my Country, with a profperous Gale ! 
If the Gods grant me my expected Day, 
I to the full {hall all thefe Covenants pay. 

Hellen to Paris. 

NO fooner came mine Eye unto the Sight, 
Of thy rude Lines, but I muft needs re-write. 

Dar'ft thou (Oh fhamelefs) in fuch heinous wife, 
The Laws of Hofpitality defpife? 
And being a Stranger, from thy Countries Reach, 
Solicite a cha{t Wife to Wedlock's Breach? 

Was 
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\'\-as it for this our free Trnarian Port, 
r eceiv'd thee and thy Train., in friendly fort ? 
And when great Neptune nothing could appeafe, 
Gave thee fafe Harbour from the ftormy Seas? 
Was it for this, our Kingdoms Arms fpread wide, 
To entertain thee from the \Vater-fide? 
Yet thou of foreign Soil remote from hence, 
A Stranger, coming we fcarce knew from whence. 
Is perjur'd Wrong the Recompence of Right"/ 
Is all our Friendfhip guerdond with Defpight? 
I doubt me then, whet her in our Court doth tarry 
A friendly Gueft, or a fierce Adverfary. 
Nor blame me, for if juftly you coAfider, 
And thefe Prefumptions well compare together, 
So fimple my Complaint will not appear, 
But you your felf muft needs excufe my Fear. 
Well, hold me fimple, much it matters not, 
Whilft I preferve my chafte Name far from Spot; 
For when I feem touch'd with a bafuful Shame, 
It fhews how highly I regard my Fame. 
For when I feem fad, my Countenance is not f!ined, 
And when I lower, my Look is unconftr'ained. 
But fay my Brow be cloudy, my Name's clear, 
And reverently you fhaH of Hellen hear. 
No Man from me adulterate Spoils can win, 
For to this Hour I have fported without Sin ; 
Which makes me in my Heart the more to wonder, 
What Hope you have in time to bring me under. 
Or from mine Eye what Comfort thou canft gather, 
To pity thee, and not defpife thee rather. 
Becaufe once Thefous hurried me from hence, 
And did to me a kind of Violence, 
Follow·s it therefore, I am of fuch Price, 
That ravifh'd once, I ihould be ravifh'd tvvice? 
Was it my Fault, becaufe 1 fl:riv'd in vain, 
And wanted -.trength his Fury to reftrain? 

H 
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He fl attered, and fpake fair, I ftruglcd ftill, 
And what he got was much againft my Will. 
O f all his Toil, he reap'd no wifhed Fruit, 
For with my wranglin~., I withftood his Suit. 
At length, I was reftor 'd, untoucht., and clear, 
In all my Rape, I fu ffer'd naught (fave Fear) 
A few untoward Kiiles, he (God wot) 
Of further Favours, he could never boaft. 
Dry, without Relifh, by much Striving got, 
And them with much ado, and to his Coft. 
l doubt your Purpofe aims at greater Bliffes, 
And hardly would alone be pleas'd with I\.iifes. 
Thou haft fome further Aim, and feek'fr to do, 
What CJove defend) I fhould confent unto. 
He bore not thy bad 1\llind, hut did refi:ore me, 
U blemifu'd, to the Place from whence he bore me. 
The Youth was bafhful, and thy Boldnefs lackt, 
And 'tis well known, repented his bold FaB:. 
Thefem repented, fo fuould Pari& do, 
Succeed in Love, and in Repentance too. 
Nor am I angry; who can angry be 
With him that loves her? If your Heart agree, 
With your kind Words, your Suit I could a pp laud. 
So I were fure your Lines were void of Fraud. 
I caft not thefe ftrange Doubts, or this Difpenfe, 
Like one, that were bereft all Confidence. 
Nor that I with my felf am in Difgrace, 
Or do not know the Beauty of my Face. 
But becaufe too much Trufi: hath damag'd fuch, 
As have believ'd· Men in their Loves too much. 
And now the general Tongue of Women faith, 
Mens Words are full of Treafon, void of Faith. 

Let others fin, and Hours in Pleafures wafte, 
~Tis rare to find the fober Matron chafi:. 

\\'hy 
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Why, fay it be that Sin prevails with fair ones, 
May not my Name be rank' ar ong 1e rare ones ? 
Becaufe my Mother Lttda was beguil'd, 
MuftI ftray too, tha am her eldeft ~hild? 
I muft confefs my Mother made a Rape, 
But 1ove beguil'd her in a borrow'd Shape. 
When fhe (poor ~ oul) not dreamt of God nor Man; 
He trod her like a milk-white feather'd Swan. 
She was deceiv'd by Error, if I yield 
To your unjuft Requeft, nothing can 1hicld 
Me from Reproach ; I cannot plead concealing. 
'Twas in her Error : 'Tis in me Plain-dealing. 
Sne happily err'd ; he that her Honour fpilt, 
Had in himfelf full Power to falve the Guilt. 
Her Error happy'd me too (I confefs) 
If to be 1ove's Child, be a Ha ppinefs. 

To omit high 'Jove, of whom 1 ftand in awe; 
''As the great Grand fire to our Father-in-Law. 
To pafs the Kin I claim from Tttntalus, 
From Pelops, and from noble TyNdarus. 
Lttda by 1ove, in Shape of Swan, beguil'd, 
Her felf fo chang'd, and by him made with Child, 
Proves 1ove my Father. Then you idely ftrive, 
Your Name from Gods and Princes to derive. 
What need you of old Priam make Relation ? 
Laomedon, or your great Phrygian Nation? 
Say, all be true; what then? He of whom moft, 
To be of your Alliance you fo boaft. 
1ove (five Degrees at leaft) from you removed, 
To be the firft from me, is plainly proved. 
And tho' (as 1 believed well) Troy may ftand, 
Powerful by Sea, and full of Stregth by Land ; 
And no Dominion to your State fuperior, 
I hold our Clime nothing to Troy inferior. 

Say 
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Say, you in Riches pafs us, or in Number , 
Of People., whom you boaft your Streets to camber· 
Yet yours a barbarous Nation is, I tell you, ' 
And in that l<.ind., do we of Greece excel you. 
Your rich Epiftle doth fuch Gifts prefent, 
As might the Goddeifes themfelves content 7 
And wooe them to your Pleafure, but if I 
Should pafs the Bounds of Shame., and tread awry: 
If ever you lbould put me to my Shifts; 
Your felf fhould move me more, than all your Gifts. 
Or if I ever fhall tranfgrefs by ftealth, 
It fhal1 be for your Sake, not for your VVealth. 
But as your Gifts I fcorn not, fo fuch feem 
M oft precious., where the Giver we efreem. 
More then your Prefence, it fiull HeUen pleafe, 
That you for her have pJft the ftormy Seas; 
That fhe bath caus'd your Toil, that you refpea her; 
And more, than all your Trojan ·Dames affect her. 

But ye're a VVag in Troth, the Notes and Signs, 
You maKe at Table, in the Meats and VVines, 
I have obferv'd, when I leaft feem'd to mind them, 
For at the firft my curious Eye did find them. 
Sometimes (you VVanton) your fixt Eye advances, 
His Brightnefs againft mine, darting fweet Glances, 
Out-gazing me with fuch a ftedtaft Look, 
That my daz'd Eyes their Splendor have forfook i 
And then you figh, and by and by you ftretch 
Your amorous Arm outright, the Bowl to reach, 
That next me ftands, making Excufe to ftp, 
Juft in the felf .. fame Place, that kifs'd my Lip. 
How oft have I obferv'd your Finger make, 
Tricks and conceited Signs, which ftraight I take? 
How often doth you Brow your fmoothThoughts cloke 
VVhen to (my feemiog) it hath almoft fpoke? 
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And ftil1 I fear'd my Husband would ha\'C fpy'd you, 
In troth you are to blame, and I muft chide you. 
You ar.e too manifeft a Lover, (tufb) 
At fuch known Signs l could not chufe but hlulh. 
And to my felf I oft was for(f'd to fay, 
t;his Man at nothing fhames. Is this (I pray) 
0 ght fave the Truth ? oft times opon the Board, 
Wrcre He/fen was in graven, you the Word · 
Amo have under-writ, in new fpilt Wine. 
(Good footh) at firft I could not ska1:1 the Line, 
Nor underftand your 1\ileaning. Now (Oh fpight) 
My fdf am now taught, fo to read and write. 
Should . ofi:end as Sin to me is ftra nge, 
Thefe B1andi.lhments have Power ch:1fte Thought~ to 
Or if I could he moved to ftep aftray (change. 
Thefe wo 1ld provoke me to lafcivions Play, 
Befides, l muft confefs, you have a Face, 

· So admirable rare, fo full of Grace., 
That it hath Power to woo, and to make Seifure, · 
Of the m oft bright chafte Beauties to your Pleafute. 
Ye-t had I rather ftainlefs keep my F~me, 
Than to a Stranger hazard my good Name. 
Make me your lnftance., and forbear the Fair, 
Of that which moft doth pleafe you., make m oft fpare. 
The greateft Vertues of which wife Men boaft, 
Is to abftain from that, which pledfeth moft. 
How many gallant Youths (think you) defire, 
That which you covet, fcorch'd with the felf-fame Fire? . 
Are all the World Fools? Only Paris wife ? 
Or is there none favc you have judging Eyes? 
No, no, you view no more., than others fee, 
But vou are plainer and more bold with me. 
You are more earn eft to purfue your Game; 
I yield you not more Knowledge, but lefs Shame. 
I would to God, that you had fail'd from Troy, 
\\'hen my Virginity and Bed to en joy, 

Q. A 
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A _thoufand gallant Princely Suiters came. / 
Had. 1 bel~eld young Paris, 1 proclaim, 
Of all thofe thoufand I had made you chief, 
And Spartan Menelaus to his Grief, 
Should to my Ceafure ha~e fubfcrib'd and yielded. 
But now (alts !) your Hopes are weakly builded, 
You covet Goods poffefr, Pleafures fore~tafted, 
J:ardy you come that thould before have hafted. 
What you defire, another claims as due, 
As I could with t'have been efpous'd to you; 
So let me tell ¥Ou., fince it is my Fate, 
1 hold me happy ,in my prefent State. 
Then ceafe, fair Prince, an idle Suit to move, 
Seek not to harm her, whom yott feem to love. 
l11 my contented State let me be guided, 
As both my States and Fortunes- have provided, 
Nor in fo v1in a Q1eft your Spirits toil, 
To feek at my H.ands an unwofthy Spoil. 

But fee how foon poor Women are deluded, 
Venus her felfthis Covenant hath concluded. 
For in the ldtean Vallies you efpy, 
Three Goddeffes ftripp'd naked to your Eye; 
And when the firft had promis'd you a Crown; 
The fecond, Fortitude and Wars Renown; 
The third, befpakc you thus: Crown, nor War's Pride 
·\VillI bequeath, but Hellen to thy Bride. 
1 fence believe thofe high immortal Creatures, 
VVould to your Eye expofe their naked Features. 
Or [3y the firft Part of your Tale be pure, 
And meet with Truth, the fecond's falfe I'm fure, 
In which poor I was thought the greateft Meed, 
In fuch a high Caufe by the Gods decreed. 
I have not of my Beauty fnch Opinion, 
1~, im(igine it to be preferr'd before Dominion, 

Or 
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Or Fortitude ; nor can your Words perfwade me, 
The greateft Gift of ~ll, the ~oddefs made me. 
It is enough to me, Men pratfe my Face, 
But from the Gods, I merit no fuch Grace. 
Nor dbth the Praife, you charge me with, offend me; 
lf Veuus do not envioufly commend me. 
~ut lo! I grant you, and. imagine tr?e, 
your free Report, cla.imwg your Pratfe as due. 
Who would in pleating Things call Fame· a Lyar, 
But give that Credit, which we moft defire . 

.. That we have mov~d thefeDoubts be not you griev'd, 
ihe greateft Wonders are the leafi: believed, 
Know then I firft am pleas'd that Venus .ought me 
Such undeferved Grace. Next, that you thought me 
The greateft LVIeed. Nor Scepter, nor War's Fame, 
Did you prefen· before poor Hellen's Name. 
(Hard Heart,'tis time thou fhouJdfi: at ]aft come down) 
:rherefore I am yaur Valour, I your Crown. 
:V our Kindnefs conquers me do what I can; 
I were hard-hearted, not to love this 1\tlan. 
Obdurate I was never, and yet coy, 
Jo favour him whom l can ne'er enjoy. 
What Profits it the barren Sands to plow, 
And in the Furrows our AffeCtions fow. 
In the fweet Theft of Venus I am rude, 
And know not how my Husband to delude. 
Now I t~efe Love-lines write, my Pen I vow, 
Is a new Office taught, not known ti \1 now. 
Happy are they, that in this Trade have Sk\11, 
(Ahs ! 1 am ~ Fool) and fhall be !till ; 
And having till this I-I our not fi:ept aft ray, 
Fear in thefe Sports., leaft I fl1ould mifs my \A./ay. 
The Fear (no doubt) is greater, than the Blame, 
I ftand confounded and amaz'd with Shame ; 

Q :1 And 
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And with the very Thought of wh1t you feek, 
Think every Eye fixt on my guilty Cheek. 
Nor are thefe Suppofitions meerly vain, 
The murmuring People whifperin!!JY complain, 

' And my l\1aid Aethra hath by liftning fiily 
Brought me fuch News, as touch'd mine Honour highly. 
\Vherefore (dear Lord) diflemble or defift, 
Being over-Eyed, we cannot as we lift 
Fafhion our Sports, our Loves pure Harveft gather, 
But why fhould you defift? Diffemble rather. 
Sport (but in fecret) fport where none may fee, 
Tbe greater, but not greateft Liberty 
Is Hmitted to our lacivious Play, 
That Mena.laus is far hence away. 
My Husband about great Affairs is pofted, 
Leaving his Royal Gueft fecurely hofted, 
His Uufinefs was important and· materia), 
Being employed about a Crown imperial. 
And as he now is mounted on his Steed, 
Ready on his long Journey to proceed: 
Even as he queftions to dep3rt or fray, 
Sweet Heart (quoth I) Oh! be not long away. 
With that he reach'd me a fweet parting Kifs, 
(How loath he was to leave me, ghefs by this) 
Farewel fair Wife (faith he) bend all thy Cares 
To my domeftick Bufinefs, home Affairs. 
But as the thing that I affeaion beft, 
Sweet Wife, look well unto my Trojan Gueft. 
It was no fooner out, but with much Pain 
J\IIy itching Spleen from Laughter I reftrain, 
\Vhich fhiving to keep in and bridle ftil1, 
At length 1 wrung forth thefe few Words (1 will.) 
lie's on his Journey to the Ifle of c ... ete, 
But think not we may therefore fafely meet, 
He is fo abfent, that as ptefent I 
Am frill within his Reach, his Ear, his Eye; 

And 
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And tho' abroad, his Power at home commands ; 
For know you not Kings have long reaching Hands. 
The Fame for Beauty you bdidcs have given me, 
Into a great Exigent hath driven me. 
The more your Commendation fill'd his E1r, 
The more juft Caufe my Husbdnd hath to fear. 
Nor marvel you the King hdth left me fo, 
Into remote and foreign Climes to go ; 
1\tiuch Confidence he dares repofe, in me, 
1\'Iy Carriage, Haviour and my l\1odefty, 
My Beauty he miftrufts, my Heart relies in, 
My Face he Fears, my chaft Life he affies in. 

To take Time now when Time is., you perfwade me, 
.And with his apt fit Abfence you invade me: 
I would, but fear, nor is my Mind well fet, 
My ,Will wou'd further, what my Ftar doth let. 
I have no Husband here, and you no \Vife, 
I love your Shape, you mine, dear as your Life. 
The Nights feem long, to fuch as !leep alone, 
Our Letters meet to enterchange our Moan. 
You judge me beauteous, I efreem you fair, 
Under one Roof we Lovers lodged are. 
And (let me die) but every thing confider, 
Each thing perfwades us we fha 11 lie together. 
Nothing we fee molefts us, nought we hear, 
And yet my forward Will is !lack through Fear. 
I would to God, that what you il1 perfwade, 
You could as well compel, fo I were made, 
Un-willing willing, pleafingly abus'd, 
So my Simplicity might be excus'd. 
Injuries Force is oft-times wondrous pleafing, 
To fuch as fufier Eafe in their difeafing, 
If what I will, you 'gainft my \V ill fhould do, 
1 with fuch Force could be well plea fed too. 
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But whilft our Love is young and in the Blld; 

Suffer his infant Vigor be withftood. 
A Flame new kindled is as eafily quench'd, 
And fudden $parklcs in little Crops are drench'd. 
A Travellers Love is like himfelf, unfi:ay'd, 
And wanders where he walks, it is not laid 
On any firmer Ground, for when w~ alone 
Think him to us, the Wind blow~ fair, he's gone. 
Witnefs Hypjiphile, alike qetray'd, · 
Witnefs wit~ her the bright Mynoya.n Maid. 
Nay then your felf, as you your felf have fpokenl 
To fair Oenone have your Promife broken. 
Since I beheld your _Face firft., my Defire 
Hath been, of Trojan PariJ to inquire. · 
I know ' you now in every true Refpea:, 
1'11 grant you thus much then, fay you affect 
Me (whom you term your own.) I'll go thus far. 
Do not the P~rygian Marriners prepare, 
Their Sails and Oars, and now whilft we recite, 
Exchange of Words about the wilhed Night f · 
Say that even now you were prepar'd to clime 
My long wifh'd Bed, juft at th' appointed time1 
The Wind thould alter and blow fair for Troy, 
You muft break off, in mid ft of all your Joy, 
'And leave me in the Infancy of Pleafure : 
Amid my Riches, I fhall lofe my Treafure. 
You will forfake the Sweets my Bed affords, 
T' exchange for Cabins, Hatches and pitch'd Boards. 
Then .what a fickle Courtfhip you commence, 
When, with the firfl:\Vind, all your Loye blows hence? 
But fhal1 I follow you when you are g9ne, 
And be the Grand-\.hild to Laomedon? 
And ll~um fee whofe Beauty' you proclaim? 
I do not fo defpife the Bruit of Fame. 
ThJt fhe to w horn I am indebt fuch Thanks, 
Should fill the E1rth with fuch adulterate Pranks. 

. . ~ \Vh~ 

.; 
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· VVhat will Achaia? what will 'Sparta fay ? 

VVhat will your: Troy repo: t, and Ajia l 
VVhat may old Priam, or his reverent Q!1cen ? 
VVhat may your Sifters, having He!len feen ? 
Or your Darilanian Brothers deem of n~e ? 
V V ill they not blame my loofe In hafi tty. 
Nay, how can you your fd f hithful d.:em me, 
Ar.~d not amongft the lofeft Dames eficem me? 
No Stranger fball your Ajian Ports come near, 
But he /hall fill your guilty Soul with Fear. 
How often (angry at fome fmall Offence) 
VVill you thus fay ; Adultrefs, get tliee hence? 
Forgetting you your felf have been the Chief 
In my Tranfgreffion, tho, not in my Grief. 
Confider what it is, forgetful Lover, 
To be Sin's Author, and Sin's lharp Reprover. 
But e'er the leaft of a 11 thefe Ills betide me, 
I wifh the Earth may in her Bofom hide me. 

But I fhall all your Phrygi~tn Wealth poffefs, 
And more, than your Epiftle can exprefs. 
Gifcs; woven Gold, I m broidery, rich Attire, 
Purple and Plate, or what I can defirc. 
Yet E;ive me Leave, think you all this extends, 
To countervail the Lofs of my chief Friends? 
VVhofe Frieildfhip, or whofe Aid fhall I impioy, 
To ftlcGour mew hen I am wrong'd in Troy. 
Or whether c:1n I, ha7ing thus mif-done, 
Unto my Father, or my Brothers run. 
As much as you to me, falfe 1dfon fwore, 
Unto Medea, yet from 'Aefon's Door, 
He after did exile her. Now poor Heart, 
Where is thy Father that fhould take thy Part ? 
Old Aetes or Calci~pe ? thou tookeft 
No Aid from them, who thou before forfookeft. 

Q4 Or 
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Or fay thou didfr (alas! they cannot hear, 
Thy fad Complaints) yet I no fuch thing fear. 
No more Mede!t did, good Hopes ingage 
Themfelves fo far, they fail in their Prefage. 
You fee the Ships, that in the Main are toft, 
And many till)es by Tempefts wrackt and loft, 
Had at their lanching from the Raven's Mouth, 
A fmooth Sea, and a calm Gale from the South. 
Befides., the Brand your Mother dreamt lbe bare, 
The Night before your Birth, breeds me frefh Care. 
It propbecv'd, e'er many Years expire; 
Inflamed Troy muft burn with Greekijh Fire. 
As Venm favours you, becaufe fhe gain'd, 
A dou h:fu 1 Prize hy you ; yet the difdain'd 
And va·nquifh'd Goddefs, difgrac'd fo late, 
May bear you hard ; I therefore fear their Hate. 
Nor make no Queftion, but if I confort you, 
And tor a Raviiher, our Greece report you; 
War win be wag'd with Troy, and you lball rue, 
The s ... vord (alas) your Conquefl: flull purfue. 
When H)•pod~tmia at her bridal Feafr, 
Was rudely ravillied by her Centaur Gueft; 
J3ecaufe the Salvages the Bride durft feize, 
War grew betwixt them and the Lapythes. 
Or think you lt1enelam hath no Spleen ? 
Or that he hath not Power to avenge his Teen? 
Or that old T)rndaru.s this Wrong can fmother ? 
Or r:1e two famous T~ins, each lov,d of other. 

So where your Valour and rare Deeds you boaft, 
And warlike Spirits in yvhich you triumph moft; 
By w hi eh you have :Htain'd 'rnong'ft Souldiers Grace, 
None will belie'le you, that but fees your Face. 
YoLir Feature, and fair Shape, is fitt~r far 
for amorous Courtfilips, than remodlefs War. 

Let 
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Let rough hew'd Soldiers warlike Dangers prove, 
'Tis pity Parir fhould do ought fave Love. 
Heflor (whom you fo praife) for you may fight, 
I'll find you War to skirmifh every Night, 
Which fiu11 become you better. Were I wife, 
And bold withal, I might obtain the Prize; 
In fuch fweet fingle Combats, Hand to Hand, 
'Gainft which no Woman that is wife will ftand. 
My Champion I'll encounter Breaft to Breaft, · 
Though I were fure to ~all, and be o'erpreft. 

If that you private Conference intreat me, 
1 apprehend you, and you cannot cheat me; 
I know the Meaning, durft I yield thereto, 
Of what you would conferr; what you would do~ 
You are too forward, you too far would wade; 
But yet (God knows) your Harveft's in the Blade. 
l\IIy tired Pen iliall here in Labour end, 
A guilty Senfe in thicvifh Lines I fend. 
Speak next when your Occafion beft perfwades, 
By Clymenea and ..Aethra my two Maids. 

The pajfionate Shepherd to his 
Love. · 

Live with me, and be my Love, 
And we will all the Pleafure prove, 

That Hills and V allies, Dale and Field, 
And all the crctggy Mountains yield. 
There will we fit upon the Rocks, 
And fee the Shepherds feed their Flocks, 
By !hallow Rivers, by whof~ Falls 
Melodious Birds fing Madrigales. 

There 
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There will I make thee Beds of Rofes, 
Wi-th a thoufand fragrant Pofes ; 
A Cap of Flowers, and a Girdle 
Imbroidered all with leaves of Mirtle. 
A Gown made of the fineft: Wooll, 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pulJ, 
Fair lined Slippers for the cold, 
With Buckles of the pureft: Gold. 
·A Belt of ftraw and I vie Buds, 
With coral Clafpes and amber Studs, 
'And if thefe Pleafures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 
The Shepherds Swains Jball Dance and Sing, 
For thy Delight each May Morning ; 
If t~efe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 

The Nymphs Reply· to the Shepherd. 

I F that the World • and Love were young, 
And Truth in every Shepherds Tongue, 

Thefe pretty Pleafi1res might me mov~, . 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 
Time drives the Flocks from Field to Fold, 
When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh Dumb, 
The reft complains of C1res to come . 
.The Flowers do fade, and wanton Fields, 
To wayward \Vinter reckoning yields; 
A honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 
Is Fancies fpring but Sorrows fall. 
Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Rofes, 
Thy Cap, thy Girdle and thy Pones. 

Some 
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Some break, fome wither, fame forgott~n; 
In Folly ripe, in Reafon rotten. 
Thy Belt of ·straw and Ivie ~uds, 
Thy Coral Clafp~s and Amber Studs, 
All thefe in me no means can move, 
To come to thee and be thy Love. 
But could Youth 'laft, anq Love ftill breed~ 
Had Joys no date, and Age no need, 
Then thefe Delights my Mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 

A.tzother of the Jawe Nature. 

COme live with me and oe my Dear, 
4 And we will revil all the Year, 

ln Plains and Groves, on Hills and Dales, 
Where fragrant Air breeds fweeteft Gales.. 
There {ha11 you have the beauteous Pine, 
The Ceder and the fpreading Vine, 
And all the Woods to be a $kreen, 
Leall: Phcrbus kifs my Summers O •. steen. 
The Seat of your Difport 1hal1 be, 
Over fomc River in a Tree. 
Where filver Sands and Pebbles fing, 
:f1ternal Ditties with the Spring. 
There fhall you fee the Nymphs at play, 
And how the Satyrs fpend the Day. 
The Fillies gliding on the Sands 
Offering thtdr Bellies to your Hands. 
The Birds with heavenly tuned Thro~ts,' 
Pofrefs \\7oods Ecchoes with fweet Notes, 
Which to your Senfes will impart, 
A Mufick to inflame the Heart. 
i • • 
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Upon the bare and leafelefs Oak, 
The Ring-Doves Wooings will provoke 
A colder Blood, than you poifefs, 
To play with me and do no lefs. 
In Bowers of Lawrel trimly dight, 
We wi\1 outwear the filent Night, 
While FlorA bufie is to fpread 
Her richeft Treafure on our Bed. 
The Glow-worms lhal1 attend, 
And all their fparkling Lights fhall fpend, 
All to adorn and beautifie 
Your Lodging with moft Majefty. 
Then in my Arms will I inclofe, 
Lillies fair Mixture with the Rofe ; 
Whofe nice PerfeCl:ions in Love's Play, 
Shall tune me to the higheft Key .. 
Thus as we pafs the welcome Night 
In fportful Pleafures and Delight, 
The nimble Fairies on the Grounds, 
Shall dance and fing melodious Sounds. 
~f thefe may ferve for to intice, 
Your Prefence to Love's Paradife, 
Then come with me and be my Dear, 
~nd we will ftrait begin the Year. 
I 

T Ake, 0 ! take thofe Lips away, 
That fo fweetly were forfworn, 

And thofe Eyes the break of Day 
Lights which do miflead the Morn. 
· But my Kiffes bring agJin, 

~eals of Love, tho' feal'd in vain. 

Hide, 0! hide thofe Hills of Snow~ 
Which thy frozen Bofome bears, 

OJ~ 
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On whofe Tops the Pinks, that grow 
Are of thofe, that .Aprils wears. 

But my poor Heart firft fet free, 
Bound in thofe Icy Chains by thee. 

LET the Bird of loweft lay 
On the fole Arabian Tree, 

Herauld fad, and Trumpet be~ 
To whofe Sound, chaft Wings obey. 
But thou furieking Harbinger, · 
Foul Procuror of the Fiend, 
Augur of the Feavers End, 
To this Troop come thou not near. 
From thi_ Seffion interdict 
Every folll of Tyrant Wing, 
Save the Eagle feather'd King, 
Keep the obfequy fo ftria. 
I .. et the Prieft in Surplice white, 
That defunt!ive Mufick can, 
Be the Death-divining Swan, 
Leaft the Requiem lack his Right. 
And thon treble dated Crow., 
That thy fable Gender mak'ft, 
With the breath thou giv'ft and tak'ft, 
'Mongft our Mourners fhalt thou go. 
Here the Anthem doth commence, 
Love and Conftancy is dead, 
Ph~nix and the Tur.tle fled, 
In a mutual Flame from hence. 
So they loved as Love in twain, 
Had the Effence but in one, 
Two Diftintts but in none, 
Number there in Love was ilain, 
Hearts remote, yet not afunder, 

Diftance. 
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Diftance and no Space was feen, -
Twix:t thy Turtle and his Queen; 
'But in them it were a Wonder. 
So between them Love dia fliine, 
That the Turtle faw his Right, 
Flaming in the Phrenix Sight, 
Either was the others mine. 
Property was thus ap'alled, 
That the felf was not the farrie, 
Single Natures double Name, 
Neither two nor one was called~ 
Reafon in itfelf confound~d, 
Saw Divifion grow together, 
To themfelves yet either neither 
Simple were fo well compounded. 
That it cried how true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one, 
Love bath Reafon, Reafon none, 
If what Parts can fo remain. 
Whereupon it made this Threne1 
To the Pbrehix and the Dove, 
Co- fupreams and Stars of Love, 
As Chorus to their tragick Scene• 

Threnes. 

BEauty, Truth and Raritie. 
Grace in all Simplicity, 

Hence inclofed, in Cinders lie. 
Death is now: the Pba:nix Neft, 
And the Turtles loyal Breaft, 
To Eternity doth reft. 

Leaving 
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Leaving no Pofterity 
'Twas not their Infirmity, 
It was married Chafiity. 
Truth may feem but cannot be, 
Beauty brag, but 'tis not fhe, 
Truth and Beauty buried be. 
To this Urn let thofe repair, 
That are either true or fair; 
For thefe dead Birds figh a Prayer. 

W H Y fhould this Defart be, / 
For it is unpeopled? No, 

Tongue I'll hang on every Tree, 
That fhall civil Sayings fuow. 

Some how brief the Life of Man 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 

That the ftretching of a Span 
Buckles in his Sum of Age. 

Some of violated Vows, 
'Twixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 

But upon the faireft Bough , 
Or at every Sentence end; 

Will I Rofalinda write, 
Teaching all that read to know, 

The Quinuffence of every Sprite, 
Heaven would in little fhow. 

Therefore Heaven Nature chang'd, 
That one Body fhould e fill'd 

With a11 Graces wide enlarg'd, 
Nature prefently diftill'd. 

Hellen's Cheek, but not her Heart, 
CleopatrVJ's M a jefty : 
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.Atalant~t's better Part? 

Sad Lucrecia's Mod~fty. 
Thus Ro{i&linde ot many Parts, 

By heavenly Synods was devis'd; 
Of many Faces, Eyes and Hearts, 

To have the Touches deareft pris'd. 
~eaven would thefe Gifts fhe fhould have, 

And I to live and die her Slave. 



( 2 7 ) 

REMARKS 
ON. THE 

p A y s 
OF 

SHAKE SPEAR. 

V 0 L. I. 

'11riiiJ Have In my Effay prefixt to this 
U Volume, laid down Rules, by 

which the Reader tnay judge of 
the Miftakes of oor Poet fo far, 

~m~ as by his Authority not to be 
drawn into an ImitcHion of his 
Errors, by miftaking them for 
Beauties. I llia11 now in thefe 

Remarks point out the Beauties bf this Author, 
w hi eh a1 e Worthy the Obferva cion of a 11 the In
genious Lovers of this Art) ana thofe Who Clc
fire to arrive at any Perfett ion in it. 

R · 1.';1r. Rcw 
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- M r. Rowe has very well obferv'd, that the Fable 

is not t he Province of the Dramma, in which the 
Streno-th and Maftery of Shakefpear lies ; yet I 
ihaU give a Scheme of all his Plots, that fo we 
may the more eafily fee how far he as fucceeded 
~ the Force o Nature., an wh re he lias f: 1l'd. 
begin in the 0rder in whicH~ ey are prrnted iu 

t 1is n~w Edition. And i the Firft we find his 
Tempeft. 

The Argument or Fable of the TEMPEST. 

' Profpero Duke of Millan being entirely given 
' up to his Study, repofes t e Truft of the Govern
' me nt in his Brother .Antonio , who having all 

. ' the Soveraignty but the Name is unfatisfy'd till 
' he obtain that by Treafon. Wherefore having 
' made a fecret Gompa6: with the King of Naples, 
' he lets him into Mil~tn in the Night; and fiezing 
' his Brother and his "Infant Daughter, fends them 
' them out to Sea in a tatter'd, unrigg'd Boat, 
' Gonz..alo, who by the Tyfant was commanded to 
' put this in Execution, out of his own Com· 
' paffion furnifhes him with fame Provifion, and 
' fome of his own Books. Being thus defence
' lefs left to the Mercy of the Ocean, Provi
' dcnce drove him a on barren lfiand, where he 
' foun ho Body but a fort of Incubus, Son to a 
' notorious Witch of A~C!Jers. And here he liv'd 
' twelve Y ~ars in Solitude, and in the Study ana 
' Excrcife of the. Art of ,.at ·al Magic. 'TiU 
' now the fa.me Ktng of Naples, his only ~ H;a!Nl 
' .Antonio ProfF ... ero's tre:1ch~ P. s JBrother and others, 
' ··et rni 1,1 g from, marrying,th Da.ug;hter: of Naple~ 
' to rhe King o£ Tunis, fal iAto his Spells, for 
~ Profpero raifing ·a· Storm ! ha them al caft away 

~Oil 
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' on. this barren nchantcd lfland, tho' none of 
' them perifh in the Wreck-Here the Play 
' begins-Thefc Princes being alJ caft afuoar 
' and difpers'd in the lfland, the Pangs of their 
' Evil Deeds an<i the fuppos'd Lofs of the King's 
' So1i torment the guilty King and fome of his 
' Tra·n; while his Son indeed is hy Profperr/s 
: Spirits brought to the Sight of Miranda Pro
. fpero's Daughter, who before had fcen none of 
' IVIankind but her Father. The young Pair fall · 
' mutual1y in Love with e1ch other. The King 
·" likewife and his Train having undergone grea~ 
' Pains, Agonies, and Terrors, are br ught to 
' Profpero's Cave by his Spirit Ariel; where ha
' ving been upbraided hy Profpero, wh owns 
' himfelf to them, they al1 arc r concil'd, Fro
" fpero's Daughter being to he marry'd to Fer
' dinand the King's Son ; fo with the Promife of 
' a profperous V qyage the Play ends. 

l can't find that this Plot was taken from a:lyNo
vel, at leaft not from any, that LY.Ir. Langbain had 
feen, who was very converfant with Books of that: 

ature. But it does not at all follow, tbat there "Jas 
no fuch Story in _any of the Books of his Time, 
w hi eh might never reach our Age; nor is it of much 
Importance. . 

Tho' the Fable of this Play may come :fuort of 
Perfea.ion in fome Particulars, yet l muft iby 
this, that we have few on the Englijh Srage tLat 
can compare with it for Excellen<.e. For firfr it 
i~ the Imitation of one Action, i. e. 1·Jhe Pcflo;·a
tr-on. of Profpero to his DIAtchy of Milan. T!1e 
A:thon is of a juft Extent, for it has a. Begin .. 
m,ng, Middle and End ; the caftin?..: away of the 
1{. of Naples, Antonio, &c. on the E~chanted _·1~nd 

R · is 



26~ · RE M A R K s on the Plays of Shakefpear. 
is plainly the Beginning., fince to this there is no· 
thing neceff-1ry to be before., it is the Sequel 

' indeed of fomething elfe, bot not the Effefr. 
'l'hus their being caft on the Coafi:, produces all 
tlut happens to them till the Difcovery, which 
is the Middle., and when Profpero is reconcil'd by 
their Sufferings, and his Paffions a bated., the Mid
dle, \•J hi eh is their Sufferings, produces the Et1d in 
the Reconciliation of the Parties. Here is like· 
wife in this Fable a Peripetie and Difcovery. For 
the State, Condition and Fortune of the King is 
eh a ng'd from the extreameft Mifery to Happi· 
ncfs by the Difcovery of Profpero, and Perdinand. 'Tis 
true the Dilcov~ry of Profpero is not fo fine as 
that of V!yjfes by the Nurfe, but it is e'ry whit as 
good as the D~(covery that Vlyjfes makes of him
felf to the Shepherds. There is a perfeCt Unity 
in the ACtion., and in the Time; which tho' 
a little. confufedly exprefs'd (which I attribute to 
the repeated Errors. of the Editors, not to 
Sh.1ke{pear) yet it is concluded by Alonz..o, and the 
Sailors to be but three Hours. Profpero in the 
firft AB: demands of his Spirit Ariel--What is 
the Time of the .Day-who anfwers Ariel. Paft 
the mid Seafon. Profp. At leaft two Glajfes. The 
71rne 'twixt fi.\: and now., muft by us be [pent moft pre .. 
cioujly. 

Act 5· Scene I. 

Profp. How's the Day r 
Ariel. On the ji."r:th Hour, at which Time, my Lord, 

you [aid ou1· 'Vork fhould ceafe. 
Prof. I did fay fo when firH I rai.s'd th~ Tempeft. 

The 
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The whole Time from the raifing the Srorm to 
the End of the Play is but fix Hours., the Phry 
plainly opens at the very End of the Storm, 
fo that we cannot fuppofe it more, thdn three 
Hours and a half ; which is far more Re
gular in that Particular, th w any that I 
know of on the Stage. The U1 ity of Pl1ce 
is not quite fo regular, and yet we have few Pl.~ ys 
that excel1 it even in this Particuhtr. But if the 
Scene of the Storm were out, and which has very 
little to do there, the Place wou,d he brought ill
to much a lefs Compafs and the feveral ::)cenes 
may very well be allow'd to be reafona bl y · fup
pos'd pretty contiguous. At leaft when two Gen
tlemen fet themfelves to alter a Poet of Slur.kefpear's 
Genius, one wou'd expecr, that they Ihou'd eddea
vour to correcr his Errors not to add more. l t 
had been extreamly eafy for Sir ' JVilliam and IYir. 
Dryden to have remedy'd this Particular, which 
they have not at all attempted; nay they have 
added nothing but what makes their Compofition 
not only much lefs perfect, but infinitely more Ex
travagant, than this Poem which they pretend to 
alter; as I fhall fhow when I come to the Cha
raClers. ShPt:kefpear had met wi[h this Fortune in 
many of his Plays, while Mr. D---y, and Mr. C--b--r 
have only given us their wife Whimfeys for what 
tbey blotted out of the Poet. The Pretenders 
to alter this Poet Ihou'd never meddle with 
him unlefs they cou'd mend his Fable and 
C!)nduct, fince they can never give us the Man- .' 
ners, Sentiment.r, P,ajfions, and Diaion, finer and 
more perfeCt, than they find them in the Ori
i?inal. 

R 3 I As 
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A~ ,.he Fahlc has a1 thefe Advantages fo is the 

Con'i ,Et of the Pluv very regular Ariftotle de· 
vid{.'l the Parts of l_1antity of a Play into four 
p, r s, lvl kh he ea 1 the Prologue, the Epifode., the 
E.-.: de, atld tn.., Chorus. By the Prologue he does not 
n1e . what is ao·11 a d:l')IS fpoke before tlie Play, 
and bas fdJo ~ ary Relation to the Pby, and 
will th~refore f:·r~c any other Play, as well as 
that to which ir L~ fpoken; but by the Prolo
gue here is ~u'\der ood all our ftrft !Aft; and is to 
explain to the Aud· et ce not only what concerns 
the Subje8: of the Poem, but what is proper and 
necdfary; and make· a true Part of it. Thus 
.Projpero to fatisf¥ his Daughter of the Caufe of 
his raifing the Storm, very artfu11y lets the Au
dicncn know the material part of his Hiftory 
which part before that Hour; a1-id fhat neceflarily; 
for it was not only natural for Miranda to en
quit·e into tlie Caufe of fo terible a Storm the 
Effi Et of whi~lr had cxtreamly mov'd her Corn· 
paffi n ; and the Work that was going to be done 
by Profpero feen s to mark out that, as the only 
proper time, that lie cou'd cv r have related his 
F rtunes to he , and inform her of her Condi
tion, that he hatl now got a 1 his Enemies 
into his f:lands. ''Fis true this Narration may 
feem a little too calm, and that it had been rnme 
Uram:.:1tic bad it been told in a Paffion; but if we 
confider it the Story as P'rofpero tells it, is not 
without a Pathos. And if this firft Natration 
cou'd he brought under tliis Cenfure yet tHe fe· 
cond is far from it being very artfully thrown 
into a fort of Paffion, or Anger againft .Ariel, 
and is therefore truly Dramatic, for in the Dra
ma indeed there fuou'd be very little that is n.ot 
fi.dion and Paj]ion.· It was very necdfary likew1fe 

that 
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broken; efpecially in the firft, fourth, and fifth 
they are perfectly entire. The Manners are e· 
very way juft, they are well Mark'd, and Con· 
venient and equal ; there is no room here for the 
Likenefs, the Story being a Fietion. Thus we find 
every one perfet! l y d iftirtct from the other. 
Calib~m as born of a Witch, fhews his Original 
Malice, ill Nature, Sordidnefs, and Villany. 
Antonio is always Ambitious and 1'reacherous, 
and even there promoting and perfuading Seba. 
ftian to the committing the fame unnatural Act 
againft his Brother, that he had againft 1'rofpero, 
with his Aggrav~tion of addipg Fratricide to U
ftlrpation. 

The Senti'tnents aFe every where the juft Effect 
of the Manners, and the Diflion generally jult 
and elegant, as we nun fee in thofe beautiful 
~houghts I fhall add to my Remarks on this Play. 
But I can't leave my general Confideration of this 
Play till I have added a Word about the moft 

· queftionable Part of it, and that is th~ Magic, or 
$orcery. ., 

·rho[e who make this a Fault in our. Poet know 
little of the Matter , for it is fufficient for him to 
go upon received Notions, no Matter wheth~r 
PhilofophicalJy, or abfolutely true, or not. 
Shake[pea~· liv'd in an Age not fo remote from a 
Time in which the Notion of Spirits and Conju7 
rers, and t-he ftraoge and wonderful Power of 

· ryragic, but that it was aim oft an Article of Faith 
among tbe Many, I mean not the very Mob, but 
Men of Figure and true ~earning. Airofto is full 
of this and inftead of one enchanted Ifie, gives 
us many erichan'ted Caftles: Nay Lavater and fe
vcral others hav_e wr.ote feriouily upon this Head; 
/diz..aldus gives us many Receipts for magical 
· · Ope-

.I' 
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Operations· and the Roficrucittns, and Cabalifts 
profefs a Converfation with Spirits ~f the Elrth, 
the Air Water, and Elemental Ftre. Doctor. 
Beaumon; has even in our Time wrote a Book ia 
Engliffi upon this Head , ~nd ha~ declared to ma
ny his frequent ConverfatiOn With thefe Hobgob
lins ; nor is there to this Day fcarce a venerable 
Citizen, or Country Squire but as firmly believes 
tliefe Beings, as they do their own . . And tho' it 
is not our Bufinefs here to enter into the Exami
nation of this Point Philofophically, common Q .. 
pinion being fufficieni: to juftify Shakefpear, yet 
perhaP.S the niceft Philofopher would be puzl'd 
to demonfl:rate the Falfehood of this Notion: At 
leaft we are fare, that there are Spirits depar· 
ted, fince the Scripture 1 it felf affures us of it. 
The fame wou'd hold againft Virgil and Homer 
for their Cyclops, their Harpeys 1 their Circes, &c. if 
common Opinion could not clear them. Our Poet 
therefore is at leaft on as good a Bottom in this, 
as thofe great Men of Antiquity, and has manag'd 
the(e Machines as well as eitber of them in 
this Play. 

The Reader having feen all the Beauties of the 
Fable, ConduCl ao.d Manners of th~s Play may per
baps think it would not be from the Purpofe if 
I fuould take forne Notice of the Alteration made 
of it by 1.'i1r. Dryden and Sr. Wi!liam Davenant, 
and fince it feems a fort of Juftice to Shake(pear, I 
£hall venture to lbow how far they have been from· 
improving our Au~hor. 1.\tlr. Dryden in his Pre
face, after he has told us, that the Play it felf had 
beeo. acted with Succefs, and that Fletcher and 
Sr. John Suckling had made bold with our Poet io. 
their Sea-Voyage, and the Goblins --adds-.
Sr. William D'avenant, as he was 11. Man of a quick 

, and 
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and hi ~hreats of his Death, making the meeting 
of Father and Son the more diftrefsful py fo fud
den a <i:al~mity in their Joy. Every: where elfe die 
Alter.ations are monftruous, cfueciaUy in tlie Mttn
ners and Sentiments, to fuew which, I 1hall ~ive 
fome Inftances. 

Dorind~ fays toner F tlier on his..,examining of 
her about feeing the Man-
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Whim of Curiofity to come into hi~ Head ; and 
therefore I prefu me no Body will think, that any 
Improvement of Shake{pear-'s Play; unlefs it be in 
adding the Mode, which was afterwards in the 
Rehear[Al. 

And then to (erious Buftne(s we'll advance 
But firft lets have a Dance. 

Bul: our Improvers have never been eminent for 
their Imitations of Nature in the Drama; Mr. 
Dryden had wandred too far in Romance, to re
lifh N1ture., or know how to copy her. Tho' in 
his latter Plays Age had worn fomething of that 
away, and he has given us fome Scenes worthy 
:his Greatnefs in other Parts of Poetry, in which 
lay his Excellence. But to go on-

Soon after this Mirand~e feeing Ferdinand by an 
odd Caprice (which we never cou'd expect from 
her Character as drawn in Shake[pear) fhe fancies 
llim a Spirit. Tho' file had before feen Hippolito, 
and had been told, that he was a Man, and af· 
fur'd by her Father, that fhe fuou'd foon fee an
other Man of riper Growth, than him the had 
feen. But this artlefs trifling Ignorance of Mi
rand~e fpoils that Character Shake{pet!lr has given 
her where fhe is nnocent indeed but not a Fool: 
Whereas this might be call'd as alter'd the Comedy 
of Fools. 

But now for Hipp"lito, bred to Books and Phi
lofophy under fo wife a Mafter as Profpero. 

Hippolito and Profpero, 
}lip. Methinks I wijh, and wijh for what I know not; 

But ftill I wifh: -- yet if I had that Woman, 
She, I believe, cou'd tell me what I wijh fgr. . 

ThlS 
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This is indeed indulging Fancy with a Venge

ance and throwing all Art, Nature, and Judg- . 
men~ afide as ufelefs. Certainly the. firft Willies 
of Innocence in Love muft be the Company of 
the Object belov'd ; and that he might eafi ly find 
and tell. But why fhou'd he fancy (if it were 
not abfurd to ask a Reafon for any thing in fucl:t 
a Character) that the Woman cou'd tell him what 
he wifh'd for, when he did not know himfelf? 

Profp. What wou' d you do to make that Woman 
yours ? 

Hip. I'd quit the re.ft of the World, that 1 might 
be alone with her; jhe never jhou'd be from me, &c. 

This is Nature jndeed, and this is the real 
Effect of a real Paffion ; this is what Tibullus, 
that tender Lover, faid about 1700 years ago-

Sic Et;o ecretis poffum bene vivere ftlvis, 
~a nullos humano fit via trita pede. 

Tu mihi Curarum Requies, in Noae vel atra 
L umen, & in folis tu mihi turba Locis, &c. 

But then our young Lover, if he wou~d have 
maintained his Character of Innocence and Love, 
lhou'd have kqL to that Point, and not imme
diately after, contrary to the Nature of Love and · 
Innocence run M <' d for all the \Vomen in the :-
World, , as if not bred in a Cave but a Brothel. 
This has neither Senfe nor Reafon in it, but is 
perfeetly Monftrous. In the beginning of this 
Scene betwixt him and Ferdenand he difcovers all 
the Symptoms of a re;:-:.1 P .. dlzon, w hi eh makes his 

. afcer Extravagance impoffible in Nature, even for 
a Debochee, at leaft till Enjoyment was paft. 

Ferdinands fighti ng him is a Monfrrous Inci
dent, and an intollerable Bre c.:h of his Char

ratter, 
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reffer·, .and eo nrary to the Manners ; he not be· 
in?, only a te 1der Stri pling, but as Ignorant of 
a Sword as· a very, Woman ; as is plain in the 
See e ·lcfore the Duel; for Hippolito has defir'd 
his F ie·1dfhi p, and t<?ld him· that ne~:t a Women 
be foun.d he cou' d Love him. . 

This wit h his Ignorance and Innocence ought 
to have deter'd a lVlan of any Honour, efpecially a 
Prince of po ill CharaB:er, from committing fo 
Barbarous and inhumane a Murder for a Childi!h 
Impertinence. 

But here we muft have a :1ice touch at Jealoufie• 
Miranda. te11s him, 

That he is a Stranger, 
1Vholly unacquainted with the World, &c. 

But all this will not do, Ferdinand muft be jealous 
without any Reafon, to make him the more refolute 
in fo fcandalous anAttempt, as the Killing Hippolito, 
at leaft of Wounding him fo, that nothing but 
Moly, and the Influence of the Moon, forc'd down 
by his good Angel cou'd recover hi m to Life a· 
gain. 'Tis true when Ferdinand proves fuch a 
Cox:comb to be jealous on what Miranda fays 
of ·Hippolito, tho' fhc had a.flur'd him of her Love, 
and, as far as a ppear'd to him, vcntur'd her Fa
ther's Difpleafure by coming to him, we may 
eafily fufpefr he wou'd be guilty of any Folly, 
nay the Villany of fighting with l:lippoltto ; .nay 
it was a l\llercy th~t he did not draw on A1i· 
randa too, for it had been fully as Heroic. 

Dorind,z is more fenfible of Nature and Love 
than Hippolito 7 ibe can tell that h'e can 
love but one at a time, and naturally re 
his profeffing, that he will have all the \~ome 

Bu 
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But he is more learn'd in t e World in this 
fourth Aet, than in the E rmer, I fuppofe he had 
redev'd forne Intelligence o1 the Incontinence of 
the Men of this World from one of the E>evils · 
of Sycorax, for he fays-

l'vt bear.d Men httve :Abundance of them there-

Of whom could he hear this? of Pro(pero? im
poffible ; his Bufinefs had all along been to f ight 
him from the Converfation of Women, making 
them Enemies and noxious to Men, · and his 
Safety; which is directly contrary to. the letting 
him know, "that other Men had convers'd with 
fo many without Hurt. In this Place indeed a 
Poeta loquitur bJd not been amifs. He had con
vers'd with no Body elfe but Ferdinand once, 
who th,o' he t.old him, that there w re more 
Women in the \:Vorld, yet was fo far fi·om let
ti g ~im know, that one had many, that he told 
him, that one Man was to have but one wo .. 
man. 

Bu as knowing as Hippolito is in fome things :1nd 
in fame lucid Intervals, he knows not a Word of 
Death; tho' we mull: think he had read ftrange 
Books, and beard odd Ipftructions, that cou'd leave 
him fo entirely ignorant of that Point; but were 
this juft, yet that very Ignorance makes Ferdinand 
ftill the more inexcufable ; nay Ferdinand himfelf 
at laft in the Fourth Aet feems himfelf fenfi'ble 
of his Ignorance, for l1e fay<S, • 

He's fo ignorant, that I pity him, 
..And fnin wou' d avoid lor.ce----.-

And 
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And indeed a Man wou'd think, that he might 
very eafily ayoid Force if he wou'd, at leaft till 
Hippolito had feiz'd his Miftrefs, which he had 
fuffi.cient Reafon to imagine, that Profpero wou'd 
never permit. But he that notwithftanding all 
that had paft between them, cou'd not be
fo~e this find out his Ignorance, may do any 
thtng. 

But Hippolito in one Line fays he does not know 
what Right is, and yet in the next tells us of Bafe" 
nefs, and Honour. His Lectures were vety pe~ 
culiar., that cou'd give him a Notion of one and 
not of the other. 

The Terms of the Combat or Duel are as 
ridiculous as all the Reft-that is-to fight 
till Blood is drawn from one of the two, or 
his Sword taken from him. · Ferdinand was re· 
folv'd to be on the fore Side of the Hedge with 
him ; but he is fo dull of A pprehenfion that he 
may well be a Rafcal, for as Monfieur Rochfoucault 
fays, A Fool nas not Matter enough to make An 

Honeft Man of. Tho' Hippol£to had told him, 
that they had no Swords growing in their World, 
J'Ct Ferdintmd did not find it out till he bad 
wounded him, that he was unskilful in his Wea· 
pon. 

I'm loath to kill you, Sir ,you are unskilful. 

Rifum teneatis ? was ever fuch Stuff wrote fince 
the Time of Gammar Gurton's Needle? but · 
would be endlefs to obferve all the Blund 
of thcfe added Scenes, they are all of a Pi 
and fcarce guilty of a Thought, which we 
juftly attribute to Sh~tke(pear. I have given 
fta nces enough I hope to Ihow what I propos 
that the Alteration h:is been no Benefit to t 
Original. I lba 
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I fhall only take notice of fome fine things in 

this Play both as to Topicks and Defcriptions, 
and moral RefleCtions, and then pafs to the 

~ . 
next. 

Ariel's Defcription of his managing the Storm is 
worth remarking, and Ferdinand's Speech, when 
Profpero is leading him away at the End of the 
firft Act, p. 19. is pathetic, and juftly expreifes 
the Nature of a Uue Lover. 

My Father's Lofs the Weaknefs that I feel 
TheWreckofallmyFriends,and thisMan'sThreats, 
To w horn I am fubdu'd; are but light to me 
Might I but through my Prifon once a Day 
Behold this Maid. All Corners elfe of the Earth 

et Liberty. make ufe of; Space enough 
Have I in fudi a Prifon. 

I mu1t not orriit the Defcription, tHat 1?rancifco 
makes in tHe fecond Act, p. 22. of Fer'dinanti's fwim
ing afhore in the Storm. 

I faw him beat th~ Surges untl~r him, 
And ride upon their Back ; he trod the Water, 
Whofe Enmity he threw afiae; and breafted 
The Surge m oft fwoln,that met him. His bold Head 
'Bove the contentious Waves he kept ; and oared 
Himfelf with his bold Arms in lrifty Strokes 
To th'Shoar; that o'er hi<i~wave-worn Backs bow,d 
As ftooping to relieve him. · · 

The Reader may compare this with Otn,ay's De~ 
fcription of 1tiffier's Efcape. His Refl.eB:ions and 
Moralizing on the frail and tranfitory State of Na
ture is wonderfully fine. 

Profp. 
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Pnfp. -Thefe our Attors 

As l foretold you were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Air, into thin Air, 
And like the bafelefs Fabric of the Vifion, 
The cloud-capt Towers, the gorgeous Palaces, 
~he folemn Temples ; the great Globe it felf; 
:Yea all., which it inherit, fuall diffolve 
And, like this infubftantial Pageant faded, 
Leave not a Track behind. We are fuch Stuff 
As Dreams are made on ; and our little Life 
Is rounded with a Sleep. " . 

Tr,e Argument of The Two Gentlemen of Verona: 
iho' this Play, be plac'd after the Tempeft, 

' tis evident from the Writing, and the 
Faults and even Abft1rdities, that it was writ 
long before it, for I can by no means think 
that Shakefpeat wrote worfe and worfe ; for if 
his Fire may be fuppos'd to abate in his Age, 
yet certainly his- Judgment increas'd, but moft of 
the Faults of this Play are Faults of judgment more 
tha11 Fancy. 

Yalentine and P~otheu.r are two intimate, Bofome; 
nay fworn Friends, Na i"Jes of Verona, and give 
the Name to the Play. Kalentine is for travel
ling (tho' indeed the Journey is not long) and 
Pro~he1u is in love with a beautiful Lady nam'd 
Juli~, of the fame Town. Valentine being arriv'd 
at Mi!lan fucceeds in his Amour with Silvia the 
Duke's Daughter ; whofe Lover Sir Thurio is 
favour'd by the Father as a Man of large De .. 
mefns, but he is filly, infolent, and cowardly. Va· 
lentine is not lcng gone from home, but .Antonio 
Sir Prothem's Father will fend him to travel too, 
efl:Jecially to Mi/lan where his Friend had acquir'd 
fo good a Reputation. He takes Leave of his Mi· 
ftrefs privately, and gives her his Oaths a.Qd Vows 

thaC 
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that he will love only her till Death.. But om .. 
ing to Mi.l/an he falls in Love with 'Sr.'lvit. his 
Friend's Miftrefs ; and to compafs his own Ends 
difcovers the Amour betwixt her and Valentire to 
th Duke, tho' trufted as a Friend by the Lorers. 
This caufes the Banifhment of Valentine, and the 
Mifery of the Lady who lov'd him extreamly.Pro
theus on the Credit of his having a Miftrefs in 
his own, City, with whom he was mightilf in 
Love, gets the Management of Sir Thurio.r Paf .. 
flon; and under that Pretence, makes it his Endea
vocrs to promote his own, which1ulia being corre to 
Mill11n in Man,s Cloaths difcovers, and is take1 by 
him for a Page. Silvia being weary of Sir Th:trios 
Suit, and eager to be with her Lover Valefl:ine, 
engages Sir Eglamour to affift her in making her 
Efcape to Mantua, where ihe heard, that he '~as, 
tho' he indeed was taken by the Out-laws a bout three 
Leagues out of Mt!lan, and made their Caprain. 
Thefe fame Ou~-laws feize Si/vi~, who is ref;u'd 
from the Fore~ of one of them by Sir Protkeu$, 
got thither in Purfuit of her; who preffing his A-
mour here in vain Attempts to raviih her but is 
prevented by Valentine, who had o'et -heard all his 
Treachery; but on Sir Prothem's Repentance all 
Animofities are forgot, and Sir Protheus rettrns 
to his old Miftrefs Julia here difcover'd, and 
Sil11ia is by the Duke given to Valentine, Sir 
·Thurio not daring to claim her, nay out of fear 
of Valentine gave her up in Difdain. 

Befides the Defetl: of the Plot which is too viJible 
to criticife upon the Manners are no where agree
able, or convenient. Sil11i~~e and the reft not he
baving themfelves like Princes, Noblemen or the Sons 
~nd Daughters of fuch. The Place where the S:ene 
Is, by the original Error of the Prefs not yetcor-

S 2 ntled 
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re d, for to be fure the Author cou'd not make 
the Blunder fometimes the Emperour's Court, fome· 
times Millan, and fometimes Padua, as is plain, is 
from the running the .Eye over· it. 

But. how defeaive foever this Interlude may be 
ia the Plot, Condua, Manners and Sentiments, 
we yet (ball fee, that it is not deftitute of Lines, 
that difcover the Author to be Shake [pear. 

Love, or against Love when ]lighted. 

To be in Love where Scorn is bought with Groam 
Coy Looks, with Heart-fore Sighs: 0ne fading 

· (Moments Mirtl 
With twenty watchful, weary tedious Nights. 
If ha ply won, perhaps a haplefs Gain; 
If loft why then a griveous Labour won! 
However but a Folly bought with Wit 
Or elfe a Wit by Folly vanquifhed. 

Pag. 66. ~tnd p. 75· on Love. 

Oh! how this Spring of Love refembleth 
Tlle uncertain Glory of an April Day. 
Which now fhows all the Beauty of the Sun 
And by and by a Cloud takes all away. 

I muft here let the Reader know, that becaufe n 
going through Shake [pear, the fame Topics will o:
cur in feveral Places, I fhall put my Referencs 
to the Latin Poets on thofe Topics to the alph11le· 
tical Table of them, which wil.l be at the End of 
this Volume. 
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A comz·cal Defcription of Men in Love. 

Speed.- Firft, you have learned, by Sr. Prothetu 
tc wreath your Arms like a Malecontent ; to re
lib a Love Song like a Robin-red-breaft; to walk 
abne like one that had the Peftilence ; to figh 
lke a School-boy, that had loft his A. B. C. to 
weep like a young \Vench, that had loft her 
(rand am ; to· faft like one that takes Diet ; to 

·Wltch like one, that fears robbing; to fpeak pu
lilg like a Beggar at Hollow-Mafs. You were 
wont when you !aught to crow like a Cock ; 
when you walk'd to walk like one of the Lions; 
when you fafted 'twas prefently after Dinnor; 
when you look'd fadly it was for Want of Money . 
.And now you are fo metamorphofed with a Mi
ftrefs, that when I look on you l can hardly 
tlink you my Mafter. · 

You muft obferve, that this is the Speech of a 
p~rt Page to his Love-fick Mafter, and that " will 
attone for fom~ of the Smiles, while the. Humour. 
is pleafant. 

On Banij11ment for Love~ 

Vat. And why not Death,rather., than living Tor; 
1o die is to be banijhed from my felf! (ment? 
}.nd Silvia is my Self. Bani.fh'd from her 
l1 felf from felf! a deadly Bani.fhment! 
'Vhat Light, is Light, if Silvia be not feen ? 
'V hat Joy is Joy, if Silvi11 be not by ? 
Unlefs it be to think, that fhe is by 
.And feed upon the Shadow of Perfeaion? 
:Except. I be by Silvia in the Night, • 
There Is no Mufic in the Nightinglle1 

s 3 
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U nlefs I look on Silvia in the Day 
There is no Day for me to look upon. 
She is my Eflence, and I leave to be, 
If I be not by her fair Influence 
Fofter'd, illumin'd, cherifh'd, kept alive. p. 96.' 

This is extremely pathetique, as indeed all the 
following Scene is betwixt him and his falfe Friend 
Sir Protheu.r. 

On Hope. 
Hope is a Lovers Staff- walk hence with that, 
And manage it againft defpairing Thoughts. 

Sir Protheu.r Advice to Sr. Thurio in the manag~ 
ing his Addreffes to Silvia is pretty and fprightly, 
fee p. 103. I can't omit the Words of ']ulia ex
preffing her Condition when fiighted by her 
Lover. p. 114. 

-But fince fhe did neglea her Looking·Glafs 
And threw her Sun-expelling Mask away, 
The .Air ha.r ftarved the Rofes in her Cheeks, 
find pinch' d the Lilly TinCfure of her F~ce, &c: 

The fifth Act of this Play is much the beft, but 
Valentine is too eafily reconciled to a Man, whofe 
Treachery and Villany deferv'd the Stab efpecial
ly when it is difcovered at the very Time, that 
he goes to ravilh his Friend's Betrohed. 

The Merry Wives of Windfor. 

I cannot pafs this Play without a Word or two 
of Comedy in general, tho' I fhall be far from 
layin J down all the Rules of that Poem, which 
tho' not fo excellent as Tragedy, yet valuable 
enough to merit our Efteem above all others ex· 

cept 
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cept the Tragic.. This Po~m th?' the laft: aud 
}eaft encourag'd 1n the poltte· Tt ll]es of Atberu, 
yet was fi t ft and moft advanc'd fn Rome, and in 
EnglarJd ; for Politenefs did not prevail very ear
ly in either of thofe WarliRe Nations. As we 
have none of the Greek Comedies Extent, but 
thofe of .Ariftophanes, who was Mafrer of the old 
Comedy, except what we have in ·[en·ence, who 
is [aid to have tranfbted two of iHenander's into 
one of his; fo that we cannot make a fair Judg
ment of who exce\1'd in this Poem the Gree k, 
the Lari11, or the Englijh; yet having thofe of fl autus 
and Tere11ce, we may juftly with 1\'Ir. D~J~den ill hi 
Efray give the ViEtory to our own Nation over 
the Romans. We can indeed, difcover nothing 
of the Remains of Antiquity in this kind ~om
pareable to Ben. ']ohnfon; and to this Play of 
ShakefpeAr's. This and our :A.dvant.age in Comedy 
of all the Moderns is juftly proved by Mr. Dr~detJ 
in his Eilay in Dramatic Poefie; but I confefs I 
am furpriz'd at the Weaknefs of his Arguments 
in his prefering our Tragedies and T:rage-comedieJ 
to thofe of the Greeks; in which Parallel, he has 
betray'd fo great Ignorance both of the Greek 
Plays and of the very Defign and Art of Tragedy, 
that I wonder he correeted not thofc grofs lVli
ftakes before be dy'd ; but fuffer'd them to paf! 
to Pofterity with fuch Defetts of which he him
felf was fo fenfible, as to own that when he 
wrote that, he knew little of the Art. 

Among thefe is his Aifertion in the Beginning 
of the Difcourfe, p. 3· that Ariftotle had given 
us no Definition of a Play, his Words are thefc
He had 110 fooner {aid thus but all defir'd the Favot:Jr 
of him to give th~ Definition of a Play; and they 
were the more imvortunate with him, becauje ne it her 

' S 4 Ariftot e 
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Ariftotle, nor Horace., n~r any other, who writ o1z 
that SubjeEl, httd ever done it-- A Play (goes 011 

Mr. Dryden) ought to be a juft and lively Image 
of human Nature repre{enting its Pa.Jlions, and 
Humours, and the Cbange of Fortune, to which it is 
fubjetl, for the De/i~ht and lnftruilion of Human-
kind. ~ 

Firft Ariflotle has defin'd Tragedy and Come
dy too, bu1 did not like Mr. Dryden, blend things 
fo conuarr in their Nature in one Definition, 
as Tragedy and Comedy. He might indeed, well 
fay, that i1 was a Defcription, rather than a Defi-
17ition; for what is applicable to all forts of 
Dramatic Poetry, to the Epopee, and Satire, is 
10 Oefinithn at all. That of Ariftotle i!; more clofe, 
a~ d to thePu~pofe; for what he has faid will not 

gt c'in all its Parts with any thing but Tragedy; 
nor will hi~ Definition of Comedy agree with the 
:.Ormer. I think it fo material to maintain the Di
ftinaion which ·Nature has made between thefe 
two Poems. that I "fual1 fet down the Definitions 
of both frcm Ariftotle, Fir.fr of Tragedy. Tragedy 
is ttH lmitalion of an ~Elion that u grave, llnd entire, 
and hath a juft '.Dength, of which the Stile is agreea
bly relijhinu but differently in all its Parts, and which 
without the; :/Jjfi_(fance of Narrfltion ·by the means of 
:fer o and Compaffion per(eCl:ly refines in us all forts 
of P~tjfi?n · tY what ever el(e is ltlce them; 

I have already faid enough of this Definition, 
and fhall <nly obferve here, that the Acrion 
·which T-,a~dy imitates muft be G'rave, which 
!hews theo DefeCt: of Mr. Dryden's Defcription, 
for the imi:ation of any Part of Human Life 
will no't corn~ up to that. But all that is not Great, 
Solemn and Grave is left to the Imitation of 
Comedy, whch he thus d fitles - Corned y is 

· an 
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an Imitation of the worft Men, I mean not in all 
forts of Vices but only in Ridicule.For Ridicule is pro
perly a DefeEt, and Deformity without Pain, ~tnd which 
neve1· contributes to the diftru£tion of the Sub jell in which 
it is-This is :Ariifotle's Definition and Explana• 
tion of it. He has told the Subject of the Comic 
Imitation, which is only what is ridiculot.~s, all other 
forts of Wickednefs, and Vice can have no place 
here, becaufe they raife Indignation, or Pity, which 
are Pafiions, that ought by no mea~ to reign in 
Comedy. Princes, Kings, and great Men ought:: 
therefore naturally to be excluded the Sock; be
caufe Ridicule ought always to be the Subject of 
this Poem, and thofe Solemn Charaaers ought 
never to be made ridiculous. 

In all thefe Particulars Shakefpear ms come up 
to 'the Rules, and Definition of .Aris1rtle; for h~ 
has in his Charatters chofen the Defe8:s and De
formities, which are without Pain, and lVhich never 
Contribute to the DeftrucUon ot the Subjett in 
which it is. 

'Tis Pity, that what Ariftotle wrote of Comedy 
is loft except this very Definition, btJt the Lofs 
is the lefs becaufe we may very wel1 draw fuf
ficient Rules to walk by in Comedy from thofe 
which remain of Tragedy, obferving this Dif
ference, that as nothing ridiculous, can come 
into Tragedy fo nothing grave or ferious can 
come into Comedy juftly, except it be fo art
fully join'd to the Ridiculous that it feems Natural 
and no Patch, as the CharaCter of Mr. Fenton 
in the Play under our Confideration ; nis Cbara
aer is the only ferious one in the Play. 

But as Trageay has Parts of ~alit) anu Parts 
of ~antity, fo has Comedy. The Parts of Q9a .. 
lity, as in the other are the Fable, th;! Manners1 

the 
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the Sentiments, and the Diction, without which no 
Comedy can be truly entitled to that Name. 
The Comick Poet muft firft invent hi-s Plot, or 
Fable ; and when he has fixt that, he muft take 
Care, that the Manners of the divers Perfons be 
plainly exprefs'd in his Characters, that is tnat 
they be perfetl:ly diftinguilh'd, as every one of 
thefe of the Merry Wives of Wind (or are. The Sen· 
timents are added becaufe without them there is 
no knowing the Thoughts, Defigns, and Inclina· 
tions of the Dramatic Perfons, and thefe being 

. not to be exprefs'd but by Difcourfe, the Diction 
is added. The Fable of Comedy, that is the co
mic Fittion or Imitation rnuft be entirely free 
from the M~trvelous, and the Prodigious, which 
are frequent in Tragedy and the Epopee; for it has 
no Manner of Regard to Great, llluftrious, Grave, 
Mournful, Terrible, or in one Word fragic,# 
Things, but only domeftic and civil Incidents 
and Perfons. There is a natural Difference in Per· 
fons and Quality, or Manners, for that, which is 
Praife worthy in one Degree is not fo in another, 
nay it may be a Difgrace, for Example in fome 
Arts, For one of the Vulgar to play well on the 
Fidle, or Heautbois merits Praife, but the fame 
Art in a King, is look'd on as trifling if not def· 
picable. A Woman ought to be a good Sower, 
Knitter or the like, at leaft thefe Qualities are 
~ommendable in a Woman, but ridiculous in a 
Man. Thus 'tis a Praife in a Servant, that he's 
no Thief, but it is no Praife to a Nobleman or 
a Man of any Figure and Q.uality. This is fufficient 
to fhow that different Manner$ are agreeable to 
different Degrees. To know perfettly therefore 
what M~tnners we ought to give to our feveral 

Ora .. 
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Dramatic Perfons we ought to ftudy thefc follow• 
ing Precepts of Horace. , 

· v£tatis cujusq; notandi Junt tibi Meres 
Mobilibusq; Decor 11Aturis dantlus & Annis; 
Reddere qui Voces jam fcit Puer, & pede cert() 
Signat humum,geftit paribuJ colludere, dl' /ram 
Co/ligit, 1tc ponit temere; & mutatur in Horar.· 
Imberbis Juvenis, tandem Cuftode remoto, 
Gaudet Equis Camhusq; & aprici Gramine c~mpi; 
Cereus i11 vitium flech Monitoribus a[per, 
Vtilium tardus Provifor ; prodigus t/.Eris ; 
SubUmis, cupidufq; & amatA relinquere Pernix. 
CDnverfis ftudijs ~tas, animufq; virilis 
~d!rit Opes, & Amicitias; infervit Honori. 
ComiftJTe cavet, quod mox mutare labortt. 
Mlllta Senem circumveniunt Inc9mmoda, vel . quod 
~d!rit, & inventis mifer abftinet, AC timet uti; 
Yet quod res omnes tirnide, gilideq; minift.rAt ; 
Dilator,[pe longus, iners, avidusq; futuri, 
Difficilis, querulus, Laudator Temporis aEfi 
Se puertJ ; Cen/or, Caftigatorq; Minorum. 

And to the juft obferving the Characters, he juft 
before gives this Advice. 

lntererit multum Davus loquatur, an Hero!; 
Maturufne Senex, an adhuc jlorente c:Juventa, 

' Fervidus; An Matrona patens, an Sedula Nutrix, 
Mercatorne vAgus, Cultorne virentis Agelli, 
Colchus an Affymis, Thebis nutritus an Argis 
.Aut famam jequere Aut Jibi convenifntia finge. 

And again , 
~i ditlidt Patritt quid debeat, 6· quid Amicis 
f0o fit.c.rnore Parens, quoFratre am~mdus,& Hofpes,&c~ 

· )rhat 
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That is he who knows the Duties of every Order 
and Degree of Men both in Regard of them
felves, and others is fit to meddle with the 
Drama. 

The Excellence of the Sentim~nts is juftly to 
exprefs the Manners, and of the Dicrion to give 
us the Sentiments in a Language agreeable to 
the Subjefr, for if it be otherwife it is abomi
nable. But the Stile of Comedy ought not to be 
fo fublime as Tragedy, nor fo low as Far:ce; 
but ftill diverfify'd according to the Charatl:er and 
Humour of the Perfon that fpeaks. 

I fuould fay fomething here of Humour but 
that Mr. Congreve has already handled that Point 
fo nicely, that I refer the Reader to his Letter 
to Mr. Dennis on that Subjefr, and I fball only 
add lV[r. Dryden's Definition 9f it in his Effay on 
Dramatic Poefie, which Is thi-s. 

Humour is ihe ridiculou.s Extravagttnc-e of Conver• 
fation, wherein one Man diffirs from others. Whe· 
ther this be expreffiV'e enough I leave to the Rea· 
der. But in my Mind Humour is what the An
dents and Ariftotle meant by the Ridiculous, and 
that according to Ariffotle it confifts in thofc 
Vices, and Folli~s of Mind as well as Converfati
on, which carry with them a ridiculous Appea
rance. The Paffions and Vices of Mankind have 
two different Faces, one ferious and the other ridi· 
culous; the one fupplies Tragedy, the other Come
dy. The manner how this is done may perhaps be 
better taugh by Example than Precept, I wou'd 
therefore advife a Comic Writer to ftudy Randolph's 
Mufes Looking Giafs throughly; for there I am apt 
to belie 'e, that he will find the Source of all Hu· 
mours, that are in Nature; from which Originals he 
may be able to make fuch agreeable Compounds 

· as 
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as may divert thePeople juftly to an equal Profit of 
his Purfe and Reputation. At leaft fo much I 
am very fure of, that no Man can {how me any: 
Humour on the Stage, that is worth taking no• 
tice of, but I will fbow it in the Mujes Looking 
Gla[s, which proves that lie has gone to the Source 
of Things for the·l!)raughts he has .made fince 
thofe, who never reao him, have fal'n into the Hu
mours he has drawn. He was one of the Sons 
of the famous Ben. 'Johnjon, and of Camhrige. 

As for the Parts of C-omedy which relate to 
the Quantity they are the fame with tbofe of 
Tragedy. That is the Protafts or Prologue, which 
gives an In fight into the Ghara8ers and nefign or 
State of the AB:ion of the Play, and this is gene
rally the firft :Ac.t; the Epifode, is all that is con
tain'd in the fecond, third or fourth ~as, that is 

· the Intrigue, and Strugles, and Obftacle$ of the 
the Plot ; and the Exoae or Cataftrophe is the 
Vnravelling or Difcovery where all things fettle in 
Peace and Tranquility, With P. ·obability, and 
to the Satisfatlion to the Audience. 

Having thus premis'd a general V:iew of 
Gomedy, I fhall come more clofe to this under 
our prefent Confideration, and fivft to t:he Argu-. 
ment~ 

'Fhe Argument of The Merry Wives of \Vindfor. 

There are two Walks in this Play but much 
better join'd, con netted and incorporated, than in 
any Play, that l remember, either in Latin or 
Englijh. The chief Plot or Walk, is that of ex
P.o~ng the Chara8.er of Sir 1ohn Falfta.lf for his 
ndtculous Amours, or Attempt of two Women 
at or ce, when by Years and other Defects he 

cou'd 
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cou'd be agreeable to neither, as Mrs. Page 
and the reft tell him on the Difcovery in the 
fifth Att__;._Why Sir John do you think, tho' we 
cou'd have thruff Virtue out of our Hearts by Head and 
ShDulders, and have given our [elves without Scruple 
to Hell, thAt ever the Devil cou' d ha'lle made you 
our Delight! Ford. What a Hodge Pudding? Mrs. 
Page . .A puft Man. Page. Old and cold-; wither'd 
llnd tJf intollorable Entrails ? Ford . .And one that is 
as Jlanderous as Satan ? Page. A.r poor as Job ? 
Ford. And as wicked IU his Wife. 

Sir 'John fends two Letters of the fame Con· 
tents to both the Women, that he lov'd them. 
But they being intimate Friends ahd both paft their 
Prime, communicate their Letters to each other, 
confult on his Punilhment ; and employ to that 
End Mrs. Ouicklv, who in Mrs. Fords Name makes 
the Appointment of Rendezvous. Ford the Has· 
band, being of a jealous Temper, has his Sufpicionfo 
heighten'd by the Information of two of Sir John's 
Sharpelis, who had refus'd to carry the Letters and 
were for that refufal Ca!hier'd ; that he refolves to 
go to Sir John and under the Name of Mr.Broom try 
what difcovery, he cou'd make of the Truth of 
the Information. He finds the falfe unwieldy 
Knight juft full of his Succefs; and gives him Wine 
and Money to purfue Mrs. Ford, fo as to make 
her Frailties kuown to him, that fo he might beat 
her out of her Retrenchments of pretended Mo· 
defty and Vertue to his Willies. Falflaff blinded 
with this Pretence, and the Money, tells him of 
the Appointment, and affures him of Succefs in 
his Amours with Fords Wife. Ford being gone-, 
the Knight moves to the Damfel; who having by 
Concert Mrs. Page with her, makes her retire 
into another RooiJl till her proper ~~ of 

appear· 
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appearing. Mrs. Ford having already ordered 
her Servants to get the Buck-basket ready, and on 
N rice to carry and empty it into a Ditch in 
Dutchet Mead, admits the Knight; who having palt 
his firfi: Complement, and made his aukward Pro-
effions, --rews is brought, that Mrs. Page is coming 

·n which makes the Knight retire. Mrs. Page 
te s h r, that her: Husband and half the Town, 
were coming to fearch for fome Gallant of hers in 
th f oufe. The Knight is terribly alarm'd, and 
as Mrs. P ~tge had propos'd gets into the Buck
Basket, and as he is carrying away_ the Husband 
comes in, but after a little ftop fuffers it to ne 
carry'd away. :Thus Sir 'John is thrown into the 
Ditch after he had been ftew'd up in dirty Linen 
all the way ; and the Husband expofes his fidicu
lous Jealoufie to no Purpofe, being not able to 
find any Body in the Houfe. The Knight is ap
~as'd by Mrs. Q.Jickly and agrees on another 
Meeting the next Morning by Eight or Nine, is 
again trapan'd by the Husband, to whom, as Mr. 
Broom he had told all his paft Adventure and his 
new Affignation. So being difguis'd on the Hus
band'sApproach, like the old Witch of Brentford, he 
is fufficiently beaten by theHusband and yet gets off, 
leaving Ford as much confounded, and expos'd to 
the Company for his caufelefs Jealoufy as before, 
being yet not able to find any Body with his Wife. 
Upon this Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford agree to let 
their Husbands into the Secret, and by their Con
fent to proceed to a third Punifhment. This Dif
covery Cures Ford of his Jealoufie, and 'tis by all 
agreed that the Knight Jhou'd as he ought, be ex
pos'd. He is prevail'd on by Mrs. ~ickly at 
laft to meet at Mid-night in JVindfor Park, dref~'d 
up as the vulgar fuppos'd Herne the Hunter to 

ap· 
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appear, &c. Mrs. 'Ford and Mrs. Page meet him 
firlli, and juft as he is rejoycing on his good Luck, 
and dividing himfelf and Favours betwixt them; 
Sir Hugh with his Fairies ftart out of the Saw-pit 
where they were hid for that Purpofe, and pinch 
.and burn him with their Lights; from whom 
endeavouring to run away they eaU 'come in, and 
the E>ifcovery is made, and the Knight expos'd 
to publick Shame as he ought . to be. Here the 
"1Jlnder-Plot or fecond Walk is join'd in the Con.: 
clufion ; ' for Mrs. Ann Page, Mr .. Page's handfome 
Daughter is in Love with Mr. Fenton, a well-bred 
Gentleman, and of Quality fuperior to Page, tho' 
:be had been a little wild, and a Companion of 

he· Prince, by which he had fomething run his E
ftate aground, and for that Reafon reje8:ed &y Page 
and 11is Wife. The Father is for Slender a very filly 
6ountry Gent. of 300 I. a Year; the Mother w.as 
for Dr. Caius an impertinent old French Phy· 
fidan, becaufe he was rich, and had Friends it 
Conrt. So that the Wife taking this Opportu· 
nity of the nocturnal Mask to abufe Sir ']r;hn fAJ .. 
ftaff, orders the [)ofror to rake her Ollughter who 
1hould he drefs'd in white, and fo go off with 
her and marry her immediately before the Fa· 
ther cou'd hinder it. The Father had order'd 
Slender to take his Daughter drefs'd in Green 
and lead her away to Eat on and there marry 
her without her Mother's Knowledge ; but the 
young Lady loving Fenton deceives both Father 
and Moth~r, to obey both which fhe had pro
mis'd, goes and is marry'd to her Beloved, which 
Difcovery coming on that of Sir 'John's concludes 
the Play. 

All the other Perfons of the Drama are plain .. 
ly join'd to and depending on thofe two Walks, 

and 
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and their incorporating them into the Plot feems 
. very well contriv'd. The Quarrel betwi~t Sir 
'ohn ·and Juftice Shallow occ~fions Sir Hugh's Pro
pofal of a Mediation, ar1d the Match betwixt 
Mr. Slenller and Mrs. Anne Page. This brings . 
Mr. Page and Sir John out of Mr. Pa.ge's Houfe, 
where the Motion is made, and approv'd, and 
all invited in to Dinner, where all the Principal 
Characters of both Walks are brought acquainted 
with each other. The Comical Duel, is likewife 
to Effect the Plot ; for Sir Hugh fends to the 
Doctor's Houfe-keeper to affift his Friend Slender 
in his Amour lhe bdng intimately acquainted with 
Mother and GaJlghter. This Meifenger is inter
cepted by the Doetor, on which he fends the 
Prieft a Challenge; which produces the Comical 
Scene of both their Paffions, and Preparations 
for Fighting. In fbort the leaft Incident of the 
Play, except Mrs.Pages and her Son's Confabulation 
with Sir Hugh his Mafter, cannot well be left out 
without leaving a Gap in the Plot and Connection 
of the Play. . 

I Confefs, that the Unities of Time, Place; 
and Action are not exactly obferv'd according to 
the Rule and Pr~Ctice of the .Antients, yet as they 
are now manag'd among us; they may well pafs. 
The Time is not above two Days and a half at 
moft ; the Place Windfor, and the Adjace.nt 
Fields and Places. The Action is vifibly double, 
but that it is in all the Comedies of Terence. 

The firft Act: ilr9ws all the principal Character~ 
except the tw~ Fords ; prepares a 11 the Bn fi L e[s 
of the Play, arid enters a little into the Ael:ion, 

. in the two Letters fent by 8ir ']o/;n, and the 
Match Propos'd by Sir 1-lugh, and the Docrors 
Challenge to the 'A' dfh Levite. So that it is an 

T cxa~ 
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exafr Protafts or Prologue. The Epifode begins with 
the fecond Act, a11d carries all on to the fifth; 
w her.e the Exode is in the Difc:overy and punilli
ment of the Old Letcher ; and the difappoint· 
ment of a forc'd Match in F~ntdn's Marrying Mrs: 
Anne Page. Mrs, Fords Refentm~nt of Sir 1ohns 
Letter puts her and Mrs. Page on the Revenge of the 
Affront, and that Revenge furnifhes the Intrigue 
or Epifodical Turns of the Play. · 

Tne Information of Pi{fol and Nim prepares; 
and roufes Ford's Jealoufie, admirably and with 
a great deal of Art and Nature. Nor can any 
thing be more ridiculous, and entertaining, than 
the Scenes betwixt Ford under the Name of Broor» 
and Sir 'John. 

Upon the whole I think it is pr~tty plain, that 
nothing can be more agreeable to .:Ariftotles defini· 
tion of Comedy; for he fays 'tis 'an· Imitation of 
the Worfl Sort, and that in Ridicule; it having 
thus all the Parts both of Quality and Quantity. 

But to make the Parts of Quality more plain 
it wou'd be neceffary to fpeak of the Humours; 
yet that wou'd be too tedious, as wel1, as un
neceffary, being fo many and yet fo various, and 
fo plainly diftinguifh'd from each other, that there 
is no need to point out Particulars. I 1ha11 on
ly give you wnat Mr. Dryden fays of the Cha· 
rac1:er of Faljlajf in his Effay on Dramatic Poetry. 
-Falftaff h· the beft of Comic ·charafJers-tlm't 
v:re (fays he) many Men refembling him- old, fat, 
merry, cowardly, drunken, amoruJ, vain ll1td lying: 
and the Duke of Bucklngham confirm it in this 
Verfe 

But Falftaff feems inimitable )'et. 

Fords, is a excellent Character of a Politic; 
u ious, jealous Coxcornb ; and all his Endeavours 

~t 
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at the cautious and cunning Management of the 
bifcovery of his Doubts and Fears, involves him 
the more, and mak:es him the more ridiculous ; 
for tne' Conferences he has with Sir <John, con
firm him in his Sufpicions, and his Difappointments 
expofe .his FoTiy. · · 

Tlie Fairys in th'e :fiftli ACt makes a Handfome 
:Compl~ment to the Queen, in her Palace of Wind
for, who had oblig'a him to write a Play of Sir 
John Falft-Ktjf in Love, and w hi eh I am very well 
affu ed he. perform'd in a Fortnight; a prodigious 
·rhing,when all is fo well contriv'd, and carry'd on 
witliout the leaft Confufion. . . 

Vincentio Duke of Vienrz1- pt~etending to go a 
private Journey leaves a fevere Lord of his Court 
caU:d 'Angelo, his Deputy to govern in his Ab
fence, that he migHt not have the Odium of 
reviving fome Sanguinary Laws, whicti had for 
1ome time lain dormant and for other Reafons. 
tA!.{calm is left with him as a Counfellour and 
next under Angelo in Authority. The Duke be
ing gona, Angelo begins to revive thofe Laws, 
and Claudio a young Gentleman is taken up to 
make the firft Example of one of them ; w hic.h 
made it Deadi for any Man to lie with a \Vomafl. 
out of Marriage. Clau'dio got j=uliet with Child, 
whom he lov'd and defign'd to Marry. Angel~ 
being· inexorable Ifabell~: Cllludio' s Sitter juft going 
~o be profefs'd a Nun, goes to beg her Brother's 
Life ; and wins the Heart of Angelo fo far 1 that 
lle tempts her to redeem· her Brother's Life by 
yielding to his Embraces, Vowing that no other 
~erms fiiou'd fave him, which ihe tel1ing her 

T 2 Bro her, 
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Brother, the Duke (who ~oes not to Travel as he 
pretended, but is disguis d in a Fryar's Habit and 
obferves all things unknown) over hears it, and 
perfwades her to pretend to yield to him, and 
Appoint fuch a Time in the Night, that Marian4 
his Contracted Wife, whom he had rejeC1ed on 
the lofs of her Fortune, might go in her Place. 
This being done, Angelo fends Orders to have 
Claudio's Head brought to him by Four in the 
Morning. The Duke manages it fo with the 
Provoft, that the Head of one dying that Night in 
the Prifon, and who was not unlike ClAudio Jhou'd 
be carry'd to him, and then ordering Marian4 and 
and lf!lbe/la to Complain to the Duke on his Re .. 
turn, which wou'd be that Morning ; he fends the 
Deputies Word of his Return, and Orders them to 
meet him at the City Gates there to give up his 
Authority. The Ladies make their Complaints, 
and after fome Difficulties the Duke difcovers his 
Knowledge of the whole Matter; Commands 
.Angelo to Marry Marian11 immediately, and then 
to be beheaded as Claudio was, but upon the In• 
terceffion of the new Wife and lfabel!a, and the 
difcovery that Claudio was preferv'd alive, Angelo 
is Pardon'd, and has no other Punilhment, than a 
Wife and the Puhlick Difgrace. 

There are fome little under Charatlers in this 
Play, which are produced naturally enough by the 
Severity of the new Law, as that of the Bawd 
and the Pimp ; as well as of Lucio, which Cha· 
ratter is admirably mantain'd, as Sha1efPear does 
every where lais Comic Characters, whatev~r he 
does his Tragic. , 

The Unities of Attion and Place are pretty well 
obferved in this Play, efpecialJy as they are . in 

· the Modern Acceptation. ·rJ;le Defign of the Play 
carries 
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carries an excellent Moral, and a juft Satire a
gainft our prefent Reformers; who wou'd alter 
their Courfe of Nature and bring us to a Perfetti
on, Mankind never knew fince the World was 
half Peopled. But while they are fo very fevere 
againft the Frailties of Men, they never think 
of their Villanies, Oppreffion, Extorfion, Cheat
ing, Hypocrifie and the like, which are the Vices 
of Devils, .. not of Men; nay, which is extream .. 
ly merry, many of the forefaid Character, are zea
lous Reformers; which proves thus much at leaft 
that the Kingdom of Hell cannot ftand long when 
it is fo divided in it felf. But to return to this 
Play. 

The Scene betwixt IfabeHtt and At1gelo in the 
fecond At\: is very fine ; and the not bringing 
the Yielding of Ifa.be/la to Angelo on the Stage., is 
Artfully manag'd, for it wou'd have been a Dif
ficult Matter to have contriv'd it fo, that it fhou'd 
not have given a fiur to her Modefty to die Audi
ence tho' they knew it Diffem bled. 

Allowing for fome Peccadillos the laft AB: is 
wonderful, and moving to fuch a Degree, that he 

· mull; have very little Senfe of Things, and Na
ture,, who fi_nds himfelf Calm in the reading it. 

The Main Story or Fable of the Play is truly 
Trttgical for it is Aciapted to move Terror, and 
Compaffion, and the Action is one. Its having a 
Fortunate Cataftrophe, is nothing to the purpofe 
for that is in many of the Greek Tragedies; tbo' 
.Ariftotle indeed makes the Unfortunate Ending 
th~ moft beautiful and perfect. Leaving therefore 
a farther Examen of the Fable, Condufr, &c. to 
the Reader, and the Rules, which I have laid 
down I fhall proceed to the fine Moral Refietti
ons and Topics of it. But it contains fo many 

T 3 Beauties 
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Beauties of t~is ~ind, that to tranfcribe them all 
1 fuould leave very little untouch'd ; I (hall therec 
fore content my felf to give a Sample of them ... 

' j 

Mercy. 
Ifabell. -Well believe this, 

No Ceremony; that to gre- t Ones longs, .• ·. 
Not the Kings Court, nor the deputed Sword, 
The 1\!Iarfbals Trunchion, or the judges Robe, ., 
Becom~ them with half fo good a Grace 
As Mercy does.-

Great Mens Abufo of Power. · 
f;r;t, -cou'd great IV.Ien Thunder 

'As· Jove himfelf does, J.ove wou'd ne' er be quiet.: 
for every pelting petty Ofl1cea ·. · 
Wou'd ufe his Heav'n for Thunder; 
Nothing but J;hunder. Merciful Heav'n J 

Thou rat4er with thy (harp and fulphurous Bolts 
Split'ft th~ unwedgable, gnarled Oak, .. 
Than the foft Myrtle. Oh'! but Ma.q! pr~md Man: 
Dreft in a little brief Authority; · 
Moft ignorant of what he,s moft a!fur'd, 
~is glaffy Ejfence; lik~ an angry Ape, 
Plays fuch fantafi:ick Trick~s pefore high fteay'n; 
As makes tlie Angels weep · · · · · 

The Priviledge of ":Authority. 
If Great M·en may jeft with Saints ; 'tis Wit i~ 

.But in the 1efs foul Prophanation:__ (them 
-That in the Captain's but a Choleric Word, 
.Which in the Soldiers is flat Blafphemy. 

Ang. Why do you put thefe Sayings upon me? 
]_(a. Becaufe Authority tho' it err like othe'rs, 

:Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it felf · 
That skins the Vice o'th Top----· 
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.Anuelo's laft Speech of t he fecond Scene of the 

fecond Act, is very beautiful in the Agitations of 
.Anuelo's Soul on his falling in LoYe :with l(~tbella the 
Si;;le very fine which o:1ly I fhall tranfcribe. . 

What's this? what's this? Is this herFault,or mine? 
The Tempter, or the tempted who fins moft? ha! 
Not fue nor doth fhe tempt, but it is I, 
That lying by the Violet in t he Sun, 
Do as the Carrion does not as the Flower 
Corrupt with virtuous Seafon.---

The reft of the Speech is wen worth noting., nor 
is Angelo's Speech in the fourth Scene of the fame 
Act lefs agreeable, or the following Simile in it 
lefs beautiful-

---The State, whereon I ftudy'd 
Is like a good uhing bein~ often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious.__...-

On Place and Form. 
_........,._oh! Place! Oh! Form! . 
How often doft thou with thy·€afe., thy Habit 
Wrench Aw from Fools? and tie the wifer Souls · 
.To this falfe feeming! 

I cannot:omit the charm in Simile in the fame Scene. 

So play the foolifh Throngs with one., that fwoons; 
All came to help him, and fo ftop the Air, 
By which he fuou'd revive; and even fo 
The govern,d Subje8:s to a wel1 wifu'd King, 
Quit their own Part, and in obfcquious Fondnefs 
Crowd to his Prefence where their untaqght Love 
Muft needs appear Offence. 

T· 4 Orz 
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On Life. 

Duke- Reafon what Life is 
If I do lofe thee, I do lofe a thing, 
That none but Fools wou'd keep. A Breath thou art 
Servile to all the Skiey Influences; 
1.~hat doft this Habitation where thou keep'ft 
Hourly afHicr. .1\tleerly thou cart Death's Fool; 
For him thou labour'ft by thy Flight to fhun, 
And yet run'ft towards him ftilJ. Thou art not noble; 
For al1 th' Accommodations, that thou bear'ft 
Arc nurs'd in Bafenefs. Thou art no way Valiant; 
For thou doft f€ar the foft and tender Fork 
Of a poor vVorrn. Thy beft of Reft is Sleep, 
And that thou oft provok'ft; yet grofiy fear'fr 
Thy Death, which is no more. Thou art not thy felf; 
For thou exifts on many thoufand Grains, 
That iffue out of Duft. Happy thou art not; 
For what thou haft not frill thou ftriv'ft to get, 
And what thou haft forget'ft. Thou art not certain; 
For thy Complexion fhifts to ftrange Effeets 
After the Moon. If thou'rt rich, thoa'rt poor; 
For like an A fs, w hofe Back with Ingots bows 
Thou bear'ft thy heavy Riches but a Journey, 

·And Death unloads thee. Friend haft thou none; 
For thy own Bowels, which do call thee Sire, 
The meer Effufion of thy proper Loins, 
Do curfe the Gout, Sarpigo and the Rheum (Age 
For ending thee no fooner. Thou haft nor Youtn nor 
But as it were an after Dinner's Nap 
Dreaming on both. For all thy bleffed Youth 
Becomes as Aged, and doth beg the Alms 
Of Palfied-Eld! and when thou'rt old and rich 
Thou haft neither Heat, Affection, Limb, nor Beauty 
To make thy Riches pleafant. What yet is this, 
That bears the Name of Life? Yet in this Life 

Lye 
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Lye bid more thoufand Deaths. Yet Death we fear 
,That makes thefe Odds all Eve.q. , 

It were to be wHh'd, that the Pulpit cou'd de
claim in this pathetick Manner, we might per
haps have fewer Hypocrites and Ufurers~ 

DeAth. 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing 
/[11. And fhamed Life as Hateful. 
Claud. Ay but to die, and go we know not where~ 

To lie in cold ObftruB:ion, and to rot; 
This fenrible, warm Motion to become 
·A kneaded Clod ; and the delighted Spirit 
To bath in fiery Floods, or to refide 
In thrilling Regions of thick ribbed Ice; 
To be imprifon'd in the viewlefs Winds; 
'And blown with reftlefs Violence round about 
The Pendant World ! Or to be worfe, than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefs, and uncertain Thought 

. Imagine howling ! 'Tis too horrible ! 
The wearieft and moft loathed worldly Life, 
That Age, Ach, Penury, and Imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradice 
To what we fear of Death. 

No jhuning Slan.der. 

No Might nor Greatnefs in Mortality 
Can Cenfure 'fcape. Back-wounding Calumny 
The whiteft Virtue fliakes, what thing fo ftrong 
Can tye the Gall up in the fianderous Tongue? 

Place and Gre~ttnefs. 

Oh! Place and Greatnefs! Millions of falfe Eyes 
Are !tuck upon thee! Volumes of Report 

Run 
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Run with thefe falfe: and moft contrariou1 ~efts 
Upon thy Doings. :Yho~fund Efcapes of Wit. 
Make thee the Father of an idle Dream, 
And rack thee in their F andes-

The Plot of this Play is . taken from Cynthia 
Girttldi, Dec. 8. Nov. 5· you may alfo look into 
Lipfti Monita, p. 125. Hiffoires admirables de Noftr~ 
Temps, p. 2.16 • 

. The Fable or Argument of The Comedy of Errors,' 

'A Merchant of Syracufe going to Epidamnum 
to take care of his Affairs left in diforder by his 
Faaor's Death. · His Vvife big with Child comes 
after him, and is brought to Bed of Twins fo 
like, that they . cou'd not be known from 
one another. And in the fame Inn was at the 
fame time two Boys born to a poor Woman, as 
much a-like as the Merchant's Sons; who there
fore buys them of the Mother to be brought up 
with and to wait upon his Sons. When returning 
.home from Epidamnum, a Storm arofe, and the 
S1ilors having left the Ship he and his Wife and 
Children were left there, and caft away, the Wife 
·nd one Son and his Slave were taken up by the 

·Fifuerinen of Cor_inth, and he and his younger Son 
and his Slav~ by another Veffel. And when his Son 
·was grown up to eighteen, he got his Confent to 
go feek his Brother, and with him went his Slave, 
and in their Travel came to Ephe(us, whether af .. 
ter. filfe Years Search the Father like wife is arriv'd, 
~nd feiz'd, and to be put to Death for entring that 
Port contrary to a Law ,that made it Death for any 
Syracu{i11.n to come to Epkefus. They being thus .aY . 
come to the fame Town the Play begins w1th 

U£geon,s 
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~geon's Account of all th~t is g?ne before, on 
which the Duke of Ephefus gtves h1m that Day to 
raife a thoufand Duckets to redeem his Life. The 
two Sons nam'd both Antipholi,-, and their two 
Slaves, both cal1'd Dromio, by their Likenefs caufe 
various Errors, being taken by the very Wife and 
Miftrefs and Acquaintance of that Antipholis who 
liv'd at Ephefus for one another. Till the Wife 
taking his Man and him to be macl. has them feiz'd 
and bound by a Dotl:or to cure them. But w bile · 

· they tliink them fecure, the oth~r Brother and his 
Man come in with their Swords drawn, and they 
all flie away , woridring how he got lofe, 
taking him for her Husband. But rallying the 
other Brother and his Man fly for't into an A~ 
bey, and is there protecrea by the Abbefs. The 
Duke coming to fee v£geon .beheaded by the Ab
bey .Adriama the Wife of one of the Brothers, a p
P, lies to him and complains of. the ·Abbefs, in the 
mean while the Husband Antipholis getting loofe, 
and his Man, comes in and complains to the Duke 
of his Wive's Treatment of him, this produces the 
Abbefs and ·with her the other Antipholis, the 
whole Company being furpris'd the Difcovery is 
made, and thefe found to be Brothers, and ~geon 
their. Fatlier, and the Ahbefs t/Emilia tlieir lVlo- ' 
ther, which ends the Play. 

This Play is exaB:ly. regular, as any one may 
fee wfio will examine it by the Rules. The Place 
is part of one Town, the Time within the Artifici
al Day; and the ACtion the finding the loft Bro
ther, &c. Allowing for tlie Puns which were the 
Vice of the Age he liv'd in, it ris extreaml~ diver-
ing; the Incidents are wonderfully pleafant, and 

the Cat~ftrophe very happy and ftrongly moving. I 
have wond d tnat M • Dryden chofe rather Am

phitrion 
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phittri than this, becaufe the Probability of that 
depending entirely on the Pagan Syftem, ftrains 
even Credulity to render it agreeable. But this 
Likenefs between the Twins is what has bap .. 
pen'd many Times; and there is or was lately a 
iiving Ioftance of it in two Brothers Twins too, 
fo very like, that they were perpetually miftaken 
for each other, and fuch a Sympathy between them, 
that when one was ill the other ficken'd. One was 

· of the Band of the Mufic, that belong'd to Drury .. 
Lane Play-Houfe; the other if I miftake not a Dan· 
cing Mafter in the Country. 

This Comedy is an u deniable Proof, that 
Shakefpear was not fo ignorant of the L~tin Tongue 
as fome wou'd fain m.tke him. There is, (fays the 
Writer of his Life) one Play of his indeed, The 
Comedy of Errors, in great Meafure taken from 
the Menrechrni of Plautus. How thAt happen'd I 
cannot eajily divine, fince as I hinted before, 1 d1 
11ot take him to have been Mafte.,. of Latin en(}ugh 
to read it in the Original ; a~d I know of no Tran• 
jlation of Plautus {o old as his Time. 

I confefs with fubmiffion to the Writer of his 
Life, that I can find no fuch need of Divination 
on this Head, for as it is beyond Contradiction 
plain, that this Comedy is taken from that of 
Plautus ; fo I think it as obvious to conclude from 
that, that Shakefpear did underftand Latin enough 
to read him, and knew fo much of him as to be 
able to form a Defign out of that of the Roman 
Poet; aud wich he has improv'd very much in my 
Opinion. He has made two Servants, as like, as 

' their M Ill: er's, who are not in Plautus. And the 
very Character of Adriana is copy'd from the Wife 
of Men~chmus Surreptus as is vifible from his firft 

Entraace 
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Entrance on the Stage in the fecond Scene of 
the firft ~a. For this is the Chara8er lie gives 
of her .. 

'Ni mala, ni flulta, ni indomita im]Wfq; Animi, 
!!.Ecd viro ef{e .o~io videtU, tute ti~i odio hnbeM. 
Prd!terhac fl mzht tale poft hunc Dzem 
Faxis, fttxo [oris Yidu11 vifas Patrem. 
Nam quoties forlls ire volo, me retines, revoctu; 
Rogittts quo ego tllm? £0am rem ~t.gam? ~id Nigotij 

(!eram? . 
'!2.!id p~tam? Q.:!id fer am? ~id foris egerim? &c; 

How far Sha~efpear was beholding to Plautus 
may in fome Meafure be feen by the Argument of 
the Menrechmi. 

' A Sicilian Merchant had Twin Boys fo 
' like; that they cou'd not be diftinguifh'd ; but 
' one of them being ftol'n away the Father did 
' with Grief; and his Uncle gives the Boy, that re
' main'd the Name of his Brother Mena.:chmus, his 
' before being Sojicles; who being grown up to 
' be a Man goes in fearch of his Brother all round 
' the Coafts of the Mediteranean, .Archrpelago, &c. 
' and comes at laft to Epid~emnum ; where 
' his ftol'n Brother was fettltd and marry'd to 
' a termagant fort of a Lady before defcrib'd. 
' When Sojicles arriv'd every one took . him for 
' his Brother; his Miftrefs, Friends, his Wife, and 
' his Fatherin-Law, till at Iaft meeting together 
' they difcover themfdves to be Brothers; w hi eh 
~ ends the Play. 

But this Controverfy af Shakefrear's total Igno
rance of the Latin will be no longer on Foot when 
we come to his Poems where there are feveral 
TranLlations of Ovid's Metamorphofis, and his Ep ·-

.ftle c. 
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ftles. This Pl~y tho' fo . full of Action is not 
without beautiful Reflections, and Speeches, as 
P· 285 . 

.Adr. Ay, ay, .Antipholis look ftrange and frown' 
Some other Miftrefs has fome fweet Afpetts. ' 
1 am not Adriana, nor thy Wife ? 
Th(fime was on_ce,when thou unurg'd wou'd£1: vow 
That never Words were"Mufick to thine Ear 1 · 
That neve.r Object pieafing to tliine Eye~; 
That never Touch was welcome to thy Hand; 
That never Meet fweet favour'd to thy Tafte ;· 
D nlef~ I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd 

thee. 

• 1 he Sup,eriority of Mart. 

Luc. There's nothing fitmite under Heave.n'sEyej 
But has it~ Bounds in Earth, in Sea, or Sky. 
The Beafts, the Fifhes, and the winged Fowls, 
Are their M~le"s Subjects, and at their Contronls~ 
Men, more Divine, the Mafter of all thefe, 
Lord of the wi~e World, and wide watry Seasj1 

Indu'd with intelleB:ual Senfe and Soul 
Of more Pre-heminence, than Fifh or Fowl, 
Are Mafter's of their Females and their Lordi~ 
Then at you~ Will attend on their Accords. 

Slander. 

For Slander lives upon Succeffion, 
For ever hous'd where once it gets Polfeffion.' 

The 
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The Scene lies at Meffi.na in Sicily ana in and 
near the Houfe of Leonato. Don Pedro of~ragon 
with his Favourite Claudio., and BenediEl a gay young 
Cavalier of Padu~e, and Don John the Baftard Bro
ther of Don Pedro come to Leonato's the Govern our 

f Meffina. Claudio is in Love with Eero iLeonato's 
Daughter, whom Don Pedro obtains for him, and 
while they wait the Wedding Day, they confult 
how to make Benediil and Beatrice the Neice of 
bonato i ~ove itn each other, both being Gay 
and Eafy and averfe to Love, and like great 
"falRers railing always at each other. However 
by letting them over-hear their Difcourfe they per
fuade them,_ that they are in Love with each other.· 
In the mean time Don 1ohn the very Soul of Envy 
and Mifchief contrives how to break the Match 
betwixt Glaudio and Her.o, and to this purpofe, by 
.his Engines Conrade and Borachio they make Claudio 
and the Prince believe that 1/ero is a Wanton, 
and put a plaufible Cheat on them to c_onfirm the 
Sufpicion, by naving Borachio Talk to Hero's Maid 
Margaret at tile Chamber Window at Mid-night, 
as if flie were Hero. Convinc,d by this Falacy Ctau
llio and iDon Pedro Difgrace her in 'the Churdi 
where he went to Marry her, rejecting her, ana 
accunng her of Wantonnefs with another. Hera 
Swoons away, and the Prieft interpofing and join~ 
ing in tlie Atteftation fhe makes of her Virtue, 
ihe is privately convefd ~way and reported Dead .. 
The Rogue Borachio being taken by the \Vatch, 
as he was telling the Adventure to his Comrade1 

difcovers the Villany and llears Hero; but Dort 
c;John is flea. Her lilnocence being kr.ow n ; h r Fa-

tho.· 
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ther is fatisfy'd with Claudio, that he hang Verfes 
on her Tomb that Night, and Marry a Neice of 
his the next Morning without feeing her Face 
which he agrees to and performs; and then it is 
difcover'd, that it is Hero, whom he Marry'd 
and fo the Play Ends, with an Account of Don 
1ohn's being taken, 

This Fable is as full of Abfurdities, as the Wri·· 
ting is full of Beauties, the firft I leave to the 
Reader to find out by the Rules I have laid down, 
the fecond, I fhal1 endeavour to fhew, and point 
out! fome few of the many, that are contain'd in 
the Play. Shakefpear indeed had the Misfortune 

·which other of our Poets have fince had of lay· 
ing his Scene in a Warm Climate where the Man• 
ners of the People are very different from ours, 
and yet he has made them talk and act generally 
like Men of a cold er Country, Marriage Alamode 
has the fame Fault. 

This Play we rnuft call a Comedy, tho' fome of 
the Incidents and Difcourfes too are more in a 
Tragic Strain ; and that of the Accufation of 
Hero is too {hocking for either Tragedy or Comedy; 
nor cou'd it have come off in Nature, .if we re· 
gard the Country without the Death of more, than 
Hero. The I m pofition on the Prince and Claudio 
feems very lame, and Claudio's ConduCt to the 
Woman, he lov'd, highly contrary to the very 
Nature of Love, to e:<pofe her in fo barbarous a 
Manner and with fo little Concern, and ftruggle, 
and on fuch weak Grounds without a farther Exa• 
mination into the Matter, yet the Paffions this 
produces iu the old Father make a wonderful 
amends for the Fault. Befides which there is 
fuch a pleafing Variety of Characters in the Play, 
and thofe perfeet:ly maintain'd, as well as diftin-

guifh'd 
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guifh'd, that you lofe the Abft:trdities of the Con
duff in the Excellence of the Manners, Sentiments, 
Dittion and Topics. Benediil, and Beat-rice are two 
fprightly., witty, talkative Charaacrs, and, ho' of 
the fame Nature yet perfeB:ly diftin&uifh'd, and 
you have no ne d to read the Names, to kno, 1 

who fpeaks: As they differ from each other, tho' 
fo near a Kin, fo do they from tliat of Lucio in 
Meafure for Meafure, who is lik'ewife 3 very talka
tive Perfon; but there is a grofs Abufivenefs, Ca
lumny Lying, and Lewdnefs in Luci , which Bene
diet is free from. One is a Rake's lVIirth ana 
Tattle; the other that of a Gentleman, and a l\tlan 
of Spirit and Wit. 

The Stratagem of the Prince on Benediil, and 
Beatrice is manag'd with that Nicity and Addrefs, 
that we are very we\1 pleas'd with the Succefs, 
and think it very refonable and juft. 

The Characrer of J.Jon 1ohn rtlie Baftard is ad
mirably diftinguilli'd, his Manners are well mark'd, 
and every where con e.nient; or ( ~reeable. Being 
a four melancholly, fa urnine, env ·o _, fel fifh, ma
licio~~Temper, Manners Necejfary to produce thefe 
villanous Events, they did; thefe were producrive 
of the Cataflrophe; for he was net a Perfon brought: 
in to fill ~p the Number onlY,, becaufe without 
him the Fable'~ could not have gone on. 

To quore·an tfie comic ExcelJen<:ies of this. Play 
would be to tranfcribe three Parts of it. For all 
that pa{fes' betwixt Benedi[f and Beatrice is admi
rable. His Difcoutfe ag1inft Love and Marriage 
in the later End of the fecono 1\ct, .P· 343· is very 
pleafant and witty, and that whi~h Beatrice fa ys 
of Wooing, Wedding and repentin·g., p. 334· Aml 
the Averfion that the Poet gives Ireneaza ana Betl""' 
tri:t: for each other in their Difcourfe, heightens 

u tb~ 
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the Jeft of making them in Love with one another: 
Nay the Variety and ·natural Diftinction of the 
vul~ar Humours of this Play are remarkable. 

· The Scenes of this Play are fomething obfcure; 
for you can fcarce tell where the Place is in the 
two firft Atts, tho' the Scenes in them feem pret
ty entire, and unbroken. But thofe are things we 
ought not to look much for in ShakefpeAr. But 
whilft he i5 out in the dramatic Imitation of 
the Fable, he always draws Men and Women fo 
perfettly, that when we read, we can fcarce per
fwade our felves, but that the Difcourfe is real 
and no Fittion. 

On Friendjhip in Love~ 

Friendfhip is conftant in all other things 
Save in the Office and Affairs of Love: 
Therefore all Hearts in Loveufe their own Tongues; 
Let every Eye negotiate for it felf, 
And truft no Agent : For Beauty is a Witch, 
Againft whofe Charms, Faith melteth into Blood. 

Patience under Misfortunes . eafter ttdvis'd 
than maintain' d. 

Leomtt. I pray thee ceafe thy Counfet; 
Which falls into my Ears, as profitlefs, 
As Water 1 a Si e. Give not me Counfet; 
Nor let n .. C mfort elfe delight mine Ear, 
But fuch an one, whofc Wrongs do fute with mine~ 
Bri •1g me • Father that fo lov'd h!s Child, 
W ~ fe joy of h~r is overwhelm'd like mine, 
And bid him fpeak of Patienc.e ; 
Meafure his Woe the Length and Breadth of mine; 
And let it anfwer every Strain for Strain ; 

As 
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'As thus for thus, and fuch a Grief for fuch, 
In every Lineament Branch, Shape and Form ; 
If fuch a one will fmile, and ftr vak his Beard, 
And Eslla! wagg, cry hem! when he fhou'd groan; 
Patch Grief with Proverbs; t take Misfortune drunk 
With Candle-Wafters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather Patience. 
But there is no fuch Man. For Brother, Men 
Can counfel and give Comfort to that Grief, 
Which they themfelves not feel ; but tafting it 
Their Counfel turns to Paffion, which before 
Wou'd give preceptial Medicine to Rage; 
Fetter ftrong Madnefs in a filken Thread ; 
Charm Ach with Air, and Agony with Words. 
No, no, 'tis all Mens Office to fpeak Patience 
To thofe, that wring under the Load of Sorrow; 
But no Man has Vertue nor fufficiency 
To be fo moral when he fual1 endure 
The like himfelf. Therefore give me no Counfel
My Griefs cry louder, than Advertifement. 

I have given more, than the bare Topic, becaufe 
the Speech is Pathetique, and extremely Natural 
Nor can I omit , another Speech, tho' it contain. 
neither Topic nor Defcription and that is 
p. 367. 

If they wrong her Honour 
The proud eft of them all lhall hear of it. · 
Time has not yet fo dry'd this Blood of mine; 
Nor Age fo eat up my Invention; 
Nor Fortune made fuch Havock of my Mea ns; 
Nor my bad Life reft me fo much of Friends ; 
But they fhaU find, awak'd in fuch a Kind., 
Both Strength of Limb, and Policy of Mind 

. .U 2 · Ability 
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Ability in Means and Choice of Friends 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 

Of this I ihall fpeak in my Remarks on his 
Verfes, where he has more tharfonce made Ufe of 
the fame Figure. For the Plot of this Play confult 
Ariofto's Oralando furiofo. Book V. and Spencer's Fairy 
Queen, Book ii. 

The Argument of Loves Labour's loft. 

The King of Navarre and fome of his Nobles 
make a Vow of retiring from the World to their 
Books for three Years, and forfwear the Conver· 
tation of all Women. But the King of France's 
Daughter . and fome Ladies her :Attendants come 
in an Embaffy from her Father to the King of 
N.;evarre, which obliges them to a Converfation 
with the Ladies, and that makes them all in Love; 
and endeavour after they have found out each o
thers Frailty and Breach of Oath to win the Ladies 
to yield to love them. But they admit them to 
hope, on Condition they remain in the fame Mind 
a Year, and perform certain Penances. This and 
the Newsof the French King'sDeath ends the Play. 

Tho' I can't well fee why tbe Author gave 
this Play this Name, yet fince it has paft thus 
long I fball fay no more to it, but this, that fince 
it is one of the worft of Shake [pear's Plays, nay I 
think I may fay the very worft, I cannot but think 
that it is his firft, notwithftanding thofe Argu· 

... nts, or;thatOpinion, that has bee a brought to the 
contrary. Perhaps (fays this Author) we are not tl 
look for his B~ginning s like tho{e of other Authors a• 
mong their leajf perfect Writings. ..Art had fo little, 
and fl,uure fo /anre 1t Share in whflt h, did, that for 

ought 
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cugh! I know, the Pe~formances of his Youth, as they 
were the moft vigorous, and had the moft Fire of !magi-· 
nation in them, were the beft. I wou'd not be thought 
by.this to mean, that his Fanc_y was (o loofe, and ex
travagant, as to be independant of the Rule and Govern
ment of 'Judgment ; but that what he thought was com .. 
monly fo great 

1
[o juf!ly and rightly con erted in it fe!J, 

that it wanted littl1 or no CorreCtion; and was imme .. 
diatly approv'd by lln impartial Judgment at jit:ft 
Sight. 

But fince this Gentleman has only given us a 
Suppofition of his own, without confirming it with 
any convincing, or indeed probable Reafon; I 
hope I may be permitted to throw in another Per
haps for the Opinion of Mr. Dryden, and others 
without offending him by the Oppofition, I agree 
with him, that \Ve have indeed in our Days feen 
a young Man ftart up like a lVIufhroom in a Night, 
and furprize the Whim of the Town into a mo
mentary Reputation, or at leaft by a fttrprizing 
firft Play (as Plays go at this Time) and in all his 
afterTryals give us not one tine, that might fupply 
our Credulity with the leaft Reafon to believe that 
he wrote the firft himfelf. Thus Love's lllfl: Shift 
was an excellent firft Play, and yet that Author 
after fo many Tryals has not only never come up 
to his firft Effay, but fcarce to any thing tolera
ble, except in one, that like a Cheder Cheefe was 
made by the Milk of a Parifh. 

But in Shakefpear we are not confidcring thofe 
Mafters of the Stage, that glare a little in the 
Night, but difappear in the Day ; but fix'd Stars 
that always fiiow their unoorrow'd Light. And 
here the common Experience is directly againft 
our Author; for all the Poets, that hlve without. 
Controverfy been M afters of a great Genius have 

U 3 1ofe 
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rofe to Excellence bv Degrees. The Wild Gtt!lant 
was the \'Vorft of Dryden's Plays and the firft, and 
thePlairl Dealer was the laft of Mr. Wycherly's; Otway, 
the hrighteft and moft Tragic Genius of our 
World, gwe us three moderate Plays before the 
Orphan '1d Venice Preferv'd. And why we fhou'd 
think, that Shakefpear fhou'd grow worfe by Pra
Ctice, I can find no fhadow of a Reafon from what 
is ad vane' d. But-- the Performances of his Youth, 
as they were the moft Vigorous, and had the moft Fire, 
and Strength of lmt:~gination in 'em were the beft.-
13ut frill this is begging the Queftion, and taking 
that for granted, w hi eh wants· to be prov'd, viz.. 
that the Productions of his Youth had the moft 
Fire and Strength of Imagination. The laft Works 
of n1r. Dr;'den, tho' paft Seventy bad much the 
moft Fire and Strength of Imagination, his Fablet 
excelling an, that he ever wrote before. Nor can 
we think but that Shakefpear was far from his 
Dotage when he Bied ,at fifty three, and had re
tir'd fome Years from the Stage, and writing of 
Plays. But Jbou'd we allow what our Author 
contends for, his Suppofition wou'd not hold ; for 
the Play before us and all his moft imperfect Plays 
have the leaft Fire and Strength of Imagination; 
and that Fancy, that is in them is almoft every 
where independent of that Rule ofJudgment, which 
our Author fuppofes him Mafter of. I am fure 
Judgment encreafes with Years and Obfervation ; 
and where Shakefpear 1hews, that he is Ieaft Extra· 
vagant, 'tis plain he depends moft on that Rule 
of Judgment. I co!lfefs the Terms are (omething 
Obfcure and Equivocal; But I pretend not to en
ter into a Debate with him on this Head; all I 

·have faid being to juftify Mr. Dryden and fome 
others, who yet think, that we ought to look into 

Shake (pear's 
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Shakefpear's moft imperfect Plays for his firft. And 
this of Loves Labo~r's Loft being perhaps the moft 
defeCtive, I can fee no Reafon why Ne fhou'd not 
conclude, that it is one of his firft . For neither the 
Manners, Sentiments, DiB:ion, Verfification, &c. 
(except in fome few places) difcover the Genius 
that fuines in his other Plays. 

But tho' this Play be fo bad yet there is here 
and there a Stroak, that perfuades us, that Shake
fpear wrote it. The Proclamation, t hat Women 
fuou'd lofe tneir Tongues if they approJch'd with
in a Mile of the Court, is a pleafant Penalty. 
There are but few Words fpoken by ']aquenetta in 
the later End of the firft At.t, and yet the very 
Soul of a pert Country Lafs. is perfectly exprefs,d. 
The feveral Charaaers of the King's Companions 
in the etreat, is very pretty, ana the Remarks 
of the Princefs very juft and fine, p. 404. and p. 42). 
Longavile.r good Epigram furnifhes a Proof, that 
thefe publifu'd in this Volume are Genuine, and 
for that Reafon I will tranfcribe it. 

Did not the h~avenly Rhet~rick of thine Eye, . 
'Gainft whom the World cannot hold 'Argument, 
Perfuade my Heart to this falfe Perjury? 
Vows for thee brol<e d~{erve not Punip1ment • 
.A Woman I forfwort, but I will prove, 
Thou being a Goddefs I forfwore not thee. 
My Vow was Earthly, thou a Heavenly Love; 
Thy Grace being gain' d cures all Di[grace in me. 
Vows are but Breath, and Breath a Vapour is. 
When thou fair Sun, which on my Earth doft j11ine 
Exh"l'ft this V~tpour-Vow, in thee it is. 
If broken then it is no fault of mine . 
If by me broke ; JrVhat Fool is not fo Wife 
To lofe 1m Oath to win a P~tradife I 

U 4 T he 
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he Difcovery of the 1\ing<:; Longa1Jiles, and 

D unulin 's cL ve i~ very prettily manag'd) and that 
of IJiron by CoJ~ttrds miltake, is a well contriv'd 
l 1ddent. l 'l e whole indeed is a tolerable Rroo£ 
}10 nn eh ·1'1 ra · 1 we refolve againft Nature, nor 
is Biron.'s Clf/J.Ii/fr amifs wl en he ih·ives to falve 
t hei r common Breach of Oath. 

Oif. Study. 

Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun 
1"'hat wil1 not be deep fearch'd with faucy Looks; 
Small h~ve continual Plodders ever won 
c;:ave bafe Authority from other Books, &c. ibid . 

.Beauty. 

Beauty is bought by Judgment of the Eye 
Not utter~d bybafeSale ofChapmen'sTongues,6·c.403 

A pleafont Defcription of Cupid or Love. 

This whimpled, whining, purblind wayward Boy; 
This Signior ]unios Giant-Dwarf Don Cupid, 
Regent of Love-Rhimes, Lord of folded Arms, 
The anointed Soveraign of Sighs and Groans; 
J .iege of all Loyterers and Malecontents ; 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Cod piffes, &c. 

. P·41+ 

Of 
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Of A Wifr:. 

----1 feek a Wife ; 
A Woman that is like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing ; ever out of Frame, &c. ibid. 

There is a pretty Account of Love p. 3 2. be.: 
ginning 

But Love .firft learned in a Lady's Eye, &c. 

And on Wnmens Eyes there are fome pretty Re
fleCtions, p. 433· beginning thus, 

From Women's Eyes this DoCtrine I derive, 
They fparkle ftill the true Promethean Fire, &c. 

And Pag. 460. is a good Reflection on a fatyric 
lliting Wit. 

s 
'Fhe Plays 0f Shakejpear: 

V 0 L· II. 

T Hefeus having brought Hippulita from the 
• Amazons, defigns to marry her in a few 
Days, whilft he is appointing the Time, Egeus one 
of his Courtiers complains of his Daughter Hermi~t.'s 
l..ove to Lifander, and A verfion to Demetrius for 

whom 
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whom he defi~n'd her, tho' Demetriu.r had been in 
Love with Helena, and was contrafred to her. 
Hermite refufes to comply with her Father, the 
D uke allows her four Days to confider of it, in 
which time fhe mull: by theAtheniten Law, either obey, 
be put to Death, or vow perpetual Chaftity on 
the Altar of Diana. This makes Lyfander perfwade 
Hermit~ that Night to fly with him from .Athem 
io an Aunt of 'his out of the JurifdiB:ion of that 
City, and there marry him; fhe confents and in
forms Helena her intimate Friend of her Defign, 
and wifhes Demetriu.r may on her Flight return to 
'his Duty. Jlelena out of Dotage on her Lover in· 
forms him of Hermia's Flight, who goes after her, 
and fhe after him, and fo they all meet at a Wood 
a little from Athens, where they become lyable to 
~h~ Power. of the Fairies. F~r Obero1l and his 0een 
T1tania bemg come to dance tn the Palace of 1hiftus 
to give a Bleffing t~ his Wedding, quarrel about 
a Changling Boy, that the Queen had ftoln, and 
which lhe lov'd to the raifing the Jealoufy of Oberon, 
denying to give him to her Husband. In 
Revenge, Oberon fending Puck for a Charm, lays 
it on the Queen, when afieep, to make her faH in 
Love with what ever fhe faw when file wak'd. 
Puck in the mean while is fent to put fome on 
the Eyes of Demetriu.r, fo that he may fall in Love 
with Helena, . whom Oberon had feen him treat Te· 
ry ungratefully, and making no Return for her 
Love; but Puck miftaking the Man, Oberon having 
bid him do it to one in an Athenian Habit, puts 
it on Ly[ander's Eyes, which makes him in Lote 
with Helena, and ufe Hermia very unkindly. But 
Oberon finding the Miftake, charms Demetriu.r fo, 
that he likewife loves Helena, this produces a 
Q:urrel, but the Riyals being hind red from fightib~ 
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by Pucks Artifice the Lovers being all afieep and 
reftor'd to Rights, Oberotl puts an End to the 
Charm that held his Queen enamour'd of a Clown, 
whofe Head was turn'd into that of an Afs, fhe 
having then given Oberon the Boy he had before 
beg'd in vain. They being fo reconcil'd appoint 
to Dance the next Night in Duke Thefeus Palace. 
The Morning being come Thefeus, Hippolita, Egeus, 
&c. came into the fame Wood to Hunt and find 
the four Lovers afieep by one another, they being 
waken'd by the Horns, and avowing their Love to 
one another, as they fuou'd, Demetrius refigns Her
mia to Lyfander and takes his former Love Helena, 
fo being marry'd all at the fame time with Thefous 
JJottom and his Companions prefent a ftrange fort 
of a Play of Pyramus and Thisbe which ends our 

· play. 
Great part of this Play depending on a fort 

of Notion of Fairies and their Power, it falls not 
under the Confideration of others, whofe Aaors 
are all Human. Of the Nature of thefe things I 
have already fpoke in my Notes on the Tempeft. 
It is plain from the Argument, that the Fable can 
never bear the Teft of the Rules. The time is 
by Thefeus in the firft Scenes of the Play fixt to at 
leaft four Days in thefe Words 

Now fair Hippolita, our Nuptial Hour 
Draws on apace, four happy Days begin 
Another Moon, &c. 

The new Moon being the time for their 
Marriage. But it does not appear that there is 
any more time fpent in the Attion than one Day 
and one Night, and a piece of a Day, and part of 
one Night. 

Tho' 
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T ho' this cannot be call'd either Tragedy or 

Comedy as wanting the Fable requir'd to either: 
yet it contains ab1ndance of beautiful Reflections' 
Defcriptions, Similes, and Topics. Much of it i~ 
i n Rhime, in which the Author is generally very 
fmooth and flowing. The firft Scene of the Com
plaint of Egeus to The{eus is very pretty, the Ob
O:in:~cy of a peevifu old Father, who will difpofe 
of his Daughter without Regard to her Inclina
tions, is well e"prefs'd, and the Manner of his 
reprefenting how Lyf~naer had rob'4 her of her 
AffeCtions is extreamly agreeable to that Chara-
aer fee pag. 471, 4:?2· 

But I cannot omit Hermias Oath to meet her 
Lover that Night and fly with him from Athens. 

Her. My good Lyfander ; 
I fwear to thee by Cupid's ftrongeft Bow; 
By this bleft Arrow with the golden Head; 
By the Simplicity of ·venus Doves ; 
By that which knitteth Souls and profpers Love ; 
And by that Fire, that burn'd the Carthage Queen 
When the falfe Trojan under Sail was feen ; 
By all the Vows, that ever Men have broke, 
In Number more, than ever Woman fpoke; 
In that fame place, thou haft appointed me 
To morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Tho' we cannot perhaps trace the Ancients in 
the Thoughts of Shakefpear, yet it is plain from 
thefe Verfes, and feveral others about his Plays 
that Shakefpear was acquainted with the Fables of 
Antiq11ity very well : That fome of the Arrows of 
Cupjd are pointed withLead,and the others with Gold, 
he found in Ovid: And that which fpeaks of Dido he 
has from Virgil himfelf, nor do I know of any 

Tranfiation 
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Tranfiation of thofe Poets fo ancient as Sha~efpear's 
Time. 

Titania's Defcription of the Diforder of the Sea-
fon on Account of the difference betwixt her and 
Oberon is very fine fee p. 47B, and 479· 

The Similes which Lyf~tnder ufes to exprefs or 
ather juftify his Falfehood very fine P· 487. 

For, as a Surfeit of the fweeteft things 
The deepeft Loathing to a Stomach brings, 
Or as the Hcrefies, that Men do leave, 
Are hated moft of thofe, they did deceive ; 
So thou my Surfeit, and my Herdie, 
Of all be h'ated but tlie moft by me. 

Tt'tania's Order to the Fairies to Honour her Love 
being what Mr. Dryden has often inftanc'd as one, 
of the prettieft Flights of Fancy in Shakefpear I 
muft not omit, 491. 

!2.!!· Be kind and Courteous to this Gentleman ; 
Hop in his Walks, and gambol in his Eyes; 
Feed him·with Apricocks and Dewberries, 
With purple Grapes, green Figs and Mulberies : 
·rhe Honey-bags fteal from the humble Bees, 
And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glo-worrns Eyes ; 
To have my Uove to bed and to arife: 
And pluck the Wings from painted Butter-flies 
To fan the Morn Beams from his fieeping Eyes, 
Nod to him Elves, and do him Curtefies. 

Pucks Similes on the Scene of Bottom and his 
Companions very apt p. 493· Such is Demetriu.s's 
Defcription of Helena's Beauty when he wake5, 
after. Charm'd by Oberon and is worthy looking on. 

, page 
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page 496. The Reflection of Thefeus on the Diver• 
:fion offer'd by the Clowns is juft. . 

-For never any thing 
Can be amifs when Simplicity and Duty offer it' 

His Refiet\:ions on Duty and Refpea are fne 
p. 51 3· )14· but giving an Inftance or two of the 
Topics we'll pafs to the next Play. 

True Love. 

The Courfe of true Love never did run fmooth 
But either it was different in Blood-
Or elfe mifgrafted in Refpea: of Years, 
Or elfe it ftood upon the Choice of Merit; 
Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 
War, Death, or Sicknefs did lay Siege to it, 
Making it momentary as a Sound, 
Swift as a Shadow, fhort as any Dream, 
Brief, as the Lightning in the Collied Night~ 
That in a Spleen unfolds both Heaven and Eart~ 
And e'er a Man has Power to fay, behold! 
The Jaws of Darknefs do devour it up. 
So qukk bright things come to Confufion. • 

The Simile of Lightning is a perfect Hypotip); 
fts and the Epiphonema in the laft Line conducts 
the Topic beautiful1y. 

Lov~. 

Things bafe and vile, holding no Quantity 
Love can tranfpofe to Form and Dignity. 
Lov~ looks not with the Eyes, but with the Min~l~ 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind. 

N~r 
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Nor has Love's Mind of any Judgment Tafte; 
Wings and no Eyes figure unheedy Hafte. 
And therefore is Love faid to be a Child 
B~caufe in Choice be often is beguil'd. 
As waggifu Boys themfelves in Game forfwear 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 

Whether thefe Reflections are not too juft for 
one in Helena's Condition to make, I leave to the 
Judicious, but as they are here divefted of all Per
fons they are admirable. -

Night: 

Dark Night, that from the Eye its Fon8ion take$ 
n1e Ear more quick of Apprehenfion makes 
V! herein it does impair the feeing Senfe 
It pays the ~earing double Recompence. 

And Puck makes a Defcription of the Night 
p. 520. which the Reader may add to this. 

Lovers, Poets, and Madmen f~encyful. 

Lovers and Madmen have fuch feething Brains 
S\lch lhaping Phantafies, that apprehend more, 
1'han cold Reafon ever comprehends. 
lhe Lunatic, the Lover, and the Poet 
'.Are of Imagination all compaB::. 
One fees more Devils, than vaft Hell can hold, 
1
'Jhat is the Madman. The Lover all as frantic 
Sees Hellen's Beauty in a Brow of v£gypt. 
The Poets Eye, in fine Frenzy row ling, (Heaven, 
Doth glance from Heaven to Earth, from Earth to 
.And as Imagination bodies forth the Form of things 

nknown, the Poet's Pen turns them to Shapes 
An 
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And g"ves an airy nothing a local Ha "tation, · 
And a Name. 

All his Fairie.r, G9blin.r, and the like are of this 
Kind, which he defcribes here. 

Imagination. 

:.:..___such Tricks l1as ftrong Imagination 
That if it wou'd but apprehend fome Joy · " 
It comprehends fome Bringer of that Joy. ' 
Or in the Night imagining fome Fear 
How ea lie is a Bufh fuppos'd a Bear. 

The Fairy Qlteen was taken front this Play; but 
whence Shakejpear took the Hint of it l know not, 
but believe it to be his owri Invention. 

The Argument of The Merchant of Venice. 

Antonio a wealthy and a generous Merchant of 
Venice having a perfect Friendihip for Baflanio a 
young Gentleman of fine Accompliiliments of the 
fame City, is bound for him to one Shylock a Jew 
for three thoufand Ducats for three Months, to 
forfeit on miffing his D1y of Payment, a Pound of 
Flefh, where the Jew wou'd take it. Ba./[;t.nio ha· 
ving 'the Money goes to Belmont to obtain 'Portia, 
a rich and beautiful E1dy, who was to be won by 
ghel1ing at the Casket of three whicn hel.d her 
Pitture; to which End divers Princes came from 
feveral Parts of the World taking an Oath not 
to reveal which Casket they chofe, if they mifs'd, 
and to go immediatly away on their Mifcarriage 
one Casket was of Gold, and another of Silver 
and a third of Lead. The rdl: miflead by Show 

chofE: 
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chofe all Wrong ; but Bajfanio choofing the Lead 
won the Lady to both their Satisfaction. But then 
$alanio with Lo7'e'i'JZ.O, who had run away with 
Shylock's Da ghter and marry'd her and made her a 
Chr<iftian, brings the ews of Antonio's ~isfortune; 
that his Ships are a11 caft away, and his Bond for-

. feited to the Jew. Ba./Janio having inform'd Portia 
of the Diftrefs of his Friend, is married to her., 
and his Attendant Gratiano to her Maid ]\!en'([V! , 
and he with Salanio fpeedsaway to Venice, to help 
Antonio. The Husbands are no fooner pone, hut 
the ~ WiYes leaving the Care of the Houfe to Lo
re11z..o and ']ejfica hafte to Venice after them; where 
Portia in the Habit of an Advocate, or Dottor of 
the civil Law, hears .Anto11io's Cafe, and having 
a little held the Jew in Sufpence and h pe ot 
Succefs to his cruel Revenge, and he having refus~d 
all Confiderations in IVIoney, gives the Caute to Al1-
tonio, and will not only not let the Jew have his 
Principal, but proves, that he has forfeited his :fe 
and Goods, which he is oblig'd to give his Daugh
ter on his Death and to turn Chrijlian. 

The Ignorance that Shakefpear had of the 
Greek Drama threw him on fuch odd Stories, as 
the Novels and Romances of his time cou'd aftord, 
and which were fo far from being n<Hural, that 
they wanted that Probability and Vcrifimilitude, 
which is abfolutely neceffary to all the Reprcfer.
tations of the Stage. The Plot of tl is Play is of 
that Number. But the Errors of the able and 
the Condutt are too vifible to need Di fr.:o ·erv. 
This Play has receiv'd confiderableAdvantaoes from 
the Pen o( the honorahlc Geor/r,e GraJJ7./i/!e, E1q; 

The CharaCter of the 'Jerv is very well d lltin
gui(h'd by Avarice, lVlalicc, implacable I even gc, 
&~. But the Incidents that necefiariiy file v th~fe 

2{ <2l!d• 
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Q1alitys are fo very Romantic, fo vafrly out of 
N 1ture, that our Reafon, our Underftanding is 
every where fuock'd ; which abates extremely of 
the Pleafure the Pen of Shakefpear might give us. 
This is vifible in his Speech to the Doge, p. 573-, 
and 574· tor all the while that DiB:inction of 
Character, which is beautiful and otherwife pleafes 
you, the Incredibility of fuch a Difcourfe to fuchla 
Prince anc;l before fuch a Court of Judicature, has 
fo little of N~ture in it, that it is impoffible to 
elca pe the Cenfure of a Man of common Senfe. 

l~he Charaaer of Portia is not every where 
very well kept, that is, the Manners are not al· 
was agreeable or convenient to her Sex and Quality; 
particularly p. 570. where fhe fcarce preferves her 
Modef-Ly in the Expreffion. 

The Scene betwixt Shylock and Tubal in the 
third Act, p. 557, and 558. is artfully managed; 
and the Temper of the Jew excellently difcover'd 
in its various Turns upon the different News, 
of w hi eh Tubal gi vcs him an Account. 

This Play, as well as m oft of the reft, gives In
ftances, that Shakefpear was perfeB:ly acquainted 
with the fabulous Stories of the old Poets, which 
is to me a Confirmation, that he was well acquain
ted with the Authors of the Latin Antiquity, 
whence only ~c cou'd learn them. · 

Tho' there are a great many Beauties in what 
onr modern Gentlemen call the Writt"tzg in this 
Play, yet it is almoft every where calm, and 
touches not the !)oul, there are no finewy Paf
fions, whiLh ought every where to fhine in a fe
~·ious Dramatic Performance, fuch as m oft of this 
lS. 

Yotl 
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You have too much RefpeB: upon the World 
They lofe it, that do buy it with much Care. 

Of Mediocrity. 

Nere. And yet for ought I fee they are as fick, 
that furfeit on too much, as they that ftar ve with 
nothing; theref0te it is no fmall Happinefs to be 
feated in the Mean; Supet fluity comes fooner to 
white Hairs, but Competency lives longer. 

EP'.jier to advife than do. 
Por. If to do were as eafie, as to know whlt 

were good to do, Chappels had been' Churches; 
and poor Mens Cottages Princes Palaces. 'Tis a 
a good Divine,. that follows his own lnftructions. 
I can eafier teach twenty what is good to he 
done, thaa to be one of the twenty to follow my 
own teaching. 1lhe Brain may d vife Laws fof' 

.the Blood; but a hot Temper leaps o'er a cold 
Decree. Such a Hare is Madnefs the Youth, to 
Skip over the Mcfhes of good Counfel the 
Cripple. 

That we are more eager in the Purfuit of what 
we have not; than the Prefervation of what we 
have poifefs'd., fee p. )4 7· Oh! ten times fajfer Venus 
Pidgeons ftie. &c. In Portia's Speech p. 560. when 
Buffanio is going to make .his Choke, there are fe
veral beautiful Similes. 

Againft Appearance p. 561. for near forty Lines 
together. He is ·generally exce11ent in his Choice 
of Epithets of a !l:rong, proper, and naturJl Sig
nification, and fuch as denote the Q1tality of the 
hing wonderfully, as herc---

X 2 Pot. 
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Por. H ow all the other Paffions fl.eet to Air! 
As, doubtful Thoughts, and raih emhrac'd Defpair; 
A nd fuuddring Fear, and green-ey'd Jealoufy, &c. 

Bajfanio's Defcription of Portia's Piaure when 
he choofes the Leaden Casket is very fine., p. 562. 
There are likewife in that or the next Page two 

, fine Similes, the firft h.e begins thus--
Like one of two contending in a Priz:..e, And the o
ther in the next P.age thus As after 
fome Oration fairly [poke, &c. An Affeaat ion in 
\Vords, fee p. 572. ber,inning thus 0! 
d.ear Difcret ion, how his Words are {uted, &c. 

~ 

Mercy. 

'Par. The Quality of Mercy is not ftrain'd ; 
It droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heaven 
Upon the Place beneath. It is twice hlefs'd. 
It blefies him, that gives, and him that takes; 

, - &c. Pag. 577; 

On the Power of Mufick. 

The Reafon is your Spirits are attentive 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, 6·c. 

· P· 587.· 

Read likewife the laft nine Verfes of this Page.' 
The Expreffion is very fine in this on tbe Moon'* 
fhine Night, This Niuht methinks is but 
the Day-light fick, &c. Q • • 

. Tbe 

J 
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The Argument of As you like z"t. 

Frederick the Duke of fome part of Ftance js De
pos'd, and Banifh'd by his youn~er Brother, and 
retir'd to the Forreft of Arden; many People of 
Fafhion following him thither out of Love to him 
and Hatred of the Ufurper; who retains Rofalinda 
his Brother's Daughter to gratify his own Daugh
ter C£lia, who Doated on her with a very pecu
liar Love and Affettion. But being afterwards 
Jealous of her Popularity banifhes her likewife. 
But his own Daughter flies with her, Roftdirzda 
being in Mens Cloaths under the Name of G~1-
nymede, and Celia in Womans under the Name of 
.Aliena. Hither likewife comes Orlando the youngeil: 
Son of Sir. Rowland Du-Bois, fled from his elder . 
Brother's Cruelty and the Ufurper's Hate. He 
wrefl:ling before the Duke kills his Wrefi:le Charles, 

· and wounds the Heart of Rofalinda as ihe did his. 
But meeting in the Foreft he makes Love to bet· 
as Rofalinda, tho' in appearance a Lad, which Ha
bit betray'd Phabe, a Shepherdefs to fall likewife 
in Love with her as a Man, whom fhe ufes fcur
vily to make her pity Silvins the Swain, that is 
in Love with her. Or/ando's Br'other Oliver beir~ 
forc'd io flie from the Rage of the Ufurpf.r, be
caufe his Brother had made his Efca pe, is deli
ver'd from a Lionefs by the Valour of Orland() 
~hofe Life he had before fo bafely fought, but be
Ing thus reconcil'd fans in Love with C£lia and 
file with him, fo the lVfarriage being rcfolv'd on 
Rojalinda or rather then (ianyrnede promifes Orl:mdo 
that he fuall have his tru~ Ro((llinda the next Day, 
and PhtCbe, that fhe will have her, on conditiorr 
that if fhe refufe him fhe fuall marry Silvius. Ha-

X 3 ving 
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vi ng perform'd all this, and .the banifb'd Duke 
baving given her to Orlando, 'Jaques Orlandos 
and Oliver's Brother brings News that the Ufurper 
coming with Forces againft them, was on the 
vVay converted and gone into a Monaftry leaving 
~he Dukedom ag:~in to his .Brother. 

This Story has nothing Dramatic in it, yet 
Shakefpear has made as good ufe of it as poffible. 

The Scene betwixt Orlando and his Brother o .. 
lh,er in the opening of the Play is well manag'd 
difcoveriog fomething, that goes becote in the Qua
rel between them ; and Oliver' s Management of 
the provoking Charles the reftler agaiuft Orl~ndo 
is artful and natural . 

.i}fartial has this Diftic -

f!!!em recitas meus eft 0! Fidentine! Libel/us 
Sed male dum recit as incipit ejfe tuus. 

I wiil not fay that Shak~(pear took the following 
Thought from this, but it is plainly the fame; Or· 
1.-mdo fays to Jaques-1 pray thee mar no more 
o my Verfes by reading them ill favour' dly p. 633• 
The old Dukes Speech preferring that Solitude 
to tlie World is full of moral Reflettions. p. 612 . 
.1.Vow my Co-mates, and Brothe-rs in Extle, &c. The 
third Scene of the fecond Aet betwixt Orlando and 
Adam moving by the Gratitude of the old Ser· 
vant. p. 6r4, 615, 616. and page 625. is that 
fine Speech of jaques taken notice of by Mr. Rowe 
in Shakefpear,s Life. That Ple~fan try of the dif· 
ferent lYlotion of Time. p. 634· is worth remar
king. And Rofalinda's Character .of a Man in 
Love. 6 36. is very pretty. 

On 
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On the Jeveral forts of Melancholy. 

'Jaques. I have neither the Scholars Melancholy, 
which is Emulation ; nor the Muficians, which is 
Fantafi:ical; nor the Courtiers, which is Proud: 
nor the Soldiers, which is Ambitious : nor the 
Lllwyers which is Political: nor the Ladies, which 
is Nice: nor the Lovers, w ltich is all thefe, &c. 

P· 645, 

Love. 

Rof. No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus, 
that was b~got of Thought, co.Qceiv'd of Spleen, 
and born of Madnefs, that blind rafca11y Boy, 
that abufes every ones Eyes, becaufe his own are 
out~ &c. p. 650. and 6)9· is fhown what it is 
to be in Love,- Good Shepherd ({ays Phrebe) tell 
this Youth what 'tis to Lo'l/e, &c. fee p. 6 59, and 
66o. 

A Courtier. 

-He fwears he has been a Courtier. 
Clown. If any Man doubt that let him put me 

to the Purgation, - I have trod a Meafure; I 
have fiater'd a Lady; I have been Politic with 
my Friend, Smooth with my Enemy ; l have un- \ 
done three Taylors; I have had four Quarrels, 
and had like to have fought one. 

The Argument of The Taming the ShreTJ. 

A Gentleman of Padua has two Daughters, Ca
tharine the Elder, and Biancha the Younger. The 

X 4 Elder 
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Elder is fo known a Shrew, t-hat no Body wou'd 
ma ke Love to her in order to Matrimony, while 
Biancha had many, that addrefs'd to her for that 
E nd : But the Father dcclar'd he wou'd not dif
pofe of the Youn geft ti11 the Eldeft was marry'd, 
wh ich mahng all the Pretenders defpair till Pe
t rucio of Verona ventur'd upon the· Match; Woos 
her madly, 1.\llarries her quickly, and treats her 
intolerably, till he broke her Stubbornefs fo, that 
fhc was the moft obedient of the three Wives then 
there, viz:.. her Sifter, who was marry'd to Lucentio 
and a Widow who juft marry'd Hortenfio a Suiter of 
of Eiancha~s till his Difguft at her liftning to Lu
centio, wbo appear'd only to be a School-mafter. 

This Play is indeed Dramatic for it is all Action~ 
and there is little Room left for RefleCtions and 
£ne Topics. Tho' it be far ·from Regular as t() 
·rime and Place, yet it is perfealy fo in the Acti
on ; a tnd fome of the Irregularities of Time might 
eafil have been prevented in p. 705. in a Matter 
of twelve Lines there is plainly fuppos'd at leaft 
twelve ,if not twenty four Hours to have pafs'd; 
there is fcarce indeed a Line for an Hour. The 
Diftick of Ovid which Lucentio conftrues in a plea
iant \Vay is a frefl~ Proof that Shakefpear was well 
acquainted with Ovid; and that he had a peculiar 
Value for that Poet is plain from what Tranio 
fays in the firft Scene. p. 679. --:--Lets be no 
Stoicks nor no Stocks I pray, or fo Devote to Ariftotle's 
Checks, as . Ovid be ~tn Out-caft qui~e abjur'4, &c. 
Trie Reader by regarding this whole Speech of 
Trrmio will find that Shakefpear was far from be
ing that lj;noramns in. Literature, as fome wou'd 
una countably make him. 

G:·umios's Account of Petrucio's Journey with ~is 
Bride 1S very Entertaining, 7 1 3. 

The 
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1 he Mind not the Habit 'Valuable. 

For 'tis the Mind, that makes the Body rich ; 
And as the Sun breaks through the darkefl: Clouds 
So Honour peereth in the mean eft Ha bit. 
What is the Jay more precious, than the Lark 
Becaufe his Feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the Adder better than the Eel 
Becaufe the painted Skin contents _the Eye,&c.724: 

Catharines Harangue to her Sifter and the Wi-· 
dow on the Duty of Wives to their Husbands, if 
the Ladies wou'd read it with a little Regard, 
might be of. mighty ufe in this Age. p. 7-38. 

The Story of the Tinker by which this Comedy 
is introduc'd; may be found in Goulart's Hiftoires 
.Admirables: And Pontus Heuterus Rerum Burdicarum. 
The Comedy it felf is his own Invention, as far as we 
can difcover, and fo good, that tho' it has been 
alter'd by Mr. LAcy, yet I do not think it much 
improv'd ; that Comedian committed an odd Blun-

.. der in laying the Scene in England, and adding 
Sawny the Scot,and yet retaining all the other Names 
that were purely Italian. The additional Tryal , 
of Skill on their Return to her Father is ·well 
contriv'd. 

The Argument of All's well that ends well. 

Helena, Daughter of Gerard de Narborne a fam{)uS 
Phyfician in France is bred up by the Countefs 
Dowager of Rojfilion, as her own ; fhe fal1s in Love 
with Bertram the young Count, who being, fent to 
Court,herPaffion for him is difcovered by theDutchefs 
and file encourag'd in her Attempt to .cure the King 

of 
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of a Fiftula, when all theDo8:ors had given him over.' 
She therefore arrives at Court, and after much 
Importunity cures the King, and in Right of 
his Promife choo[es Count Bertram for her Hus
band, but he difdaining her for a Wife, is com
pell'd for fear of the Kin~ to m1rry her ; but 
then he orders her immediately, to return 
to his Mother, aiT"uring her, that he wou'd follow 

. ber. But on the · con-trary he fteals away privately 
with Perolles a Braggadocio that milled his Y !lth, 
and goes to the Wars in Tu{cany, fending a Let
ter to his Wife by a Friend, of this Import that 
fhe fitou'd riever call him Husband, till file cou'd 
get the Ring from his Finger, and fhow him a 
Child begotten by him on her Body, and that till 
he had no Wife he cou'd have nothin-g in France. 
Upon this Helena goes away privately in a Pil· 
grim's Habit, and comes to Florenc~, meets with a 
w;dow, whofe Daughter Diana Count Bertram en
deavours to debauch. Helena difcove~ring her felf 
to them prevails with the Dau hter to ~et the 
Ring on his Finger, in Confideration of her fur
rendring her Maiden Head to him, and that lbe 
fhou'd fupply her Place ia Bed at Night; after 
this Piece of C•Hlning and News that Helena was 
dead, Count Bertram re urn5 to France, Helena, 
the Widow and the D•mghter follow him, and 
having prov'd all this before the King, the Count 
rece1ves his Wife into his Favour, and the King 
forgives all that is paft. 

The Irregularity of the Plot is vifible enough 
when we are in one Part of a Scene in France, 
in another in Italy, &c. The Story it felf is out 
of a Poffibility almoft, at leaft fo far out of the 
W1y of <..;uftom and E:<perience, that it can't be 
call'd natural. The CharaCter of Perolles is taken 

Notice 
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Notice of by Mr. Rowe very jaftly for its Excel
lence, being I think, preferable to all in that Kind 
except his own FalflA-jf. He has indeed drawn V arie~ 
ty of Cowards, Nym; Bardolph; Pis'1ol, Sir AndrerP 
Ague Cheeck, &c. 

This Play is not deftitute however of fine Re
fleaions, and inftruB:ive Sentences ; the Speech of 
the Countefs to her Son on his leaving her to go 
to Court, 744· is very good Be thou bleft 
Bertram and fucceed thy Father ; in Manners tU in 
Sh11pe, thv Blood ttnd Vertue, &c. 
Againff Virginity fee 746. To [peak on the Part of Vir
ginity you accufe y.our Mother. And Hellena's SpPech 
p. 780 is very pathetic on her being the Occaf.ion 
of Be""tram's going to the Wars- Poor Lord, 
is't 1; that chafe thee from thy Country? and expoj'e 
tho(e tender Limbs, &c. Nor can I omit .lWariana's 
Advice to the Wido ~~s Daughter, 782-

Well, Diana, take heed of the French Earl, 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name 
And no Legacy is fo rich as Honefty. 

And a little after, thus Beware of them 
Diana, their Promifes, Enticements, Oaths, &c. fee 
p. 782, and 3. 

Life is chequer'd. 

t. L. The Web of our Life is of mingled Yarn; 
good and ill together ; our Virtues wou'd be 

· proud if our Faults whipt them not, and our 
Crimes wou'd defpair if they were not chenlh'd by 
our Virtues. p. 796. 

A 
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A Br~tggadocio. 

. -Who knows nimfelf a Braggart 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs 
That every Braggart fuall be found an Afs. 8o2: 

The Plot of this Play is taken from B9ccace's 
Novels. Day. 3· Nov. 9· 

The Argument of 1welf Night ~ or what you will. 

Orfino Duke of 1/lyria is in Love with Olivita 
a Lady of great Beauty, ~1ality and Fortune; 
but in vain, Vt'oltt and Sebaftian Twins are caft a
·way at Sea, but each by the other thought to 
be Drown'd ; Violtt being Cloath'd in one of her 
Brothers Suits under the Name of C£fario is ad· 
mitted to be Page to the Dllke with whom fhe 
is fecretly in Love, but by him oblig'd to go be
tween him and his Miftrefs ; by which Olivia, that 
cou'd not hear of any fuch Motion from the 
Duke, falls in Love with the Page. Sebaftian in 
the mean while coming to the fame City, and 
being taken for C£{ario beats Sir Toby Belch and Sir 
Andrew Ague Cheeck, and by the fame Miftake is 
marry'd to Olivia ; the Duke and C£[ario coming 
to Olivia to prefs his Fortune the laft time, he 
threatens Cte,fario's Life, fhe owns her Marriage, 
a d calls him Husband, which being refented by 
the Duke is deny'd by the Page, till Sir Andrew 
.Ague Cheeck comes in to complain of SebajliAn who 
following proves fo like, that they cou'd not be 
diftinguifh'd,.fo they being difcover'd to be Brother 
andSifter, theDuke m:uries Viola and that Ends the 
Play. 

There 
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There is a fort of under-Plot of Sir Toby's 

bubling Sir Andrew in hopes of his having 0/ivia, 
of their impofing on Olivia's Steward M: lvolio 
as if his Lady was in Love wit.h him, and the 
Quarrel promoted betwixt Ctt{ario and Sir Andrew, 
which yet are fo interwove, that there is nothing 
that is not neceffary to the main Plot, but that 
Epifode of the Steward. This as well as fome o
ther of his Comedies has fome Confufion about the 
chief Perfon for fomctimes Orfino is Duke or So
veraign of the Country, at other times he is Count 
Orfino, and Olivia fpeaks of him as of an Equal, 
a vrivate Man not a Prine<- thus. fhe fays to 
Cttfario toward near the End of the Play. p. 879. 
Ta~e thy Fortunes up, and that thou knowjf thou art, 
and then thou art, as grettt as that thcu fear'ft. 

Malvolio, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew are three 
Characrers truly Comical, that is Ridiculous. 

Love. 

Duke. 0! Spirit of Love bow quick and freJh arfth~u! 
That notwithftanding thy Capacity 
Reciveth as the Sun; nought enters there, 
Of what Validity and Pitch foe'er 

. But falls into Abatement and low Price, 
Ev'n in a Minute ; fo full of Shapes is Fancy 
)"'hat it alone is high Fantaftical. 82 r. 

What the Duke fays in the next page is very 
fine and the naural EffeCt of Love and Defire . 
. The Thought is extreamly Pathetic. 

Duke. Oh ! She that has a Heart of this fine Frame, 
To pay a Debt of Love but to a Brother, 
How will fbe Love when the rich golden Shaft 

Has 
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Has kill,d the Flock of all Affections elfe, 
TL1at live in her! when Liver, Brain, 'and Heart 
Thefe Soveraign Thrones are a\1 fupply'd, and fill'd 
Her Sweet Perf~Ct.ions by one felf-fame thing? 822. 

The Captain's De:fcription of SebAftian's coming 
alhoar is fine and if compar'd with that before of 
Ferdinand's Efcape defcrib'd in the Tempeft wou'd 
fbow the Fertility ot the Author in his Variety on 
the fame Suhject. p. 823.- 1 know your Brother, 
moft provident in Peril, &c. there are feveral fine 
Lines, and Thoughts in the Scene betwixt Olivia 
and Viola. p. 834, 835, and 836. Nor muft we 
omit the Dukes Advice to Viola, that a Man fhou'd 
marry one younger than himfelf. p. 844, 84)· 

Olivia's Declaration of Love to Viola is very fit1e 
and pathetick CtP,fario, by the Rofes o1 the Spring, &c. 
p. 856. There is in the Likenefs of the Brother and 
Sifter a Hint taken from the Mentechimi and .Am· 
phitryo of Plautus, as well as the Comedy of Errors. 

The Argument of The Winter's Tale. 

Poly.-ceneJ King of Bijhemia having made a Vifit 
to Leontes King of Sicily; Leontes being jealous that 
he h3d corrupted his Wife, employs Camr/lr; 
Poifon him, but he honeftly informs Polyxenes o 

' the Matter, and flies a way with him and his 
Train. On which Leontes confines her to Prifo 
and Caufes her Daughter of which fhe is deliver'd 
in the Goal to be carry'd and expos'd by Antigonus, 
and fhe try'd for her Life, but {he is clear'd 
the Oracle of Apoll1, and the King not giving 
to the Oracle his Son and Heir immediatly Dt 
and his Queen is likewife left for Dead of Grief 
he being ftrook with this is extreamly Penite 

.Ant· 
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finti(Jonus is tafr on the Coaft of Bohemia, and there 
expotiug the Child with a Fardel full of Proof for 
her after D1fcovery, and Gold, he is devour'd by 
a Bear, the Ship caft away, and the Child taken up 
by a Shepherd and bred up as his own. But at a .. 
bout fixteen Year old Floriz..el the King's Son flying 
his Hawk o'er her Father's Ground, fees and 
falls in Love with her, Vows Marriage, but 
being by his Father difcove~'d, he flies with his 
Wife to Sicily, by the Advice of Camillo and iu- , 
the Ship the Shephe.rd and his Son ; Poli.J~:enes goes 
after him with C~tmillo, 'and comes fo near him, 
that he has no Time to marry ; but the Shepherd 
being taken, fhe is found to be the Daughter of 
Leontes, expos'd by .Antigonus, and is fo rnarryed to 
Floriz..el; and her Mother being found to be alive, 
the Play or Hiftory ends happily. 

This Story needs no Critick, its Errors are vifible 
enough, Shake !pear himfelf was fenfible of is Groif
ne s of making the Play a hove fix teen Years, and 
therefore brings in Time as a Chorus to the fourth 
At!, to excofe the Abfurdity to w hi eh I refer you, 
p. 929. Polixenes on A"rt and Nature I muft tran
fcribe becaufe it fhews Shakejpear's otion, con .. 
trary to that of our Anti-Artijfs, fuppos'd Art 
and Nature confiftent p. 987. 

Per . For I have heard it faid, 
There is an Art, which in their Pidenefs fliares 
With great creating Nature. 

Pol1x. Say there be 
Yet Nature is made better by no Mean, 
But Nature makes that mean; fo over that Art, 
. Which you fay adds to Nature is an Art, 
That Nature makes: You fee fweet Maid, we marry 

A 
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A gentler Sien to-the wildeft Stock, 

d make conceive a Bark of bafer kind 
By Bud of nobler Race. This is an Art~ 

..,hich does mend Nature; change it rather; but 
The Art it felf is Nature • ' 

w ·hich laft Line holds perfectly true of th 
'Art of P.oety. 

The Narration of the Difcovery in the laft 
Aa p. 967, is not only entertaining but moving, 
and he feems accidentally to have hit on fomething 
like the Ancients whofc Cataftrophes were generally 
in Narration. And is a Proof that if our Poets 
had the Genius of Shakefpear, the fhocking Repre~ 
fentations of the Stage might eafily and with Beau· 
ty be thrown into Narration, ·and fo leave Room 
for the Poet to fhew his Eloquence and his Ima~ 
gery. 

This ale is taken from an old ftory Book of 
Doraftus and Faunia; whence . I fuppofe the Abfur· 
dities are copyed, and the making Bohemia of an In
land, a maritime Country. 

Thus we have pafs'd thro' the two firft Vo· 
lumes which were better diftinguifu'd in the old 
Folio Edition, the Plays of Shakefpear being there 
divided into his Comedies, as all thefe ought ra· 
ther to be call'd, than any thing elfe ; his Hiftories 
and his Tragedies. 

REMARKS 



3r7 

R E · M A R IC S 
0 N 

The Plays of Shakejpear~ 
V 0 L· III. 

I Go~e no~ to the ~iftoric~l Plays o~ Shake(pe~r 
which With Submdiion to the Wnter of h1~ 

I.ife cannot be placed under Tragedy, becaufe 
they contain no Tragic Imitation , they are 
Draughts of the Lives of Princes brought into 
Dialogue. and in Regard of their l\-iixtute of fe
rious and comical Characters may be compared to the 
Greek Pieces, that were wrote before u£fthylus and 
Sophocles had reformed the Stage of Athens. Or the 
rambli,gg unartfu1 Pieces firfr reprefented in Rome 
after the calling in of the Etturian Players, nay 
after die Time of Livius Andronicus. In their Ex..: 
tent they may be compar'd to the Thefeids, the 
Heracleids., written by fome Greek Poets, and re
flected on by Ariflotle in his Art of P·oetry for i
magining, that the Unity of the Hero made the 
Unity of the A8ion. 

Thefe lnftances from this polite Nation will ha 
a very good Piea for this Error of Shake{pe,~r, who 
liv'd when the Stage ·was not regardeu by the 
State as it was in Athens. For had a Reformation 
then begun, he wou'd doubtlefs have done as 
Mr. Cornei/111 did upon the ftudying the Art of the "' 
Stage, by which the Plays which he wrote after;. 

Y ward 
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wards excell'd thofe, he wrote without any Know· 
ledge of that Art. 

I fhal1 only add here, that fince thefe Plays are 
Hiftories, there can be no Manner of Fable or 
Defign in them. I {hall not therefore give the Plot 
but refer the Reader to thofe Hiftorians where he 
may find the Stories at large, and by them judge how 
near Shakefpe~tr has kept to the CharaCter, Hiftory 
has given us of them. He begins with King 1oh1Z 
whofe Hif1ory you will find not only in the corn~ 
mon Eoglifu Chronicles, but alfo in Mr. Daniel; 
in Mr. Tyrel, Mr. Echard; efpecially in Mr. Tyrel 
in all its Ex: tent and Particularities. But it muft 
be remark'd, that he begins not the Hifi:ory with 
the Birth of King 1ohn, or the Manner of his ob· 
taining the Crown, but of the Breach betwixt 
him and France on the Behalf of Art bur the Son of 
G'effiy Plantaginet the true Heir. 

I had fome Thoughts of placing an Abftratt of 
the Reigns of the Kings before each of his hiftory 
Plays, but confidering farther I found, that to 
n1ake of it any Ufe, they wou'd take up Jlluch 
n1ore Room, than I cou'd by any Means allow; 
and the Princes being all EnglHh, I find it might 
feem a little fuperfluous; fince that is what every 

' Gentlem:1n that is capable of reading this Poet 
is very well acquainted with. 

As for the Charatters of this Hiftory, I think 
there are none of any Figure but the Baftard and 
CfJnffance ; they indeed engage your Attention 
when ever they enter. There is · Boldnefs, Cou
rage, felf-A!furance, Haughtinefs and Fidelity, 
in what ever he fays or does. But here is the 
Misfortune of all the CharaB:ers of Plays of this 

. Nature, that they are direCted to no End, and 
thertfore are of ittle Ufe, for the Manners can· 

nol 



·.R E M A R K s on the Plays of Shai{efpea~·· ~ 3 9 
not be neceffary, and by Confequence muft lofe 
more, than half their Beauty. The Violence, 
Grief, Rage, and Motherly Love and Defpair ot 
Conftance produce not one Incident, and are of no 
Manner ofUfe, whereas if there hld been a juft De
fign, a tragic Imitation of fome one grave Action of 
juft Extent, both thefe CharaCters being form'd 
by the Poet , muft have had their Manners 
directed to that certain End, and the Pro
duction of thefe Incidents, which muft beget that 
End. 

There are too many good Lines in this Play 
for me to take Notice or point to them all. 

On new Titles. 

For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names, 
c:.}·c. 984. 

The Defctiption which Chaflillion m.1kes of the 
Engli.fh Army, that comes with King 7ohn, is very 
good and a handforne Complement of a Patriot 
to his Country. You wiU find it 988 beginning 
thus-- His Marches tJre expedient to r his 
Town, &c. But I muft not omit King 
7ohn's firft Speech to the French King, fi.nce it: 
was fo lately and fo happily apply'J to the pre
fent Lerois on the breaking off the Treat of the 
Hague. 

(mit 
K. John. Peace be to France i/France in Peace per-

Our juft and lineal Entrance to our own; 
If not bleed France and Peace aJcend to Hutven. 
Whilft roe, God's WrPZthful Agent, do correct 
Their proud Contempt, that beats his Feace to H~.1ve11. 

y 2 
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1~he Scolding betwixtElinor and Con.flance is quite 

out of Charatter., and indeed 'tis a difficult Mat
ter to reprefent a Quarrel betwixt two Women, 
without falling into fomething indecent for their 
Degree to fpeak, as moft of what is faid in this 
Scene is. For what ever the Ladies of Stocks 
Market might do, Q1eens and Princeffes can ne
ver be fuppos'd to talk to one another at that 
rate. The Accounts which the French and Engl;fl, 
Heralds give of the nattle to the Town of .Angiers 
is very well worded; and it had been better we 
had heard more of the Battles and feen lefs of 
thofe ridiculous Reprefentations. The Citi7.ens 
Propofal of the Lady Blanch, &c. to the King's 
contains many Lines worth reading and remark
ing from this Line- If lu.fty Love jhou'd go in 
Q.::~ff of Be:wty, &c. P· 997. 

There is a confiderable Part of the fecond Act 
loft of this Piece, it containing only two Pages, 
which are fo well adorn'd tvith the well drawn 
Paffion of Conftance, that we are oblig'd to For
tune that it is not loft with the reft. Her Paffion 
in the firft Scene of the third Act is likewife jufi: 
and maftcrly, and well worthy our perufing with 
Care. 

The Topic of Intereft or Advantage is well 
lnndled in Fafconbridges Speech p. toot. beginning 
thus. -Rounded in the Ear, with that fame P~Jr .. 
pPfe-changer, that fly Devil, &c. 

Whatever Pandulph might realy have urg'd to 
make a Breach betwixt the Kings, what Shakefpear 
n1akes him fpeak is perfettly the natural Refult of 
the Notions and biggotted Opinions of thofe 
'Times. fee p. 1009. The Paffion of Conjf~tnce in 
the third Scene of Act 3· is extreamly touching, 
amoni} the reft, this one Line is admirable, He 

talks 
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t.Jks to me, thAt never had ~t Son. fee p. IOI3· 14, 

I 5, I 6. 
The pleading of Prince Arthur with Hubert, is 

very natural and moving allowing for two or 
three Playing on Words which feems not fo pro
per for that place. fee Scene dt Act 4· p. 1018. 

Hubert's Oercription of the Peoples Confufion on 
the Prodigies is very well. Old lvfen and Beldam; 
in the Streets do Prophejj on it, &c. and King John's 
Anger with Hubert in the next page is well drawn 
as the King's Madnefs is p. IO+)· The Hearty 

' EngiipJman appears fo well in the lafl: Speech of 
the Play, that I mufi: point it out for fome of 
the Gentlemen of this Age to Study. 

Remarks on the Life and Death of Richard II. 

Shak~[pea; has drawn Richard's CharaB:er accor
ding to the beft Accounts of Hiilory., that is In
folent, Proud, and ThoughtLefs in Profperity., and 
full of the Notion, that he cou'd not any \Vay 
forfeit his Crown being the Lord's Anointed, the 
common Flattery by which King's are perverted 
into Tyrants. But then Poor, Low., DejeB:ed 
Derpairing on the Appearance of Danger. In 
Difhefs always defembling Complyance ici all 
things, but never fincere in Performance when the 
Danger is over. There are indeed, fevcral things, 
that look fomething \Vhimfical and ExtraY:Igant 
which yet are agreeable to what Hiftory has iaicl 
of his Attions and Temper., in · which our Poet 
has ever obferv'd the Likenefs. 

The Topics are not many in this Piece, but 
there are feveral Speeches, which are worth re
marking asp. 1060, that part of Bullinbtook's Speech 

Y 3 whi~~i 
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which addreffes to his Father, and 1062. Mo~
br~tys on his Banifi1ment. 

The Impotence of mortal Po\ver, 1064. 

Gaunt. But not a Minute, King, ·that thou can'ft 
(give 

Shorten my Days thou can'ft with fuddain Sorrow, 
And pluck Nights from me, but not lend a Morrow. 
Thou can'ft help Time to furrow me with Age, 
p •1t ftop no \Vrinkle in this Pilgrimage. 
Thy Word is current with him for my Death, 
}lut Dead thy Kipgdom cannot buy my Breath. 

His Speech in the fame page--Things fweet to 
ta/fe~ &c, is pathetic. Richard's Account of Bu/lin
brook>s ea joling the Mob. 1 o66. -How he did 
foem to dive into their Hearts, &c. G~tunt's Speeches 
to York and the King before he dies are very 
Moral and Good, from p. 1067 to p. I07I· And 
from 'fork's Speech. 1068, we find that Italy was 
then, or at le aft in the Poets Time, as much in 
Vogue with our Englijh Gallants as France has 
peen fine~ for Fajhions, &c. And indeed Harry 
Stevens a French 1\!Ian, who liv'd much about Shake
/pear's Time, by this Complaint, that the more a 
French Man was Roman,iz'd, or Italianiz'd, th.e 
(ooner he Jhould be pro1J1oted by the Great Men, as 
hadng beftow' d his Time weU and as being a /v!ttn 
fit f~r Employment. Gaunt's Praife of England ibi4, 
is Noble and Worthy fo great a Genius ~nd fo 
great a Poet. He thoqg.ht the Name of a T:ue 
~orn Englijh Man was fo tar from Contempt, hke 
forhe of our Modern Scriblers, that he makes 
Bullinbrook , comfort himfelf in his Banifhment 
with the Thought of being fo. Tor.k's Speeches to 
·· · · · the 
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the King on his fdzing Gaunt's Efi:ate p. 1071, 

1072. Dramatic enough. On Grief fee p. 107)· 

On Hope 1077. 

I will Defpair, and be at Enmity 
With couzening Hope; he is a Flatterer, &c. 

Riclutrd's Speeches Act 3· Scene 2. p. I o85 and 
to86. have in them fome few Lines very good: 
And in many of his Speeches you will find· fame
thing of Paffion, that is not amifs. \\That the 
Gardner fays p. 1096. 97· 98. is not only very 
Poetical, but {bows that Shake[pear was well ac
quainted with that Art and perfeB: in the Terms. 
But the finefl: thing in this Play is the Defcrip
tion, that the Duke of York makes of Bullinbrook's 
and Richard's Entry into London, -'Then as 1 
faid, The Duke great Bullinbrook, mounted upon a 
hot and fiery Steed, &c. This is wortby our Poet-s 
Study, that they may learn how to make beauti- ' 
ful Defcriptions of what is fitter to employ their 
Eloquence in Narrations, than to be expos'd to 
the Eye. The Scene between Bullingbrook, York, 
Aumerle, and the Dutchefs is well ; but it feems 
a little too forc'd in rork to be [o earneft to have 
his only Son and Heir flang'd when the King 
bimfelf feems willing to pardon him. The Speech 
of the Dutchefs is very well beginning thus
Pleads he in Earneft look upon hi1 face, &c. p. 1116 

The want of a regular Defign brings in abun• 
dance of unnece{fary Charatlers, of no manner of 
Ufe or Beauty, as the Groom iq ~he fifth AB: of 
this Play. p. 1119. 1 I 20. 

There are fome moral Rdltttions in Richttrd's 
Speech in Prifon p. x l I 8. The [qme Ghronic'es 

Y 4 ~nd 
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and Hiftories quoted to the former will furnHh this 
King's Life. 

Remarks on the firft and fecond Part of Henry IV. 

Tho' the Humour of Faljft:ejf be what is moft 
valuable in both thefe Parts, yet that is far more 
ex cel1ent in the firft, for Sir 'John is not near fo 
Diverting in t.he fecond Part. Hot{pur is the 
next in Goodnefs , but what wou'd have 
.fhew'd much more had it been in a regular Tra
gedy, where the Manners had not only been ne
ceff&ry, but producrive of Incidents Noble, and 
Charming. Glendour is fine for Comedy. As for 
the Speeches Reflecrions, &c. I fuall point out the 
beft. Hot/pur's Defcription of the finical Courtier 
is very good p. I 134, &c. And m oft of the Par~ 
:fionate Speech~s of Jiotfpur to p. 1 I 39· except 
that ridiculous Rant of leaping up to the 
Moon, and diving to the bottom of the Sea, &c. 
which is abfolute Madnefs. Falft~ffs Speeches 
when he Perfonates the King are very pleafant p. 
1 t 59· Worjfer to Hotfpur p. 1 I67 contains fome very 
judicious Reflections, and fo there are fome very 
Politic in the Speech of King Henry to his Sons 
I I 7I. and in an the Scene betwixt them. Sir R. 
Vernon's Speech the lower End of p. 1 I 82. is very 
pretty. Falftajfs Account of his Men is very plea· 
fant p. 1 184. What I have to add on this firft 
Part is only as to the Charaaer of Falftaf[; in 
which I think my felf oblig'd to juftify him in 
his Choice. Speaking of this Character the Au· 
thor of his Life tells us, that he once call'd him 
Sir 'John Old-caftle, but was oblig'd to alter that 
Name fome of the Family being then alive---:
/J.ut I don,t know (fays our Author) whether the fiu· 
- thor . ' 
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thor may not have beeN fomewhat to blame in hi.r 
fecond Choice ;jince it is certllin, that Sir John Falftaff, 
who was a Knight of the Garter 1 and 1t Lieutenant Gene· 
1'al, waJ a Name of diffinguijh'd Merit in the Wars of 
France, in Hen.V. andHen.VIth's.times. But to fbew 
that Shakefpear is not in the )eaft to blame in this 
Particular, we muft confider, that tho'Hifrory makes 
this Sir 1ohn Falffajfa Man of Figure in the Army, 
and Knight of the Garter; yet that it is fo far from 
making him a Man of Merit there, that his Cowar
dice loft the Battle aud betray'd the brave ·Talbot, 
as Shakefpear him{elf gives Account to the King in 
Afr v. Scene 1. p. I 421. Part 1. of Hen. VI. And fuch 
a Cow~erdice ougnt to frigmatize any Charafrer to 
all Pofterity, to deter M en from the like. So that 
in this poetic Juftice I think Shakefpetlr fo far from 
Blame, that he merits Applaufe. 

The fecond Part begins with a Speech of Rumour, 
defcribing his own Nature from Experience and 
Fact. Virgil in the fourth Book of his v£neis, and 
Ovid in his Metamorphofis have defcrib'd the fame 
under the Name of Fame. The Reader therefore 

· may compare the two Latin Bards with our En
glijh. You will find it in our Poet. p 1207, and 8. T.he 
Rage of Northumberltmd on the Death of Hotfpur 
in fome of the laft Lines is very well. 12 r 3. 

On Glory built on the Multitude. 
An Habitation giddy and unfure 
Has he, that buildeth on the vulgar Heart, 
Oh! thou fond Many, 6-c. p. 1222. 

~n the refflefs Cares ofKings ~tnd Sleep. 
How many thoufands of my pooreft SubjeCts 
Are at this Hour afieep ? Oh ! Sleep ! Oh gentle 
~a tares foft Nurfe! c!'c. p. 1241 (Sl~tp 1 

We-.s'1• 
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We.ffrnorland's Speech to the Arch- Bifhop of Tor I• 

and the Rebels on Rebellion is very good--
If that RebelliJn ea ne like it /elf, &c. p. I 2 ~ 4· Fal.ftajf's 
Defen,ce of .drinkin~ is p\~afant, P: I26). King 
Henrys Ad VICe to Clare nee IS worth obferving. pag. 
1266, &c. 

On Fortune, p. 1268. 

Will Fortune never come with both Hands ful1? 
But write her Fair Words ftill in foul eft Letters. &c. 

On a Crown p. 1270. 
Oh! polifh'd perturbation ! golden C1re ! 
Then keepft the Ports of fiurnber open wide, (j·c. 

On Gold, p. 127t. 

For this the foolilh over careful Fat'hers 
Have broke their Sleeps with Thought, &c. 

The Scene betwixt King Henry and his Son the 
Prince from p. r 2 7 I. To the End of the fourc h 
Aa is worthy reading: As is the Chief 1uftices 
Speech. p. 1280. 

For thefe two Plays confult the fame Engli~ 
Hiftories, which are already quoted. 

The Life of Henry V. 

The Prologue to this Play is as remarkable as 
any thing in Shakefpear, arrd is a Proof, that he 
was extremely fenfible of the Ahfurdity, which 
then poffefs'd the Stage in bringing in whole 
Kingdoms, and Lives, and various Acrions in one 
Ptt. e ; for he a ppologizes for it, and defires the 
Audience to perfwJde their Imaginations to h~lp 

h101 
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him out and promifes a Chorus to help their Ima
gination. 

For 'tis your Thoughts (fays he) that norv muft deck 
. our Ki11gs, 

Carry them here and thet:e, 1umping o'er Times; 
Turning the Accomplijhments of many years 
Into an Hour-Glafs; for the which fupply 
.Admit me Chorus to this Hiflory. &c. 

He here and in the foregoing Lines expreffes 
how prepofl:erous it feem'd to him and unnatural to 
huddle fo many ACl:ions, fo many Places, and fo 
many Years into one Play, one Stage and two Hours. 
So that it is not to be doubted but that he wou'd 
have given us far more noble Plays if he ·had 
had the good Fortune to have feen but any one 
regular Performance of this Nature. The Beauty 
of Order wou'd have ftruck him immediately, 
and at once have made him more correCt, and 
more excellent; and I do not at all doubt but 
that he wou'd have been the Sophocles of EngltJna, 
as he is now but little more, than the The{p'is or at 
m oft the uEfchylus. Tho' Tragedy in Greece was 
founded on Religion and came early under the Care 
o£ the Magifl:ra te ; yet by w h·n I can difcov:er, 
the Stage was as rude as ours till e/E{chylu.r gave 
it Majefl:y. But in England it had no fuch ad van
tagious Foundation, nor any fuch nonrifhing Influ
ence; yet Shake(pear by his own Genius brought 
it fo far as to leave it fome Beauties which have 
never fince been equal'd. · 

The CharaB:er of Hen. V. given by •the Bilhop of 
Canterbury p. 1 296. is very noble. His Difcourfe of 
the Salique E.aw is a Proof, that Shakejpear was well 
~cquaintcd with tlie Hiftory of modern Times, and 

thJt 
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that very Controverfy, which was an Argument of 
his Application to reading, and will not let me 
think, that having fome Foundation of Latin, he 
1hou'd totally negletl: that. fee p. 1 ~99· 

Obedience and Order p. 1302, I 203. 

Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The State of Man to divers Functions, &c. 

The fine Defcription of the State of the Bees is 
worth a careful Obfervation in this fame Speech. 
The King's Anfwer to the French Ambaffadours 
on the Dauphtne's Prefent is not only fine, but 
fhews, that Shakefpear underftood Tennis very well, 
and is perfea: in the Terms of the Art,~· 1304, 
and 5. The Chorus is found to come i~ p. I 306. to 
fill up the Gap of Time and help the Imagination 
of the Audience with a Narration of what is not 
reprefented. In this Chorus are a few Lines of ~ood 
Moral to the Englifb and therefore 1 tranfcribe 
them. 

0! England! model to thy inward Greatnefs, 
Like little Body with a mighty Heart; 
What mightft thou do, that Honour wou'd thee do 
Were an thy Children kind and natural, &c. 

King 1/enry Vth's Speech to Scroop, &c. p. 1313· 
from this Line- Oh ! how haft thou with 'Jealoufv 
infeiled the Sweetnefs of Affiance--- is Tery fine. The 
latter end of the Conftaole of France's Speech; and 
Part of the French King's p. 1317. worth perufing 
as giving a noble Character of two Englijh Kings, 
and Exeter's Anfwer to the French in the next 
Page, 13 x 8. fhews the Spirit of an Englifh Noble-

man 
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man, p. 1320. The Chorus is neceffitated to come 
in again to tell all that muft be fuppos'd to con• 
nett the Reprefentation before to that, which fol
lows. King Henry's Encouragment of his Men, p. 
1321. contains a great many fine Lines. Another 
Chorus begin' the third ACt to help out the Lame
nefs of the Reprefentation, and I wonder when 
Shakejpe~r was fenfihle of the Abfurdity of the 
bringing a Battle on the Stage he lhou'd in foroe 
Meafure do it notwithftanding. 

Where for Pity we ]halt much Dijgrace 
With four or five moft vile and ragged Foils 
(Right ill difjos'd in Brawl ridiculous) 
The Name of Agin Court, f!J'·c. 

A King but a Man, p. 134I. 

King- I think th1 King is but a MAn as I 
am. The Violet fmells to him as do's to me, &c.
Tho' the Difcourfes of the King to Williams, &c. 
are very good, and full of Reafon and Morality, 
yet contain they nothin~ dramatic, and are in .. 
deecl fitter for a Philofophcr, than a King, fee 
1341, and 3· 

On a King and Grtlltnefs. 

Upon the King, &c. 
Oh! hard Condition twin-born with Greatnefs 
Subject to the Breath of every Fool, r:; ... ,. p. 1344~ 

Of Ceremony. p. I 345· 

And what art thou thou Idol Ceremony: &c-

See 
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See Grandprees·'Defcription of the low Condition 

of. the Englijh Army, p. 1347, and 8. 
What I have already faid of Shake(pear's being 

fenfible of the Defea of thefe liiftorical Repre• 
fentations is confirm'd plainly in the Chorus of the 
fifth Act. P· 1363. 

I humbly prlly them to ~tdmit excu(e 
. Of Time, of Numbers, and due Courfe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper Life 
Be here prefented, &c. 

He fuows liow fenfible lie is of this in the fhort 
Chorus that Ends this Play, faying, 

Thus far with rough and all unabled Pen 
Our bending AuthQr bath purfued the Story 
In little Room confining mighty Men; 
Mangling by Starts the full Cour[e of their Glory. 

And indeed all that can be done in thefe Cafes; 
is only; a Collection of fo many Themes of differ
ent Subjetl:s. As in Burgundy's Speech p. 1367. 
The Defcription of Peace and its Advantages. 

The CharaCter of Fluellen is extreamly comical, 
and yet fo very happily touch'd, that at the fame 
time when he makes us laugh he makes us value 
his Character. The Scene of Love betwixt Henry 
V. and C~tharine is extravagantly filly and unna
tural; for why he ihou'd not allow her to fpeak' in 
EngJifh as well as al1 the other French I cannot ima· 
gine fince it adds no Beauty but gives a patch'd 
and pye-bald Dialogue of no Beauty or Force. 

The 
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The firft and fecond Part of Henry VI. 

The Scene betwixt Talbot and the Countefs of 
.Auvergne contains fomething pretty enough p. I 399 
&c. In the Bilhop of Winchefter he has perfettly 
drawn a haughty proud Church Man, that prefers 
his own Ambition to al1 things Divine and Hu
mane. And in the King a weak tho' pious Prince; 
and indeed all the Parts fuew the Confufion of 
a Government under fuch a Prince. The Speech 
o£ the Puce/le to the Duke of Burgundy is very 
fine, and Artful. TAlbot's Perfudion of his Son 
to leave the Field, and fecure in himfelf the Hopes 
of the Family, and his Refufal to leave his Fa
ther is very pathetic p. 1430. The Scene be .. · 
tween Suffolk, and Q!Ieen Marg~tret is full of natu-: 
ral Paffion, and contains many fine Lines p. I 501.-
2, 3, and 4· The Praife of EnglAnd in the Lord 
Says Speech to Jack Cade is good, p. 15 I 8. 

On War, I 532. 

---Oh! War! thou Son of HeU, 
Whom angry Heavens do make their lVlinifters, &c.~ 

The frequent and calm Debates in CounciJ, in 
many of thefe Hiftorical Pieces have nothing Dra
matic in them, as in the firft Part of Hen. vi. 

Remarks on the third Part cif Henry VI. 

All that Scene from 1 5 50 to I 5 54 is fhocking 
and unworthy the Character of Noblemen and 
Soldiery to infult a Prif1ce when in their Power; 
and tho' we allow fuch a thing n· ight have been 

dor:e 
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done in Fatt, yet that is not fufficient to bring 
it on the Stage, where Verifimilitute prevails, 
whereas Truth, that is Matter of Fact is fornetimes 
fo far from Probality, that a Man wou'd fcarce 
think it poffible. York's Paffion is juft. Rich11rd's Simile; 
where he compares his Father's fighting to a Lion 
in a Herd of Neat, &c. p. 1))). is very good. 
There are feveral Lines of Clijford's Speech p. 156@·, 
very good. All thefe Skirmilhes, and Battles are 
ridiculous on the Stage, as Shake(pear himfelf has 
faid in his ch·orus before quoted, and yet he has 
fcarce a Play without a great deal of Drums, and 
Trumpets, &c. How e'er I think four or five 
Battles in this Play. In that J)66. he has taken 
Occafion to introduce King Henry VI. bemoaning 
the Mifery of Civil War, and what he fays on this 
Head is very well ; and the Son bringing in his 
Father, whom he had kill'd .in the Battle not 
knowing bim, and the Father his Son gives him 
greater Occafion of moralizing to p. I 569. The 
fame Faults of infulting the Vanquifh'd and ev'n 
the Slain in page, I 57·1. 

The M(Jbb. 

Look as I blow this Feather from my F'ace 
And as the Air blows it to me again, &c. P· I 575· 

The long Soliloquy of Richard from p. 1578 
to I s8o. is highly unnatural; for as the Duke of 
Buckingham juftly has obferv'd they ought to be 
few, and fuort. Nor wou'd this, which is fo fre· 
quent in our Poet be born fr0m the beft Hand, that 
cou'd now a rife; but there is always by the Ma .. 
ny biggotted Deference paid to our Predeffors; 
Years add Authority to a Name. Our young 

fbou 
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Jhou'd never imitate our Shake{pear in this ; for 
tho' a Man may be fuppos'd to fpeak a few Words 
to himfelf in the Vehemence of a PJffion, as it do's 
happen in Nature: of which the Dr:1ma is in all 
its Parts an Imitation; yet to h:1ve near fourfcore 
Lines of calm Reflections, nay Narrations to my 
felf, by which the Hearer fuou'd difcover m)'" 
Thoughts and my Perfon, as here, and before w heu 
Henr~ VI. is difcover'd and taken, is unpardoruble, 
becaufe againft Nature, and by Confequence not 
at all according to Art. There are fe\'t:ral good 
Lines in his Speech of Richard but ill brought in. 
The ln1l:ances which Shak~fpear makes him give of 
Ne.rfor, Vlyjfes, and Sinorz are a Proof ftiH of 
his Knowledge at leaft in Ovid, and fome other 
of the Latin Clajfics, the ill Omens given by flenry 
VI. of Richard's Death are Poetical enough p. 1614. 

Remarks on the Life and Death of RichJrd Ill. and 
Henry V Ill. 

The firfr of thefe Plays begins with a long So
liloquy of Richttrd's of forty or fifty Lines to let 
the Audience know what Contrivances he h:.1d 
made for the DefiruC:tion of Clarence, and what a 
Villain he intended to be. But Fichard as he is here 
drawn is not a fit Charatler for the Stage, being 
fhoc.kiug in an he does; and we think (notwith
ftanding the hudling [o much time into two Hours) 
that Providence is too flow and too mild in his 
Punifument. The Antients have indeed introduc'd, 
an Atreus and TIJyejlts, a Jl.-fedea, &c. but the Cru
elties committed by them have been the fuddain 
Effea of Anger and Revenge, but Richtlrd is a c:1 \m 
VIllain; and doe his LVIwrd rs deliberately., wad in~ 

Z througti 
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through a Sea of his neareil: Relations Blood to 
the Crown. 

The fecond Scene, betwixt the Lady .Anne, and 
Richard is admirably written; •and tho' we can· 
~ot entirely agree with her in her yielding to the 
Murderer of her Hm.band, and Father in-Law, yet 
we allow that the Poet has made her fpeak all 
that the SubjeCt and Occafion wou'd alJow. See 
from p. 162+ to 1630. Clarences Dream p. x64o 
and 4·L is poetic'al and natural. 

Con{cience. 

2 Vil. I will not meddle with it it makes a 
l\tlan a Coward, &c. p. 1693· Edward's Speechp. 
1650 is pathctick enough. And the Queen's Paf
fior- on l{i ng Edrvard's Death is juft and natural. 
})· 1652. 3· &c. 

On the motiJentary Grace and FAvour of Men. 

0! moment;trv Grace of mortal Men ! 
\Vhich we moi·e hu11t for, than the Grace of God, 

, e:Y:··c. p. 1670. 
Buckingham's Account of his Negotiating with 

the Citizens is well enough, p. 1674· )· 

On JVords in Grief. 

Vindy Attorneys to. their Clients woes ; 
Airy fuccecders of intdl:ine Joys, &c. p. 1691· 

:Againft Confcience. 

For Confcience is a \:Vord that Cowards ufe 
Devis~datfirit tokeeptheStrongin Aw. &c.p I/13·· 

· The 
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The Prologue to Hen. VIII. fhows that ShAkefpear 

thought more juftly of the Stage, than he perform'd; 
perhap in meer Compliance with what then pleas'd 
the Audience never confideting, that his Autho
rity wou'd have refin'd their Taftes. After having 
told· us, that thii Play wou'd move Pity, contain'd 
Truth, and was not deftitute of Show ; he goes on • 

...._--Only they 
.Th~tt came l3ere to hear A merry Bawdy Play 
A Noife of Targets; or to fee a FeHow 
In a long Motley Coat guArded with _yellow 
Will be deceiv'd: Eor uentle Hearers know 
To rank our chofen Tru~hs with {uch a jhow 
As Fool and Fight is, befules forfeiting 
Our own Brains, and the Opinion, that we brintf 
That makes that only true we now intend, 

0 

Will leave us never an U nderftanding Friend. 

And indeed the Managers of our Stage have 
been all along affraid of reforming the Stage le!f: 
they lbou'd run any Hazard of a Bad :Audience, 
by giving them fomething moFe noble, than they 
had known. And this has fupported Barbarifm 
and Bawdy fo long, where Art and true \V it lhou'd 
refide. · 

On Fajhions, p. I 134· 5· 
. 

_!"-~-....-- New Cuftoms 
Tho~ they be never fo ridiculous 
Nay let them be unmanly yet are follow'd, &c~ 

What Lovel fays P: 1736. will hold good of the 
Ladies of our aimes--A Frenc:h Song, and a Fidle 
has no Fellow. Now indeed Italian has got: the 

art of the Monfieur, but much of the fame Excel-
Z 2 lence 
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lence· Shakefpear in all Probability: wrote this Play 
to ~ompliment · Q1een rEliz..abeth; at leaft 'tis 
plain th:at he has taken every Opportunity of the 
Story to infert her Rraifes~ as p· 17 52· the Lord 
Chamberlai11, havin.g brought YJ.nn BuUen news of 
her being maue Marchione{s o£ Pembroke, fays
J ha1Je perus' d her ... well, B~aut_y an-d .Elonour in her are 
jo miner led, that they have caught the J(ing. And whQ 
knows c.\et, but from this Lady ma_y proceed a Geml to 
li~hten all this fjle! 1\he fame is again hinted. p. 1767. 
which is compleated by the Prophecy of Archbifhop 
Cranmer, \\1 hid1 •concludes the Play. 1805. 6. to 
which he there adds a praife ·o£ r:fame's the firft, as 
the Effecr, and Reward ot her .Merits. · 

Queei G.uha;ine's Speeche . p· I7):.t· )· 6· and 7· 
are good for they ' are th'e Natural tefult of the 
lY.[anners aud. ~entimen s, as all that fhe fays to 
Cttmpeius a ne Walfey in the third ACt p· 1761· 2· 3• 4· 
is very pl th 'tique, 3nd agreeable to Lady of her 

piiit .. inJ her~~ondition· Norfolk's defcription of 
h (i}ardinaf diJcomp fure p. i769. is· good. The 

Scene b twixD Norfolk, Surrey, and ~Volfty p. 1773· 
~· S· and 6. is 'cl amatic, and that which follows be· 

.. t Cromwd a.,d .W1l{ey very moving. 

This is the State of l\t{an; to Day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes; to 1\tlofrow Bloifoms, 
And wears his blufuing Honour ·thick upon him. 
The third day ... comes · Froft, a killing Froft; 
And when he thinks good eafy l\llan, full furely 
· is 6reatnei1 is ' a ripning, nins his Root 
~nd then he falls as 1 do G!..c. p. 1 7'f76 • 

.Ambition 



The two different Characrers of Hfalfty by Q~een 
Catharine and Grijfith are worth perufing. 1 78). 

This concludes the Englifh HiftoricaL plays tho' 
the reft are indeed little better, yet they generally 
are within a narrower Compafs of. 'Fime, and tak 
in fewer A:C!ions. Tho' when tliey exceed the 
Unities I fee no Reafon why they may not as well, 
aud with as good Reafon ftretch the Time to 
)OOO Years, and the Actions to a!~ the N-:1tion's 
and People of the Univerfe and as tli~re has been 
a Puppet Show of-the Creation of the \Vorld, fo 
tliere may be ra Play call'd rnhe Hiftory of the 
World. 

The Argument "'fTroilus and Greffida· 

. Troy having been long befieg'd, Achilles is by: 
. Polyxena kept from the Field, for he .. was in Love 

with her· Anthe11o~· is taken Prifoner, and in Ex ... 
change for him Creffid z Daughter to Colchas is 
given to Diomede by the 'rrojaru. Tr.oilus, that is 
in Love with her, and firfi: poffefs'd of her by the 
Care of P~ndllru.r her Uncle parts with her not 
without the utmoft Reluctance having vow'd Con
ftancy to each other. HeClo~· being to fight Aj~x 
during the Tt ucc Troilus goes with him, and aft< r 

Z 3 ' the 
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the Flght gets Vlyf[es to go privately with him 
to th~ Tent of Calchar, where he difcovers her 
Falfuood to him and Love to Diomede. The 
Truct Ending, the Battle is renew'd, and Patroclu1 
being kill'd Achille.r comes out and kills HeCtor, and 
'{roihs and Diomede both fighting after in vain, the 
play Ends with the Death of Heilor by .Achillrs 
and 11is Myrmidons. 

Tiis Play is alter'd by Mr. Dryd1n and, tho' 
~lear'd of fome Errors, is far from a Play even ac .. 
carding to the Rules laid down by l\1r. Dryden 
before this very Play, as he indeed Confeffes; but 
to al:er a play and leave the fundament.d Error's 
of Plot and Manners is ~ very Whimfical under
takirg. Shakefpear is to be Ex:cus'd in his falfi .. 
fyin~ the CharaB:er of Achilles, making him and 
..tlja~ perfeB: Idiou, tho' fometimes AchiUes talks 
like a nice Reafoner, as with VlyjfoJ p. 1861. fo 
making the Manners unequal as well as unlike; I fay 
~haktfpear is excufable in this becaufe he follow'd 
Lolliu, or rather · Ch~tucers Tranfiation of him. 
But Mr Dryden who had Homer to guide him 
righ: in this particular, is unpardonable. Thus 
.Achdles is made to abfent himfelf from the :Fidd 
for the fake of Polyxena whereas the receiv'd Story 
~s, dat it was upon the Quarrel betwixt .Agamemnon 
and him for taking away Brifeis. But I know not 
on what Account both the Poets feem fonder of 
the. f]arbarians, than the Greeks, Arbitrary Power, 
thar Liberty, Ignorance than Learning. I know 
not but it may be that the Reafon that gave 
Vinil the TJ·ojan for his Hero, is that which has 
n1ade our Bards fo indulgent to the fame Side~ 
viz.., a Notion, that the Trojans were the Source ot 
our two Nations, tho' with much lefs Reafon and 
prohbiliry on our fide, than in that of the Ron;~m. 

I 
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I wonder Mr. Dryden c0nti nued the Error 

of Shake [pear in makir1g Creffida a \\· hore. Her 
Charatter is too fcandalous to draw our Pity; and 
therefore he fhou'd have made her virtuous, and 
not of blafted I-Ionour. Yet it rnuft be ackJow
ledg'd, that lVlr. Dryden has correCted the Diction, 
and added a confiderable Beauty in that S:::ene., 
betwixt Hector and Troilus upon the Surrend::r of 
Crejfida, with whom he feems to part in the O
riginal with too fmall Relut!ance. Mr. D~yclen him
felf tens us, that he took the Hint of t.hat Scene 
from that in Euripides between ~u,amenmon and 
.lt1enelaus., which l fhall give the Reader in. my 
Remarks on 1ulius Ctt(ar, that he may compare it 
with that of Shakefpear, and this of Mr. ]))ydt:n, 
tram whom I mufi: a little clifft:nt in the Occ3fion; 
for the Ground of the Qua rrcl in the Crer:k is 
ihonger, thdn either Mr Dryden's or Shake{pear's. 
For the Glory and Honour of Greece depends on 
that of Euripides, but I can't find the Liberty of 
Rome much interefted on that of Brutus anc Caf
{ius. But more of this when I come to that Phy. 

I am fomething of Mr. Dr_yden's Mind., tha: this 
was one of his earlieft Pia ys, both for the 1\tla tl
• ers and Oittion, which are both more faulty 
t 1an ufually in any of his later Tragedies. There 
arc, notwithftanding wb~t I have f:1id, a great ma
ny fine Lines in this Price worth the I" Clmtrk ... 
·ng as the very firit Lines. Ca!l/;e;-e rn)·J.Tm·l(t, !'! 
.marm agt!in. 

f'VIay jlJould I War without the l-Va!!s ofTro ·, 
That ji11d fuch cn.tel B~ttle hae within. 
Each Trojan, that is lvfajler of his 11e~1 t 
L~t him to Field Troilus 11las! Ius ;ume, 2-c . 

. z 4 
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The feveral Paufes, &_c. in the following Lines. 
(ibid.) 

TYoi. The Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their 
' (Strength 

Fierce to their Skill and to their Fircenefs valiant, 
But l a m weaker, than a Woman's Tear, 
Tamer than Sleep, fonder, than Ignorance, 
Lefs valiant, than a Virgin in the Night, · 
And Skilllefs as unprattic'd Infancy. 

That \Vomen are beft when they are courted 
and not won. fee p. 1 23. The Effect of Grum
blers, or Oontemners of the fupream Rule or Go
vernour. p. 1826. 7· Two fhort but paffionate 
Speeches of Troilu.r p. t8) 3, and 54. The firft be
gins 0 ! Pandarus I ftalk about her Door, &c. 
the fecond--Even fuch a Pajfion doth embrace my 
Bofom, &c. 

Pride cures Pride. 

-Pride has no other Glafs 
To fhow it felf but Pride. For fupple Knees 
Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees. 

t86o. 

'Tis certain Greatnefs once fal'n out with Fortune 
1\lluft fall out with Men too, &c, p. 1 86r. 

Great Actions forgot unlefs CIJntinued. 

Time has, m Lord, a Wallet at his Back 
Wherein he puts Alms for Oblivion, &c. 1862, and 3~ 

The 
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The Bifcovery of ner Departure to her hr. 

'Ttroilus is as finely exprefs'd, I love thee with fl! 
ftran,ge tt Purity, &c. p. 1 S7 5 The Cautions he 
gives lier aga1nft tlie Gre6tan Youth are not a-
mifs. . 

T.he Grecian Y:ouths are full of ~ubtle Quali
ties, &c. Vlyf{es gives a very good Defcription of 
a lacivious Woman. p. 187S. 

There's Langullge in her. £ye, her Cbeek, her Lip. &c. 

And his Charaa:er of Troilus P· 1 S79· is not lefs 
lively and beautiful.-Not yet mature yet match- . 
lefs, &c. 

The Argument of Coriolanus. 

Caius lJ1~trtins going to the \Vars againft the 
Volfcillns takes Coriolu.r, and beats Tullus Aufidius, 
and has the Glory of the War attributed to him 
by the Conful. On this he is to ~ue for the 
Confulfuip, which he difdains a great while, but 
at ]aft fubmitting he does it aukerdly, and al
moft burfting with Difdain and Pride. This makes 
him lofe the Confulfliip, and, on the Trihunes of 
the Peoples Words with him, rails fo at the Com
mons and the Tribunes that he is accus'd as a 
Traytor., and at laft Banifh'd . He goes over to 
the Volfcians and heads their Forces againft Rome 
not yet prepar'd to receive him; Cominius firft and 
Menenius next go to intreat him, but he proves 
inexorable till his 1\tlother., Wife Son, Val~ria, &c. 
prevail, and he makes Peace betwixt the Romans, 
and Volfcians. Aufidius on his return to '.Antium 
accufcs him of Treafon, and with the Confpira
tors fta bs and kills him. 

·rhe 
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The CharaCter of Mdrtius is truely Dramatic 

for his Manners are not only equal but neceifary 
to his Misfortunes. His Pride and Ralhnefs are 
what Hiftory gives him but his Modefty, and 
Averfion to Praife I cannot find in Plut~trch, who 
makes him very: well fatisfy'd with the Praife gi· 
ven by Cominius. And indeed it feems fomething 
oppofite to his Pride, which both in the Play and 
Hiftory was fo fignal in hi m. Our Poet feems 
fond to lay the Blame on the People, and every 
where is reprefenting the Inconftancy of the Peo. 
ple, but this is contrary to Truth ; for the People 
bave never difcover'd that Changeablenefs which 

· Princes have done. And Plutarch in the Life of 
Pyrrhus feems fenfible of this when he fays
Thus Kings have no Reafon to Condemn the People 
for changing for their Intereft, wbOt in thdt do but imi· 
tate them, as the great Teachers of Unfaithfulnefs 
an.d Treachery, holding him the Braveft, who males 
the le11jf Account of being an honeft Man. And any 
one that will look over the Roman Hiftory win find 
fuch Inconftancy, and fuch. a perpetual Changeabie
Defs in the Emperors, as cannot be parallel'd in the 
People of any Time or Country. What the Greeks or 
Romans have ever done againft any of their fortunate 
or great Generals, is eafily vindicated from a guilty 
Inconftancy, and Ingratitude. For the fault has al· 
ways been in the great Men, who fwelling in the 
Pride of their Succefs, have thought in deference to 
that, that they might and ought to do whatever 
they pleas'd; and fo often attempted the Ruin of 
that Liberty themfelves, for the Prefervation of 
which their warlike Actions were only valuable. 
And fo it was their changing their Manners, and 
not the People, that produc'd their Misfortunes; 
they lov'd them for Defending their Country and 

· I .iberties, 



R i: M ARKs on the Plttys tf Shake.fpear. 36~ 
Liberti~, bot by the fame Fr-inciple muft hate 
them rhen they {aught by their, Ambition and 
Pride to fubv ... rt r.hem, and this by a Con11ancy 
ot variahlenefs of PrL1ci ple or Temper. 
Thi i plain in the very Story of t 1 is Play for 

their Ar.ger was juft againlt Corio/anus, who thought 
fo well of his own AB:ions as to believe, that ev.'n 
the Rights, Cufroms, and Priviledges of his Country 
were his due for his Valour and Succefs. His tur
ning a Traytor to his Country on his Difgrace 
is a Proof of his Principle. Camillus on the con .. 
trary banilh'd on far lefs Occafion or Ground, 
Brought his Country in Diftrefs Relief againft the 
Gauls fo far was he from joini~g them. 

This Contempt of the People often proceeds 
from an over Value of our fdves, and that not 
lor our fuperiour Knowledge, Virtue, Wifdom, &,·. 
but for the good Fortune of our Birth, which is 
a Trifle no farther valuable in Truth, than it il 
join'd to Courage, Wifdom or Honour; yet what, 
when blindly valu'd by the Poffdfor, fets afide all 
Thoughts and endeavour to obtain thofe nobler 
Advantages. 

Our Englilli Poets indeed to flatcr Arbitrary 
Power have too often imitated Shaktfpear in th'is 
Particular, and prcpofteroufly brought the Mob 
on the Stage contrary to the Majeily of Tra .. 
gedy, and the Truth of the Facr. Sh~tkefpear 
has here reprefented, as in 1ulius c~Jar, the Com-
mons of Rome, as if they were the Rabble of an 
lrijh Village, as fenfelefs, ignorant, filly and coward
ly, not remembring, . that the Citizens of Rome 
were the Soldiers of the Common-wealth, bY 
whom they Conquer'd the World ; and who ia 
'Julius C£{als time were at leaft, as Polite, as our 
Citizens of London; and yet if he had but con-

fultetl 
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fulted them, he wou'<l have found it a difficult 

. atter to have pick:'d out fuch ignorant unlick'd 
Cubbs to have fill'd up h~s Rout. 

It is no hard Matter to prove, that the People 
were never in the Wrong, but once, and then 
they were byafs'd by the Prieft to choofe Bara
bas and cry out Crucify. 

l have not room here to examine this Point 
with that Clearnefs, that I might ; nor is it fo much 
to our prefent Purpofe; and yet I prefume the 
Digreffion is not fo foreign to the Matter as to 
deferve a judicious Cenfure. 

The Charaaer of Martius is generaly preferv'd 
and that Love of .their Countr-y, which is almo!t 
peculiar to Rome and Greece fhown in the princi
pal Perfons. The Scene of the' Mother, Wife, 
and Valeria, is moving and noble there are a 
great many fine Lines in this Play, tho' the Ex
preffion or DiCl:ion is fometimes obfcure and puffy. 
That of 1 Citi~. p. 1908. is very juft on all proud 
Men. 

-And cou' d be content to give him good Re· 
port for't but that he pays him{elf with being proud. 
The Fable that Menenius tells the People, tho' in 
Hiftory is very well brought in here and exprefs'd 
p. 1909 and 10. 

Honour ill Founded upon the People. 

He that depends up:>n your Favours, Swims with 
Fins of Lead, &c. p. 1912. you may look in the 
beginning of this Speech in the foregoing Page. 
The noble Spirit of Volumnia is well exprefs'd in 
lierSpeech,p. 1916.and in all that Scene top. 1919 
where t e Ch1raa:er is admirably diftinguifh'd 

from 
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Shakefpear. ~6S 
from Virgilite and Valeria. The Speech of Ccriola
nus to the Soldiers. p. 1924 is good. 

--~If any fuch be here 
(As it were Sin to doubt) that love this Painting, &c.· 

The Difcourfe betwixt the two Officers in the 
Capitol. p. 1937· is worth reading on the Head 
of Popularity. 

.Agtti?fjf Cuftom. 

Cuftom calls me to i , &c. p. 1 94-4· 

In the Scene betwixt the ~ribunes and Martius 
p. 1950, 51, 52. The haughty Pride, and infolent 
and virulent Temper of Coriolanus is juftly painted 

Menenius is drawn an old humorous Senator; 
and indeed he talks like one. p. 19~6 in Defence 
of the Pride and Outrage of his Friend. And the 
next page, when he asks what he has done againft 
Rome, &c. when . it is plain he was againft the 
Rights of the Commons, as effential to the Govern
ment as the Nobles, perhaps more if that State be 
thoroughly confider'd. rtolumni~ts Speech to her 
Son p. 1960. is not amifs. And that of Coria/anus 
p. 196r. and 2. is well Exprefs'd- Away my 
Difpofttion and poj[efs me fome Harlots Spirit, &,. 
the Thoughts are not only pretty but very natural 
to his Pride on this Occafion. 

On the Turns of the JVorld. 

Oh! World thy fiippcry :Turns! Friends now faft ... 
(fworn 

Whofe double Bofoms fee m to wear one Heart, e!i·c. 
p. 19.72. 

For 
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For the Life and CharaB:er of this Man you may 

read PlutArchs, ILives, and Dyon : Hallicarn. 

The Argument of Titus l4ndronKus. 

On the Death of fome Emperor his Sons Sa. 
turninus and BAffia;Ju.dtand Canditates for, the Em· 
pire. But 'Titus Androni us returning from the 
Wars againft the Goths in Triumph brings 
Tamora Queen of the Goths, Chiron, Demetri· 
us, and Alarbu.r her Sons, &c. H.e gives the 
Empire_ to Saturnine the Eldeft , and Lavinia 
for his Wife, as well as ,all his Prifoners for 
a Gift Blijfianus feizes Lavinia as his Spoufe, 
and bears her off. rritus kills his Son Mutius 
for ftopping him in the Purfuit of her. The 
Emperour falling in love with 'ramora marries her, 
and BaJ!ianus L4,vinia. But Chiron and DemetriUf 
being both in l.;ove with her quarrel who fbaU 

· l1ave her, till Aaron a Negro Favourite of the 
Emprefs, reconciles them, ad vifes them to mur .. 
der her Husband in the Chafe, and ravifu her 
by 'Jiurns, cutting off her Hands and Tongue; 
to which the Mother agrees, refolv'd to ruin 
the whole Family in Revenge of her Son .Alar· 
bus's Death by the Andronici at their Brother's 
Tomb. They execute their Defign, and having 
thrown the Body of Baj]ianus into a Pit A~tron 
trains two of T'itus's Sons to the Place, where 
they falling in the Emperour is brought to find 
them, and fo the Murther by a LcHer, 6:..c. be· 
ing put on them they are ordcr'd to be try'd 
are condemn'd arto put to Death for the Mur
ther. Lavinia in the mean while is found in that 
Condition by her Uncle Marcus, carry'd home and 
by the h~lp of Ovid.'s Metamorphofis ancl an A;~ow 

wnung 
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writing in Sand difcovcrs her Husbands Murtherers 
and her Ravifhers. Aaron before the Death of 
the Brothers comes to Titus and gets his Hand to 
redeem his Sons Life, and has their Heads brought 
to him foon after. Lucius the only forviving Son 
is Banifh'd for endeavouring to refcue his Brothers, 
he goes to the Goths and brings them againft Rome 
to revenge the Wrongs of his Houfe, having ta• 
ken the Moor in his March with his black Baftard 
which he had by the Emprefs, to fave whofe Life : 
he difcov<;rs all the Vi\lanies done by them. The 
News of the Approach of the GDths with Lucius 
at their Head, Tamora undertakes to wheedle old 
Tit-us to pacify his Son, &c. fo diguifing her felf. 
like Revenge, and her two Sons like Murder and 
Rape fhe goes tQ him; he knows them, and complies 
fo far, that he will fend for Lucius provided file 
and the Emperor meet him at his Honfe, and he 
ftops Chiron and Demetriu.s, kills them and bakes 
them in a Pye of which the Mother Eats, then 
Titus kills his Daughter Lavinia, upon the Emper
ors faying, that P'irginius did well in doing fo, then 
he fta bs the Emprefs, and the Emperor him, and 
Lucius the Emperor; an having declar'd all the 
Matter to the People he is chofen Emperor the 
Moor condemn'd to be Bury'd alive, and fo the 
bloody Butchering Play concludes. 

As this Play is not founded in any one Particular, 
on the Romlln Hiftory tho' palm'd upon Rome, fo the 
whole is fo very fuocking, that if there be any Beau
ties in the Diction I cou'd not find them, or at leaft 
they are very faint and very few. I can eafily believe 
what has been faid, that this is none of Shakcfpear's 
Play that he only introduc)d it and gave it fome few 
';fouches. rsuch Devils incarnate are not fit for 
the !Drama the Moor defcribes himfelf a Degree 

more 
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more abandon'd than the EYevil himfelf, and Tamora 
when La'!Jinia is feiz'd, and Baffianus kil1'd fhows 
her [elf not much better. This is fo contrary to 
Nature andArt, that all the Crimes are monftroufiy 
beyond the very Name of Scandalous. Well 
might Rap;ne throw the Infamy of Barbarity upon 
us, as a People divided from the reft of the World 
and wanti 1g that P.olitenef.~ and Civility, becaufe 
we lov'd Blood in our Recreations. But I think 
this only the Fault of the Poets, who have been 
too ignorant or to cowardly to venture on a 
Reformation of an Abufe, which prevail'd thro' 
the 1.\iiftake ot the firft Attempts this Way, fup~ 
pofing that Tragedy muft be fomething very 
barb:~rous and cruel ; and this falfe :rotion has 
ever fince fiWd the Scene with inhuman Vil1anies 
that ought to be feen no yvhere but at Tyburn, 
nay worft:, than ever fuffer'd in this Climate; which 
brings forth Me!l too brave to be guilty of fuch 
Inhumanities, and cannot therefore be pleas'd 
with them in the Reprefentation; at leaft wou'd 
be much better ple~s'd with the contrary PraC!ice 
according to the A:ncients. 

The Argument of Romeo and ry'uliet. 

The JV!onta(Jues and Caoulets two eminent Fami-
o l 

lies of Verona being at mortal Odds, Romeo the 
Son and Heir of Jlfontagues falls in Love with 
?fuliet the Hcirefs of the Capulet's, at a Mask, 
and {he with him. They agree, and are marry'd 
privately at Fry:1r Laurence's Cell. After which 
1)balt, a hot fiery Capulet meets Romeo in the 
Street and wou'd needs quarrel with him, but 
Romeo in Regard of his having juft marry'd his 
Coufin took all fo patiently, that Mercutio the 

Prince 
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Prince of Verona's Relation cou'd not Hear 1yb~:lt's 
lnfolence, fo fighting h~m is ki11'd, and Romeo on 
this,7Jb~Zlt returning, fights and kills him, and makes 
his Efcape to the Fryar's Cell. The Prince hcJr:. 
ing the Gafe from Ben'Volio, cortdems Romto to 
Banilliment on Pain _of Death; fo having paft the 
Night witti his Wife, by the Help of a Ladder of 
Cords, he goes to Mantua, the Fryar having a
greed to fend him News perpetually of his \Vife. 
But Count Pt;tris having been in Love with Ju
liet, preffes her Father to marry her out tif 
Hand, anu obtains his Suit. She to prevent it 
takes a Potion, that lhou'd make her feem dead, 
and fo 1he was bury'd in the Monument of the 
Family. Romeo hearing of her Death buys Poifon, 
and comes by Night to Verona, and going to lier 
Monument to taRe it and die there with hei·, 
finds Count Paris who forces him to· fight, and 
is kill'd by him, but then Rome9 enters the Mo~ 
nument, takes his Poifon and dies ; the Fryar 
comes and ·cyuliet awakes, finds Romeo dead and 
fo ftabs her felf and dies. The Prince and both 

· the Fathers being come tile Fryar and Rcmeo's 
Mah and P~ris's Page make a full Difcovery of the 
whole, fo the two Fathers are reconcil'd and re
folve to fet up Statues to them both. 

Tho' this Play have no lefs, than five or fix Miir~ 
thers, yet they are nothing akin to thofe of the 
foregoing Piece, thefe, for the moft Part, are the 
Effea of Heat and Paffion, and by Way of Duels, 
which Cufrom has given a fort of Reputation to, as 
being upon the Square. If therefore they are faulty, 
they yet are of that Nature, that we pity, becaufe e~ 
very Gentleman is liable to fall into. that by the Ne
cellity of Cuftom. Tho' this Fable is far from Drama-

A a tic 
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tic PerfecHon, yet it undeniably raifes Compaffion 
in the later Scenes. 

There are in it many Beauties of the Manners 
and Sentiments, and Dittion. The Charaaer of 
Mercutio is pleafant and uniform ; that of Tyb~tlt 
always equal; as indeed they all are; the Nurfe is 
a true Comic Character, tho' fome of onr Chit-ch~tt 
Poets wou'd look on it as Farce or low Come· 
d y. Tn Benvolio' s Account of Romeo to his Father 
·and Mother,are many fine, numerous and founding 
Lines. p. 2078, ~'. . 

Love is a Smoke made of the Fume t1f Sighs ; 
Being purg'd, a Fire, fparkling in Lovers ·Eyes 
Being vext a Sea, nourifh'd with loving Tears; 
What is it elfe ? A Madnefs moft defcreet, 
A choaking Gal1, and a P,referving Sweet. 

To point to particular Lines wou'd be endlefs 
-as this p. 2084- When the devout Religion If 
my Eye, &c. for there oftea comes a fine found· 
ing Verfe well exprefs'd in the mid'ft of others 
of little or no Beauty. Mercutio's Harangue on 
Dreams, p. 2088. is extreamly pleafant, and 
whimfical, the later End very good Satire. 

Of Dreamt. 

-True I talk of Dreams 
\Vhich are the Children of an idle Brain 
Begot of nothing but vain Phantafy, 
Which is as thin a Subftance as the Air; 
And more inconftant than the Wind who wooes 
Even now the frozen Bofom of the North, &c; 

p. 2089. . Wh~~ 
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What RQmeo fays on his ]irft feeing ']uliet is 

very pretty, p. 2090. 

' 
Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an e./Ethiop's Ear, &c. 

Whether Paffion be fo pregnant of Similes· as 
Romeo and juliet every where give us, I dare not 
determine, fince to fay that all they fpeak is not 
natural, wou'd be to provoke too many, that admir-e 
it as the Soul of Love. 

M,ercutio's conjuring for Romeo, p. 2094. is plea-
fant, tho' it ends a little too fmu ty for an Audi
ence. It begins Romeo, Humour., PaJJJon, Madman, 
Lover, &c. T<he Scene betwixt Romeo and 1uliet 
when he is in the Garden, and fhe at her \Vin
dow, tho' it contain many things, that wl not 
join with Probability., and tho' perhaps ShP:ke
fpea't like Cowly was a little corrupted by reading 
Petrarch, that modern Debaucher of Poetry in
to Conceits, and Conundrums; yet ~he Fancy is 
· s every where fo fine, and Nature fo agreeably 
painted, that we are pleas'd with the very Fuctu, 
and perfNade our felves that it is pure unfophifti
cat~d Nature, from p. 2095, to .p. 2100. And on 
the Earth and its ProdoB:s the Fryar fpeaks well. 
ibid. and p. 2101. And what he fays to Romeo on 
early Rifing is pretty enough. ibid. The Soliloquy of 
1uliet,p. 2108. contains feveral good Lines, as
Love's Heralds ~Jou'd be ,thoughts, which tet1rtimes 
f~tfter glide, &c. · 

Againft violent Delights. 
Thefe violent Delights have violent Ends, 
An~ in their Triumph die like Fire and Powder,. 
Wlilch, as they kifs confume, c5·c~ p. 21 ro .. 

A a 2 There 
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There are likewife a great many fine Lines i11 

1uliet's Soliloquy, p. 2 I I 6, and I 7. bat her Thought 
of cutting him out into little Srars, &c. is ridi
culous. The Parting of Romeo and 1uliet, p. 2126, 
&c. is very pretty. The Fryar's Comfort to the 
Father and Lover in their clamorous Sonow for 
the fuppos'd Death of c:Juliet, is not amifs. . 

Romeo's Defcription of the poor Apothuary, and 
his Shop is very good, p. 2 I 41· This Srory is taken 
out of Bandello's 'Novels. 

The Argument of Timon of Athens. 

Timon a Nobleman of Athens of a vaft Eftate and 
Riche<;, by his Bounty Brings himfelf to want, 
tries his Friends, who for fake him in his Diftrefs, 
and eny him the Money he defires to borrow 
of them. ~his makes him fo wild, that he leaves 
.Athens and retires. to a Wood where he turns Man
liater, but digging accidentily for Roots finds a 
hidden Treafure, of which he gives 'Alcibi~tdts, and 
his Whores great Store ; this brings feveral to 
him to make their Court in hopes of his fhi
ning agflin; but he defpifin~ all, gives only Mo
ney ro his faithful Steward who came to do him fer
vice in his Qifl:refs. The Senators come to make 
lhm Offc,rs anel Places to appeafe fi/cibiades, but h~ 
refufes· all with,. GMrfes on all Mankind. And 
dying leaves His Epitaph in thefe Words-

Here lies a wretched Cour(e, of wretched Life bereft, 
Seek not my M~me ; a Plag,,e con[ume you Caitijfs left. 
Here li~ i Timon, wh'o all living Men do hate, 
Pa~· b_;y •. ~tnd cwje tl~y .fill, bllt flay 11ot here thy Gt~te. 

Tlris 
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This Play is plainly taken from 'Lttcian's Timon, 

and I wonder that Shakefpear rather chofe to give 
Roman Names to his Perfons as Lucius, Lucullus, 
&c. than Gn.r.thonides, Philiadts, Demea.r a flattering 
Orator, from whence our Author ·reems to have 
taken his Poet; Thr~tfycles a Philofopher but not 
of 'Apimanthus's ld114, but a kover of Money or , 
rather a Hypocrite. Blap.fius, LacJJes, Gniphon. 
Apimanthus is indeed ShakeJPutr'~ own and much 
better for the End he introduces him, than Tb.ra ... 
fycles cou'd have been, t~o' the later i~ betterr in' 
Lfcian. .shakefpear h~s tHrown ,the 1ntamy on the 
Poet whtch 'Lur:ian threw on the · Otator ; not 
confid{ring, that Poets made another .fort · oti 
Figure in .ArhenJ where the SGene lies, th'l 
they do in England, the State tn~nking themt o 
ufeful to the Public, that on the Death of Eup!ilt..t 
in a Sea Fignt., all Poets were Jfor tire futare for· 
hiC! to go to the \Var. Yet a-P.ot!t me~hi11ks lh · ~ 
have more regard to his Art and himfelf, than eo 
bring in a Charafrer of one me.1n or ridiculo 1s, 
But Mr. Shadwell who has pretended to alter this 
Play has made him a very Scountlt~l, ·and the 
Players always take Care in Drefs and A:aron to 
m a Re him more fo. I 

Rut this is not the only thing in which l\tfr. ShPld-
well hJs ffijde thi~ Poem WO re i~ the Copy or 
Amendments, than it is in tlie ~ Origi al ; He has 
created two Ladies of his own with a very odd 
Befign. Meliffa ,he makes a Woman of Q!t~lity, 
and Honotir., but h 1s given her Q!nlities more 
abandon'd than a Proftitute ; and Evandra is ;t 

Whore profefs'd, but to her he h!ls given Grati
tude, Love, and Fidelity even to ' the forfaking of 
the World to bear the Hardlliips of Timon's IYrife
ri~s) to perfwade the Town that a Whore- is a 

A a 3 mole 
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On Ceremony or Complement. p. 2 I 68. 

-Ceremony was but devis'd at firfl: 
To fet a Glofs on faint Deeds, hollow Welcomes, 

r ,. ' (&c. 
The. Glory of this Life. 

Like Madnefs is the Glory of this Life, &c. p. 2171, 

The trying and Refufal o( the Friends is very . 
. ouching, and too natural and obvious to need a 

Comment; a Hint of this is in the latter End of 
Lucian's Dialogue of Timon. 

Againft Duelling, p. 2192. Tour Words have took 
.fuch l'ains as if they lttbour'd to bring .Manflaughter, 
&c. nor is Al ibiade's Anfwer much amifs, ibid. 

-& ~ The 
~ t .... 
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The falfe Supper T.i1J$on invites his falfe Friends 

to is al1 Shakefpear's Contrivance. Timon's Curfes 
on A.thtns in the Beginning of the fourth Act, p. 
li97, and 8. is worthy his Rage and Paffion. 
-0! thou Wall, that giraleft in thoj; rVolves, &c. 
The parting of the Servants fomething touching, 
p. 2119· Timon's Speech, P· 1200. tho' difguis'd 
too much in affeCled Words contains good fatirical 
Reflections. 

On Gola. 

-::r:-.:" Thus much of this wi\1 make 
Black White, Foul Fair ; Wrong Right; 
Bafe Noble; Old Young; Cowards Valient, &c~ 

• ~ . . (p. 2 2 0 I • 

Tne Scene betwixt him, Alcibiades., Tim-andra, 
&c. is full of wholefome Satire ag~inft Whoring, 
&c. 2202, and 3, 4, and S. and the Speech of 
Timof! after they are gone out is ver:v Moral., 2205; 
The Scene betwixt Timon and ..ilpamantus from 
1.205, to 22 It. contains many fine RefleCtions and 
I::ines, the whole being very Dramatic. 

Gold. 2216. 

What a God's Gold, that he is wodhip'd 
In a oafer Temple, th~n where Swine Feed ? 
'Tis thou, that rigg'ft the Bark, and plow'ft the · 

(Foam · 
Settle!F admired Reyerence in. a Slave, ~c. 

In lhort the Scenes betwixt him and his St~Nard, 
and the S-enators and him are worth Readin'g. The 
Epitaph feems to be taken from this, 

Hie 'Jaceo, vita miftrttq; inopiq; folutus 
Nomen ne qu~rar, fed m.tle tuteperi. 

· Aa4 The 
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-Th~ 'Argument of J~lius c~rar. 
. , . 

Ca.iuJ 'Julius [!~far having now vanquifh'd: atl hi$ 
Enemies, ana fixt himfelf in the perpetual Difl~ttor
flJip. The Party of Liberty confpir'd to 'd"ifpatch 
him; Caius Caffius, Metellus, Cimber, Cafca and Bru_tus 
agree to Stah him in the Senate Houfe. He is 
deter'd by Dr:ams Prodigies, and his ~ife' Cal • 
. purnia's Prayers from going to the Senate that Day 
being the Ides of M~trch, but Decimus B1·utus and 
the other Confpirators coming to him perfwade 
him from hii Superftition, fo he goes, and by the 
WC!Y receives a Paper of the ConfpiratQrs but will 
not look at it. In the Senate Houfe MeteUus 
Cimber kneels to bcgg the Repeal of ~is Brothers 
tianithment; which when C~f"-r denies they all come 
in the fame Manner, till Cafca gives the fitft Stab 
when Brutus wounds him he falls with et tu Brute ? 
11.ntbony being drawn afide by Trebonius flies away 
op the Noife of C~for's Death, but coming to them 
oy Permiffion, agrees with the Murtlierers, and 
obtains Leave to bury and praife C£.{ar ' in the 
J\tlarket Place or Forum according to cuftom.. 
Brutus having firft given the People an Account 
of what the Confpirators had done, and juftify'd 
it vyith Reafons; Anthony makes fuch an Oration 
that he fets the People in a N1utiny who burn the 
Confpir~tors Houfes, &c. l!rutus, and Caffius 
and the Reft of them flie out of Rome. At the 
Camp ~t Sardis Caffius meets firurus, and there 
happens a .Q4arrel betwi~t th~~ aboqt Brutus's 
not pardonmg ~ Luc~~ f~/~a and on Caffius not fend~ 
ing l\tioney td pay the Army. This being over 
and they Frienq~ and feparated the Ghoft of Gtf4r 
~~ppears to Brutus and fays he'll meet him again as 

. . . Philippi 
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Philippi. Whether when r the Armies are gone 
OEJavius and Mark Anthon.x, fo11ow fight and beat 
them:, Caffi.us kills h~mfelf on a Miftake, and Brutus 
o liis bei'i\g clofe purfu'd. 

t This rlay or Hiftory ,is call'd 1ulius Cefar tbo' 
if ought ·.rather to be c 11'd Marcus Brutus ; c~ .. 
[iJ.r is the .fhorteft -and m off inconfiderable Part in 
it, and be is kilrd in the beginning of the third 
Aff. . But Brutus is plainly ~lie lliining, and dar
ling Character of the Poet ; and is to the E,nd of 
the Play the moft confiderable Perron. If it .had 
been properly cal1'd 1uliu$ c~,{kr it ought to have 
ended ·at his ,Deatli, and tnen it had been much 
mor r~ ular, · natural and beautiful. , But then 
the Moral muft.natul;ally have been the Punifh· 
mentor ill Succefs -ot T~ranny. . , 

J K:nQw that a noble Man of great Jupgment in the 
Drama, is ana has · been, for (ome time altering 
this Play. In which 1 believe Shakefpear will have 
a better . Fate, than in moft of thofe. which have 
been alter'd: For generally t·hey who have un
dertaken this Province have been careful to leave 
all the Faults, and to rob him of many of the 
ijeauties ; , But this has been becaufe few, who have 
attempted it, knew more of the Art of the Stage, 
than our Author, and wanted his Genius to reldh 
thofe things, w bi(;h were really good. But the 
principal Character Ct{ar, that is left fo little 
touch'd by Sh~tkefpear, will merit his Regard; and 
the Regulation of the Defign. without Doubt wilt 
be Objea of his Care and Study; and then there 
cannot be fo much of this remaining, as to rob the 
Alterer of the Honour of the whole; for the two 
beft ,things in the Play are after the Death of Ce
far where the Action Ends, viz... the Orations of 
.llrutus and Anthony, and the QuarreLbetwixt Erutus 

.~nd 
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and Cajfius. Thefe Orations are indeed the Be .. ' 
ginning of a new Attton the Death of BrutuJ and 
Ca]Jius, ~nd h1ve nothing (in a· Dramatic Senfe) 
to do . with the Death of C£Jar which is the firll: 
.A:Cl:ion. But this is a Part of the Dr~m~ which. 
our Shake/pear is not to be accountable for; We 
fliall therefore proceed to thofe Beauties of .which 
lie is undoubtedly: Mafter. The M~tnners firft, and 
here I think lie is gene aUy wonderful, for there 
is the Likenefs in all, and a perfect Convenience, and 
Equality. · 1 

' -

What M~rk Anthony fay:s to the imaginary Peo• 
pie of Shake/pear's Rom~, are fo artful, fo finely 
taken from the very Nature of the thing,tnael que
ftion whether what the real Mark Anthony fpoke 
cou'd be more moving or better calculated to 
that Effea. Plutarch fays nothing of it, but .we 
find that Appian lias given us fome Fragments, of 
.Anthony's Oration on this Occafion which in Ho
nour of our Shake [pear I'll trantcribe ; for tlio' he 
feems to follow this Author chiefly in his Play yet 
has he not borrow~d the Oration either of Brutus 
or Anthony tho' one he form'd there entire, and 
the other fo fupply'd that he might eafily gather 
the Gonnection. v 

It is not juft, Gentlemen, thAt I alone jhou•d ttn• 
dtrtake the funeral Pr~tifos of this great Man ; it 
trJere fitter his Country did declare them .. · I will, there
fore, with the Voice of the Republick, and not my own, 
only make Recital of thofe Honours, which whilft he 
was living the People of Rome confirm' d upon him for 
his Virtues. · t 

~ Having , 



R£ M A 1t K son the Plays ofShai{efpe3;r. 3?9 
' Having faid this he began with a fad a d 

'forrow ulC untenanc~ the Recital o£ C£jar's glo· 
' rious Titles; pronouncing every thing diftinct· 

' ly; and ftopping more \>articularly at thofe by) 
' which they had made htm more than Man; a5 
' ,Sacred, laviolable, Father of hi.t Country, Benefailor, 
' Prince and many others, which till then had ne .. 
' ver been given to any Man. At every Word 
' turning towards the Body, and animati g hi ·· 
' Speech by his Gefture, and when he pronounc'd 
' any one of thofe Titles, added fome intennin"' 
' gled Terms of Grief and Indignation; as when 
' he recited the Decree of the Senate caning him 
' Father of hi.t Country __.!..See there, faid be, th~ 
Tejhmony of your Acknowledgements -and in 
pronouncing thcfe Words-- Holy, Sacred, lnviol!Jble, 
and the Refuge of the miferable, he added- never 
4ny one, that fled to him f.or·Ref"ge perijh'd; y_et he 
himfelf is Murder'd, tho, made HolJ ana Sacred by "ur 
Decrees, without having ex~iled thefe ·ritles from uJ, 
or ever dejir'd them. And furely we are in a fl:Ame-
ful Slavery indeed, if we give thofe Titles to unwor-
thy Perfons, who never ask them of us. But Oh! fp.ith .. 
ful Citiz..en.t you purge your [elves well from thi1 Re
proach by the Honours you now pay his Memory. 
After this reciting the ACl ot the Oath, by which 
they were all oblig'd to Guard the Perfon of C4'far, 
and to employ all their Forces fo, that if any at
tempted his Perfon,~ whocver expos'd not his Life 
in his Defence fbou'd be execrable, he rais'd his 
Voice, and extending his Hands towards the ea .. 
pitol, cry'd out- Oh! Jupiter! ProteEtor of. my 
Country behold me ready to revenge as I have [worn, 
and jipce it is a thing re[olv'd by the 'Judgment of all 
good Men, I befeech thee with all the other Gods to 
~e j.1vourable to me. A Tumult hereupon arifwg 

. . among 
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among the Senators, who believ'd thefe Words to 
be manifeftly addrefs'd to them, .Anthony to ap
peafe them turn'd the Difcourfe, and faid- But 
Gentlemen, thit Accident mu.ft rather be attributed 
to fome God, than to Men; and we ought rather t~ 
provide ~ainft the prefent Nectffities, than [peak of 
thingr pajr, ftnce we are threaten'd with extream Mi. 
feries for th~ future,- and are upon the Point of fa/[. 
ing again into our ancient Seditions, and the {eeinr 
all the Nobility of the City perifo. Let us then Co~ 
duEt this facred Perfon among the Gods folemnly in 
mournful Elegies finging his Prttife-- After having 
faid thefe Words he tuck'd up his Robe, as if h~ 
l1ad been poifefs'd with fome Spirit, and girding 
it about him, that he might ha\re his Hands more · 
at Liberty he went, and plac'd himfelf near the 
Bed where the Corps lay upon an eminent Place, 
and opening the Curtain, and l9oking in he be
gan to fing his Praifes, as of a Celeftial Divinity. 
And the better to make him be believ'd to be of 
that Rac:e, he lifted his Hands up to Heaven; 
reciting even to the Lofs of Breath, his Wars, 
his Combats, his Victories; the Nations he had 
fubdu'd; the Spoil I) he had brought away fpeaking 
of every thing as a Miracle; and crying out ma· 
ny times --Thou alone llrt he, rvhfJ haft return,d 
Yiilorious frfJm fo many Fights: Thou alone art be, 
who haft reveng'd thy Country of the Injuries done her 
for three hundred Tears together, and c:mjfrain,d Peo,. 
pie till then imdomitable, who alone took tlitd butht 
the City to a.rk P~trdon on their Knees. Having faid 
thefe things and many more., as of a divine Per .. 
fon he lower'd his Voice, and in a mournful Tone 
with Tears in his Eyes, lamented the unworthy 
Death of his Friend, wHhing that he cou'd redeem 
his Life with his own, and at length ab:lndoning 

himfelf 
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liimfelf to Grief he was fo far tranfported as to 
difcover the Body of Cctfar, and to lhow at the 
Top of his Pike his Robe pierc'd with the Stabs, 
he had receiv'd., and all ftain'd with his Blood, &c. 

I have given all this from Appion, that the Rea ... 
der may fee, as it were the whole Procedure of 
.Anthony on this Occafion, and from this make a 
Judgment on his Oration; and what Sh~tke[pear has 
made him fpeak: \Vhich if not fo adapted to the 
Roman People, certainly was ve1 y agreeable to 
them as reprefented by him in his Play. 

The other thing in this Play is the famous 
Q!Jarrel betwixt Brutus and Caffius in the fecond 
Scene of the fourth AC!. This has always receiv'd 
a ju(t Applaufe., and has by Mr. Dryden in his 
Preface to Troilus and Crejfida been prefer'd to 
a no lefs famous Scene of a Quarrel betwixt 
.Agamemnon a~d Menelaus in the Iphigenia in Auli~ of 
Euripides. H1s Words are thefe-- The Occafion 
of which Shakefpear, Euripidei, and Fletcher have 
llll taken is the 'fame, Grounded upo1t Friendjl,ip; and 
the Q3~1;-rel of two Vertuous Men rais'd by natural 
Degrees to the Extremity of Pajfion, iJ condufled in 
Aft three to the Declination of the (ame Paffion, and 
concludes with the warm renewing of their Friendjl,ipt. 
But the particular ground Work, which Shakefpear h'IZ.t 
taktn is incomp~trllbly the beft ; becau{e he has not only 
rhofen two Df the greateft Hero'.r of their Age ; but 
has likewife interefled the Ltberty of Rome and their 
own Honours, who were the Redeemers of it, in the 
Debate. 

I hope it will be no· Injury to our Countryman 
to do Juftice to an old G'rtek Poet of the firft IVlag
pitude. To that End I muft needs fay, that the 
Advantage lVIr. Dr)'den gives to the Briton, is e· 
qually due to Euripider, for certainly Agamemnon 

and 
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and Menelaus, in the Poetic World at leaft and 
in the Syffem of Hero's in the Time Eu;ipidn 
\V rote, were as great as Brutus and Caffius, one of 
whom perhaps cannot carry away the Prize of 
the greateft Hero of his Age without fome Bi
fpute. Next in the Quarrel of Euripides, not the 
Difappointment of fome Pay of Legio 1s, or the 
J!)enial of quitting a Man guilty of Bribery, which 
both were paft, but the Fate, the Glory, and the 
Honour. if not the Safety of all Greece depended 
on the Ground of their Difference. 
• But whether this of Shakejpear be either fo 

well prepar'd, have thofe fine Turns in it, or come 
as natur:'ally to its Declination as this of Euripides; 
I leave to the judgement of the Reader. But I 
muft defire that fome Grains_ of Allowance may be 
made the Stranger for the Badnefs of a Tranfiati
on, which however good muft fall much £hort of 
the Beauties of the Original. 

To £hew the Preparation of this Quarrel I fuall 
give the Argument of the firft Att, for Mr. 
Barnes In his Edition ·of Euripides had divided his 
Plays into Aas. · 

Agamemnon now repenting that he had ttgreed tfl 

the Sacrificing of his Dau.ghter, in the night Time con
fults with ar. old faithful Servant of his how to prevent 
her Arrival in the Camp, wherejhe was hourly expelled 
with her Mother Clytemnefi:ra. To thi.r ServaJJt 
therefore he entrujfs pt, Letter to be deliver'd to his Wife, 
in which he defires her not to bri11g Iphigenia to Aulis. 
In this AEl Agamemnon declares the firft Seeds of the 
Trojan 1'£xpedition, and gives An Injight into the prefont 
Fables. 

The fecondjAa begins with Menel~tus intercept· 
ing the Meffenger, and ftriving to get the Letter 
from him. 

Old 
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Ola Man. 0 ! Menelaus ! fpare your fclf a Guilt 

Unworthy of your felf and of :your Fame ' 
Mene. No, more, no more, thou'r.t to th'y Lord 

too faithful. . · . 
Old M. "8.' upbraid me with a Yirtue not a Crime.' 
Mene. If thou perfift thou fhalt full foon repent 

tb~e. (feize. 
Old M. They are the King's Difpatchesyou wou'd 

And thofe you ought not, Sir, to violate. 
Men. Thou ought'ft not, Wretch, by guilty 

Faith mHied, 
To bear Perdition to the GreciAn Glory. ~ 

Old M. Of that am I no Judge-·-forgoe my Packet.· 
Men. I will not. 
Old M. or will I quit it. 
Men. Or let it go, or from my Hand recieve 

Immediate Death. 
Old M. l count it Glory for my Lord to die. 
Men. Villain let go thy Packet- dares a grov-

1ing Slave · 
Contend in faucy Words with mighty ~ings. 

Old M. My Lord ! my Lord ! 0 ! .)Jgamemnon 
hear me! . 

With violent Hands he robs m~ of thy Letters. 

Enter Agamemnon. 

:.Agam. What Noife? what Tumult's this within 
my Hearing. (unfold. 

Old M. Hear me, - great Sir, I will the Truth 
.Agam. Why, Menelaus, haft thou 'bus a bus'd 

My faithful Servant ?. : 
Men. Ha! .Agamemnon! Gods ! immortal Gods ! 

Turn~ turn thy guilty Eye, and look on me ! 
lf ftill thou canft behold my injur'd Face. 
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A (am. Yes did the deadjy Bafalisk it felf 

Ride on thy fiery Balls I thus durft view thee
The Son of Attreus will by none be Brow beat. 

l'vfen. See'ft thou thefe Letters full ofbafeContents? 
Agam. Yes I do fee them, and in them thy Crime, 

Which I --but give 'em to me ftrait.-
Men. Not till the Grecifln Chiefs have heard them 

read. 
-.Agam. And have you then - but fure yo11 

durft not do't: · 
Thou durft not break thy Soveraigns Letters open. 

Men. Y ~s, yes, I know ,twill vex thy haughty Soul 
.To ha'fe thy" fecret Treafons thus expos'd. 

Agam. 0 ! all ye Gods ! what Infolence is this? 
Men. From Argos you ex pea yourDau.ghter here? 
Aga. And what have you to do witli faucy Eye 

To over-look my Attions? , . 
Men. My Will, Sir, is my Right,··- Urn not thy 

Slave. 
Agam. 'Tis we1l,Sir, wondrous welt, that 18upream 

Of Lords and Kings muft be depriv'd the Right 
To Govern my own Family as I pleafe! ... 

Men. You are not fit t' enjoy that commonRightf 
Your Mind's unfettled, veering as the w·nd .. 
For, with thy felf at War, it now determines 
One thing, the following Moment whirls about 
And then defigns another; nor fix'd in that 
Succeeding Minutes vary your Refolves . . 

Atram. Oh ! Spite, fpite fpite! a fpit~ful Tongue 
o is odious. , 

Men. But an inconftant and a various Mind 
Is frill unjuft, and frill to Friends unknown. 
Your felf I will lay open to your felf . 
But let not Pride and Anger make you Deaf, 
A verfe to Truth -I tha 11 not praife you much6 

Look b1ck, look back, recall recall the Time 
When 
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Wh~n your Ambition zealoufiy purfu'd 
Supream Command o'er all the Grecia;t Chiefs, 
To lead our vengeful Arms to treacherous Troy. 
An humble Seeming you indeed put on, . 
As if you'd fhun what moft your Heart delir'd. 
How lowly then! how fawning then on All! 
With flattering Hand you courted every one; 
Your Gat~s fet wide to the inglorious Vulgar; 
Familiar with the Meaneft ; hearing All, 
And feeking thofe, who fought not Agame~motz. 
Yes, with obfequious Bows you brib'd the l\llob 
To give that Empire, you fo i\1 can bear. 
No fooner had you gain'd your Wifh, Comm~tnd, 
But all your fupple Manners were thrown by. 
You to your Friends no more confefs'd the Friend; 
Hard of Accefs., and rarely feen abroad; 
All mean and low ! A Man of Honour fhou'd 
Then be moft fixt, and zealous for ~is Fri nds, 
When by his Fortune he can moft affift them. 
As foon as I perciev'd this fhameful Error, 
I like a. Friend and Brother told you of it. 
Again ·in Aulis here . 
Since the great Gods dcny'd to fwell our Sails 
With profperous Gales., your haughty Spirit fe1l; 
You were difmaid, dejetled, and forlorn. 
The Grecians cry aloud to be difmifs'd, 
And not to lan guilb in this Port in vain. 
How wretched had ft thou been, and how ingloriou", 
How full of Anguifh, Agonies of Death? 
Had you then ceas'd to lead thtfe ftrong Batalions 
To fill the Tro;an Fields with warlike Greeks? 
In this Diftrefs you then cou'd think of me, 
Ask my Advice how to avoid this Shame. 
But then when Calchas from the Vittims found, 
Your Daughter offer'd at Diana's Altar, 
Wou'c.l give the Gneh a fafe and fpecdy VO)'JF,e; 

B b Thf 



3 86 R E :M A R K ·s on the Plays of Shakefpear. 
Thy well pleas'd Eyes confefs'd the fudden Joy 
That fpread it felf thro' all thy inward Pow'rs, 
Thy ready Tongue decbr'd thy willing Mind 
That fhe fhou'd know the Goddefs facred Knife; 
Free, unconftrain'd, and not by any Force; 
Pretend not that, your high Commands you fent, 
That fhe to Aulis fhou'd with fpeed repair; 
Deciev'd by thee, with the falfe promis'd Joy 
Ot being t ite long-wifu'd Bride of great Achilles. 
But here by a fl:range Whirleand Change of \Vil1, 
You other Letters fend to countennand her. 
You will not be the Murthercr of your Daughter! 
How many thus with an unfteady Hand 
Do fi"'cr the dangerous Helm of Government, 
Fond to engage in fome great bold Detign, 
Y t t fwift to quit it when they are engag'd. 
A w 'd by the People fome, and fome more juftly 
Compcll'd to guard from Foes their own Domi· 

nions. 
Bnt I the unh:q)py Fate of Greece deplore 
All arm'd, and ready to aifault the Foe, 
And with fu 11 Glory quafh the proud Barbarian, 
Are left their Sport and Scorn-
For the Repofe of the great Agamemnon! 
Oh! ne'er advance a IVIan for \Vealth, or Power, 
\Vifdom alone deferves fupream Command, 
And a wife Man is naturally a King. 

Cbor. All Brothers QJ arrels are unhappy Things. ' 
.Agam. With Truth I fhaU reproach you, in few 

Words, 
For Infolet)ce like this deferves not many, 
A Brother's N,1me !halJ teach my injur'd Tongue 
A Modefty, it feems, to you unknown. 
Tho) LV[oddty does feldom touch the Bafe, 
For when bright Honour has the Breaft forfook, 
Seldom c0nfederate l\llodefty prevails. 

Then, 
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Then, tell me, Sir, the Caufe of all this Rage? 
Whence all this Anger ? whence this Indignation? 
Who is't that injures or affronts you here? 
What is't you want? pray what is your Defire ? 
Your virtuous Wife? your happy nuptial Sr.ate? 
At my Expence muft I reftore your Wifhes ? 
Which when poffeft your own ill Condutt loft you? 
What to regain your beauteous faithlefs \Vif'e 
Wou'd you thus tread on Honefty and Reafon ? 
The Pleafures of ill Men are evil all! 
Oh! vain! oh! doating Maanefs ! oh ! blind$olly! 
The Gods, indulgent to thy ·Happinefs, 
Have rid thee of a falfe, injurious Wife, 
And thou fond Fool now burnft with ftrange Defire, 
To force the diftant Plague home to thy Bofome 1 
The Suters to this Helena with you 
Each 1 by falacious Hope of her b~tray'd _ 
To Tynd'rU6 [wore that with united Arms 
They wou'd defend the happy Man fhe chofe. 
Apply to thefe, with thefe purfue the War 
But confcious of the Weaknefs of that Oath, 
Compell'd by Fraud or Folly, you defpair · 
If I forfake your foul detefteu Caufe, 
Will not be ftrong enough to lead them on . 
But Menel.fus, this allure thy felf, 
My guiltlefs <Child for you I fltall not tntud er. 
Shou'd I comply wild 1-Iorror. and Remorfe 
·wou,d haunt my daily Thoughts and nightly 

Slumbers. 
What I have faid is, Sir, fo plain and eafie, 
You need no Comment to explain my lVIeaning. 
But if you ftill to Juftice will be blind 
llhall however, Sir, protett my own. 

Chor. This diff~rs from the former, yet it teaches, 
That of our Children we fuou'd take jnft Care. 

Bh 2 
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Men. 0! Gods ! how very wretched am I grown! 

I have no Friends! 
A rram. Yes, yes, you fha U have Friends 

If y~q will not deftroy 'em. • 
Me1J. Oh! in what 

In wh1t do you confefs the Friend and Brother, 
Of the fame Father born? 

Agam. l fhall be wife 
Not mad with you. 

Men. Friends Griefs are common. (Harm: 
.Ag:t.m. Then call me Friend, when you defi·gn no 
Men. This Obftinacy 's vain, for fore thou knowfr 

In this thou muft contend with Greece, not me. 
Agam. Greece too, like tl,ee, by fome ill Fury's 

haunted. 
Men. Oh ! proud, and vain of Empire! thou be· 

· To that, thy Brother. But I fhall apply (tray'ft 
To other Arts, and other Friends for Juftice. [Going. 

Enter Me.ffi:rJger~ 

Mef[. 0! Arramemnon King of all the Greells," 
I brin~ you pl;a fin~ News ! now in the Camp 
Your Daughter Iphigenia is arriv'd, 
And Clytemnejfra your beloved Queen, 
With young Orejfes.--This Royal Troop 
After fG long an Abfence muft be welcome. 
With Speed l came before to bring the News. 
The Army throngs -to fee the glorious Sight. 
Some talk of Nuptials for the Royal Virgin; 
Some, that fhe comes to be in faGred Rites 
Of great Diana here initiated. .. 
But you, 0 ! Agamemnon! .crown your Brows, ' 
A:td, Menelaus, £hare the Nuptial Joys· 
Let Mufic and the Dancers celebrate 
This happy Day. 

Agam. 
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A(Jam. Thy Zeal and Joy I do commend, be gone, 

I of 0
the reft will take peculiar Care. 

Ah ! me! Oh ! -Oh ! wr.etched Agamemnon! 
· What fuall I fay? Oh ! where ilia l1 I hegi n ? 
Inca what Noofe of Fate am I now fal'n! 
'Tis the malicious Cunning of my Fortune 
Thus to prevent my jufr paternal Care .! 
Oh! happy State of mean, and low Degree! 
There Grief at Liberty may vent her Moans. 
And give their mournful Thoughts a plaintive 

Tongue! 
But Greatnefs is coufin'd to hateful Form! 
The People us, not we the People govern_. 
l'rond Majefty denies my Woes Relief, 
Shame flops the flowing Torrent of my Grief; 
Hut not to weep is yet a gt cater Shame! 
Thus a chain'd Slave I prove to a great Name .. 
I muft curb Nature, and deny its Courfe; 
And the' l'm fal'n i t? the greateft Woe, 
:fhat anY, mortal Wretch cJn ever ~now; 
Yet in my Breaft the Anguiili mufl: contain 
And ..,only I ·my felf . muft know my Pain. 
But Oh! my Wife! what !hall I f.ay to her? 
How fualll meet her? with what Lool<s behold her? 
Her coming has redogblcd a\1 my \Voe! 
Sre comes unfent for, no invited Gueft. 
Yet who can blame the tend er lVIottier?s Care, 
To do the dcareft Office to her Child? 
But now the foul perfidious C.wr~ fhe'U find 
Of her moll: inau1picious Journey. 
Or how fua\1 [ re!hain the b~rfting Tears, 
When I receive the tender haple[s Vit gin 1 
Ha! now methinks I fee her Suppliant K1.eel 
With lifted Hands, and upcaft ftreaming E y 
And trembling Lips thus pittiful1y pl 'adin · 
Oh ! Father will you kill me? i' ·o l • 
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A Father's Hand give me to fuch Nuptials? 
And then the little Infant young Oreftes 
In broken Sounds, and yet intelligible 
Accufe me of his dearefi: Sifter's Murder ! 
Alas! alas! how have the curfed Nuptials 
Of the Barbarian Paris thus deftroy'd me! 
For he has brought thefe curfed Evils on me. 

Men. Give me your Hand, give me your dear 
Hand! 

Agam. Here take it for it is your Victory. 
Men. By Pelops our Grandfire and our Father 

:At reus 
I fwear; my Brother., what I'm ~oing to fa.y 
Are the fincereft DiB:ates of . my Mind. 
I coo'd not fee the Tears fall from thy Eyes, 
Thy awful Eyes but Pity fplit my Soul, 
And the big Drops run tumbling down my Face. 
My Rage ebb'd out apace, and now I fee, 
I ought not to be happy by thy Mifery. 
Now by the Gods you lhall not touch your E>aughter 
Thy fphigenia is, for me, immortal. 
\Vhy fbou'd thine dye, and mine remain alive. 

· .fielen is not fo dear to this fond Breaft, 
To mak~ me trample Nature under foot; 
And purtpafe her Embraces by thy Blood. 
The heat of Youth, and my untam'd Defire 
Made me fpeak madly when I urg'd the Deed. 
Oh! 'tis a dre~dful thing to fl y ones Child 
To dip our Hands in pur own -Off-fprings Blood. 
'Tis monftrous! 'tis unnatural. ---
No. et the Army be difmifs'd with Speed 
And march awa¥ from Au!iJ to their Homes; 
But ccafc thy Te r~, by Heav'n I cannot bear them. ~ 
J never will urge more the fatal Theme. 
By all the Gods fhe ihall not dye for me, 
For what has fhe to do with Helena? 

By 



hard Fate 
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The ViB:im that Diana has requir'd. 
The Army won by thefe his fmooth Pretences 
Both you and I fhaU fa\1 by their dire Rage; 
Yet by our Death not fave my Daughtet's Life. 
Suppofe we fled to Argo1 from the Camp: 
My Flight with Sword, and Fire they wou'd purfue 
And lay my Country wafte. It wonnot be! 
I muft be wretched and my Child muft die.! 
Thus Woe and IY1ifery furround me! 
Into thefe Streights the Gods reduce me! 
But Oh! my Brother! this alone canft thou, 
Let not my Wife the fatal Bufinefs know 
Before my Child I've offer'd up to Pluto. 
Th:1t with the feweft Tears I may, I he on· 

happy. 
Tho' I have taken feme Latitude in the Tranfl~:

tion and made bold to leave out fometimes a Word 
or two, and fometimes a Line or two, which re· 
lated more to Cuftom, than the Paffion, yet I 

· have been far from making Euripides Amends for 
.. what he lofes in the ~T.ranfiation. As it is 1 leave 

it to be by the Reader compare<l with that of Mr. 
Dryden in Troilus and Greffiaa, 'and that of Shake
fpear in this IHay. 

' This ind~ed is a jufter Way of the Tryal of 
our Poets excelJing ·the Ancifnts, tHan what Mr. 
Hales of Eaton, my Lord Falkland, &c. took in 
the Comparifon of Topics for if he here prevail, 
l1e will indeed get a ViClory in a real Province of 
Poetry. I am furpris'd that fo judicious a Poet as 
Racine fbon'd omit this admirable Scene in his 
jphigenia in Aulis, ~~the fa m~ time that he made 
a qaarrelling Scene betwiXt .. Agamemnon and 
Ach£/lu. I Have faid fo much on the two moft beau
tiful Parts of tqis Pl<i y, that I (hatl leave the reft 
tn the Relder, this bei_ng a Play fo o_ften acted that 
they arc obvious to every Body~ Of ' . . . , 
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Of Lowlinefs or Humility. 

------But is a common Proof 
That Lowlinefs is young Ambition's Ladder 
\V hereto the Climber upward turns his Face, &c. 

P· 2244· 

• 
On Confpir~tcy. · 

---0 ! Confpiracy ! 
Sham'ft thou to fuew thy dangerous Brow by Night? 
When Evils are moft free, &c. P· 2246. 

There is one thing in this Play which I remark 
'for thofe. judicious Gentlemen, who by a [welling 
gouty Style have Jet up forfine Language in the Dra
ma. The Stile of this Play is gener.ally 1-peaking 
plain, eafie and natural. 

The Argument of Mackbetb. 

Duncan King of Scotli:n~d has two Sons Malco~me 
and Donalbain, his General againft the Rebels and 
Nor:weighians (who then . invaded that Country) is 
Mackbeth a Kinfman of the Crown, and with him 
is join'd in Commiffion Ban quo ; who returning vi
ltorious on an open Heath, meet with three :\\'itch
es, who falute Mackbeth tbree times, the laft Salu
tation being King- thttt fluzll be. Their other Sllu
tations proving true, he and his \V ife refol ve to 
make the third fo. In the Night therefore they mur
ther Dunetm, and hy it on his Chamberlains, Malfolm 
and Donalbain fly away~ on w hi eh they a re accus'd 
of having emplofd them to k~ll their Fathe , fo 
the Eleaion falls on Mackbe._th who being now 
King has Banquo murdered for ·Fear of his Race, 

for 



I need not fay any thing here about the Witches, 
"ftnce what I hav.e faid of them ana Spirits in the 
Tempeft is fufficient, he has drawn thofe Chimera's 

· wonder-
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wonderfully, and made them Forms and Ceremo
nies acc9rding to their black Myfteries. 

Life. 

Life's but a walking Shadow, a poor layer, 
That ftruts and frets his Hour on th~ Stage 
·And then is heaxd no more. It is a ifale 
Told by an Ideot· full of Sound and Fury 
Signifying nothing. . ~~ 

The Argument of Hamlet Prince of Denmark. 

Ha.mlet Son of tne former King of Denmark is 
put afide the Elettiori y 'flis Uncle Claudius, who 
marry'tl his Mottier foon ·after his Father's Death ; 
which was fucceeded by the walking of the Ghol.b 
of the d~ceas'd King ; Hamlet being inf0rm'd of. 
it goes to the Watch fees and fpeaks to the Ghoft, 
who tells him, that his Uncle who now po.freffefs 
his. Throne and Wife, murder'd him as he lay a
fleep in his Garden by pouring Poifon into his 
Ear. So <letiring Revenge the Ghoit vanifhing, 
Hamlet obliges all .wno had feen it to 'keep 
the Secret and by no means difcovcr., that they 
had beheld any fuch Sight. Hamlet afflnnes a fort 
of Madnefs, and the Quee.n loving him very well 
is felicitous to know the Gaufe, which PoloniuJ the 
Lord Cliarnberlain perfuades to He tbe ~ ve of 
his Daughter, on her reje6:ing his Letters a~d 
Addrefs according to her Brothers and Fathers 
Orders. Hamlet willing to difcover w nether the 
Ghoft had told him true orders fome Players who 
came then to Elfinor to Aa »fuch a Part, as the 
Ghoft had ·inform'd him the King had been guilty 
of, defiring HorAtio' his Friend to obferve him all 

the 
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the Action, but when the P oifoning of his Brother 
in the Garden came to be AB:ed the King unable 
to fee more rifes up and breaks off the Play. 
This confirms HPZmlet in his Refolution of reven
fl,ing his Father's Death. But the King highly af
fetted with this retires while his Mother is or
der'd to check him for his Conduct, but Polonius 
advifes the King to let him hide himfelf to over 
bear what parfes betwixt them for fear the Mo
ther's Indulgence fbou'd not difcover all. As Hamlet 
is going to his Mother he finds the King 'at Pray
ers, and therefore will not kill him becaufe he took 
his Father in his Sins. He is fo rough with his 
Mother, that fhe crys out help, and Polonius a
larm'd does the fame but Hamlet taking him for the 
King kills him behind the Arras, then charges the 
Queen home with her fault ot marrying her Hus
band's Brother, &c. owns that he is not Mad, the 
Ghoft of his Father comes into the Room, which 
heightens her Agony. They part the Queen pro
mifing not to reveal ought to the King. The 
King is refol v'd to fend Hamlet to England with 
Rofencro{s and Guildenftern, with private Orders 
for him to be put to Death there, but H~tmlet aboard 
gettin~ their Commiffions from them found the 
fatal Order and keeps i.t, fupplying the Place with 
a frelh Order to put the AmbaJfadors to Death; 
fo he comes back and in the Church finds a Grave 
digging for Ophelia, who running Mad on her Fa· 
ther's Death, was Drown~d and Laertes coming 
back from France was but. juft hinder'd from re· 
venging his Father's Death on the Kiag, but is 
affur'd, that 'he wou'd help in his Revenge by 
ingaging Hamlet to try his Skill with him at Foils 
whilft Hamlet fuou'a have a Blunt and Laertes a 
Sharp which he poifon'd. J:?Clt in the Scuffle the 

· Queen 
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Q!Ieen drinks to Hamlet hut drinks the Poifon 

. prepar'd by the King for Hamlet , who being now 
wounded got the Sharp from Laertes and wounds 
him, the Queen crys out that fhe is Poifon'd, and 
fo Hamlet kills the K·ng; Laertes confeffes the 
Contrivance and Dies, as Uimlet does immediatly 
after. 

Tho' I loolt upon this as the Mafi:er-Piece of 
Shake/pear according to our Way of Wri ting; · 
yet there are abundance of Errors in the Conduct 
and Defign, which will not fuffer us in · Juftice to 
prefer it to the Electra of Sophocles, with the Au
thor of his Life; who feems to miftake the Mat
ter wide when he puts this on the fame Foot 
with the Electra. Hamlet's Mother has no Hand 
in the Death of her Husband, as far as we can 
difcover in this Poem, but her fault was in yield
ing to the inceftuous Amour with ber Husband's 
Brother; that at leaft is all that the Ghoft charges 
her with. Befides Shttke(pear was Mafter of this 
Story, but Sophocles was not. Orefles farther was 
commanded by the Oracle to kill his Mother and 
therefore all moral Duties yielding to the imme
diat Command of the Gcds, his ACtion according 
to that Syftem of Religion under w hi eh Sophocles 
wrote had nothing in it of Barbarity but was en
entirely pious ; As .Agamcmnon's Sacrificing his 
own Daughter Iphigenia on Diana's Order. 

This Play indeed is capab e of being made 
more perfect than the Elellr.t, but then a great 
deal of it muft be thrown away and fo 1e of the 
darling Trifles of the Million, as all the comical 
Part entirely and many other things which relate 
not to the main Action, w hi eh fcems here to be 
pretty entire tho' not fo artfully Cond 1(hd as it 
might be. But l wander trom my Point, I prc ... 

p~s\1 
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pos'd not to . fbow the Errors. efpecially when 
this Play contains fo many Beauttes. Hamlet . every 
where almoft gives us Speeches that are full of 
t he Nature of his Paffion, his Grief, &c. asp. 2374 
and 5· . The Advice of Laertes to his Sifter is 
very moral and juft and full of prudential Cauti
on. And that of Polrmius to his SoQ. p. 2380. and 
that of the fame to his Daughtefp. 2382. Ay 
Sprin,ges to catch Woodcocks, &c. If the yottng Ladies 
wou'd Study thefe Pages they wou'd Guard their 
Vertues and Honors better, than many of them 
do. All the Scene betwixt Hamlet and the Ghoft 
is admirable, as the Ghoft's Defcription of his Re
fidence in the 9ther World p. 2384, &c. fo on 

Vertue ~end Luft, p. 2385, and 6. 

-But Vertue as it never will be mov'd 
Tho' Lewdnefs Court it in the Shape of Heav'n 
So Luft, tho' to a radiant Age link'd 
Will fate it felf in a Celeftial Bed and prey on 

(Garbage. 

Ophelia's Defcription of Hamlet's mad Addrefs 
to her. p. 2391. My Lord as I was ~wing in my 
Ch~-zmber, &c, and p. 2392. l-Ie took me by the 
JVrijf, &c. 

Ambition. 
Which Dreams indeed are Ambitio for the 

very Subftance of the Ambitious is meerly the 
Shadow of a Dream. 

On .J1an, p. 2401. 

\Vlut a piece of \Vorth is Man? how noble in 
Relfon? how infinite in Faculty, in Form, nd 

lVloving 
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1\{Ioving how exprefs and admira hie? In AB: ion 
how like an Angel? In Apprehenfion how ltke a 
God! The Beauty of the World, &c. 

In Hamlet's Speech to the Players Shake[pettr gives 
us his whole Knowledge of the Drama, and for 
that Reafon this favourable Judgment of a Play, 
that did not pleafe the Million is what Ihou'd teach 
fome of our fuccefsful Poets not to value them
felves meerly on Succefs, fince th~ Million often 
fail, tho' as Horace fays they fometimes hit right. 

Eft ubi refle;Jentit populus eft ubi. peccat. 

Hamlet. I heard thee fpeak rrie a Speech once, 
but it was never aB:ed, or if it was, not above 
once, for the Play I remember, pleas'd not the 
Million, it was C~t1.1i~re to the General; ·but it 
was as I received it, and others, whofe Judgment 

· in fuch Matters, cry'd to the Top of mine an ex
cellent Play- well digefted in the Scenes, [et down 
with fl_S much Modefty as Cunning, &c. p. 2404. 

On Players and Pltrys. 
" 

Ham. Let them be well us'd, for they are the 
Abftracrs and brief Chronicles of the Time, o·c. 
2406. 

I have heard that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene 
Been ftruck fo to the Soul, tHat prefently 
They have proclaimed their Malefactions, (.;:..c. 

Pag. 2407. 

The Power and Force of Tragedy, in this and 
other Particulars has been confirmed by undoubted 

, Hiftory. 
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Hiftory.A lextender Tyrant of Phe.,.ea aCity of Thef{aly 
feeing the Hecuba of Euripides aeted, found him
felf fo affeB:ed, that he went out before the End 
of the firft Act, faying, Th~t he was ajham'd to be 
foen to weep at that Misfortune of Hecuba and Polyx· 
ana, when he daily imbrued his Hands in the Blood of 
his own Citiz..ens. He was afr'\id (fays the admira
ble D~ecier) that his Heart fhou'd be truly mollifi· 
ed ; that the Spirit of 'fyr!nny wou'd now leave 
the · Poffeffion of his Breaft, and that he 1hould 
come a private Perfon out of that Theatre, into 
which he enter'd Mafter. The ACl:or who fo fen· 
fibly touch'd him, .with Difficulty efcap'd with hii 
Life, but was fecur'd by fame Remains of that Pity, 
which was the Caufe of his Crime. 

I cannot here omit what Benefit the City of 
Athens it felf receiv'd from fome Verfes of the 
EleElra of Euripides, in its great Diftrefs ; for 
when it was debated, that the City of Athens fhou'd ' 
be deftroy'd, and the Country laid wafte, a mil· 
der Courfe was taken by tbe Commanders, by~pne 
of them repeating thefe Verfes out of the Ellilr11 
of Euripides. 

EleC\ra Oh ! unhappy Q!etn 
Whither wou'd _you fly? return 
Your Ab fence the Jorfllken Groves 
And de/art Palace jeem to mourn. 

This fhook them (fays Plutarch in the Life of 
Lyfander) and gave ~n Occafion to reflect how bar· 
barous it wou'd appear to lay that City in Ruin, 
which had been renown'd for the Birth and Edu
cation of fo many famous LVI en. 
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'Ham/et's Soliloquy, 2409. 

Death or to di-e. 

-To be or not to be; that is the Q1ell:ion ? 
· Whether 'tis nobler ih the Mind to fuffer 

The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againft a Sea of Troubles, 
And by oppofing end them, p. 2409, and I o. 

Calumny. 

Be thou as chall:e as Ice, as pure as Snow 
Thou thalt not efcape Calumny, p. 241 I. 

Hamlet's Advice and Dire8ions to Players is ver 
good containing very good Precepts of a juft Pro
nutzciation, which being as ufeful for thofe, who 
Judge, as thofe who att I fliall take more Notice 
of them. 

Ham. Speak the Speech I pray you as I pro
nounc'd it to you trippingly on the Tongue. But 
if you mouth it as many of our Players do, I had 
as live the Town Cryer had fpoke my Lines. 
Nor · do not faw the Air too much with your 
Hand thus, but ufe aU gently ; for in the v~ry 
Torrent, Tempejl, ana I may fay the Whirle-wind of 
Pajfion, you muft beget a Temperance, that may gjvt 
it Smoothnefs. Oh ! it offends me to the Soul ta 
fee a rooouftous Periwig-P.ated Fellow tear a Paf
fion to Tatters, to very Rags, to fplit the Ears 
of the Groundlings; who, for the moft part, are 
capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb Shows, 
and Noife, c§·c. and a little further. 

__._Be 
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-- Be not too tame neither, but let your own 

Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Ad:ion to 
the Word, and the Word to the Action ; with 
this efpecial Obfervance, that you o'ertop not 
the Modefty of Nature; for any thing fo over
done, is from the Purpofe of Playing;· whofe 
End both at the firft and now., was and is, to 
llold as 'twere a Mirror up to NJture. To fhow 
Vertuc her own Feature; Scorn her own Image; 
and the very Age and Body of the Time his Form 
and Preffure. Now this over done, or come tardy 
of, tho' it make the unskilful Laugh cannot but 
make the Judicious grieve. The Cenfure of which 
one muft in your Allowanet, o'erfway a whole The
atre of others. Oh! there be Players, that I have 
fcen Play, and heard others Praife., and that high
ly (not to fpeak it prophanely) that neither ha
ving the Accent of Chrijlitms, nor the Gate of 
Chrijlirm, Pagan, nor Norman, have fo ftrutted and 
bellow'd, that I have thought fome of Natures 'Jour· 
tuy A-1en had made Men, and not made them well, they 
imitated Humanity fo abominably.- and let thofe 
that Play the Clowns fpeak no more, than is fet 
down for them tor there be of them, that will 
of themfelves laugh to fet on fome Quantity of 
barren Spettators to laugh too, tho' in the mean 
Time fome ncceJfJry Q1e.ftion of the Play be then 
to be confidcr'd. That's Villainous, and Jbows a 
1noft pityful Ambition in the Fool that ufes it 
p. 2413, .and 14. 

Thefe Precepts of Sh11ke(pear are as valuable, as 
any thing in him, for indeed thoroughly ftudy'd 
and underftood they teach the whole Art of the 
Stage, w hi eh relates to the Reprefcntation or the 
Actors; who ftill are too commonly guilty of 

thefc 
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thefe very Follies, which Shakefpe~r obferv'd in 
the Players of his Time. 

I fhall fay no more in Explanation of this here 
defigning a particular Difcourft on the Art of 
Pronounciation and A8.ing, for it is not fufficient 
for a Player to fpeak well, he muft give what he 
f~ys its true Action; he muft look his Part, he 
muft be the Man, he reprefents ac~ording to the 
very Lineaments of the Pafiion, or Humour which 
he reprefents or elfe he is no Actor. They are 
call'd Actors not Speakers, and a Miftake in the 
accenting a Word, or ev'n in a vicious Tone of 
Utterance may be forgiven, but an ill Aetion is 
an Error in the Fundamentals.. There is a Lady 
on the Stage who may perhaps be fometimes out 
in her Speaking, but always fo Charms in her 
Attion, that fue will not fuffer a Lover of the Art 
not to fink the fmaller Error in the greater Beauty. 
Our Actors are very liable to neglect the Deco
rum of the Reprefentation, and when they have 
form'd them to the Figure of a paffionate Man as 
long as they fpeak, while the Oppofite fpeaks, are 
as calm as if unconcern'd in the Matter, where
as in Nature no Man in Anger, Love or Grief 
but minds what the other fays and is as much 
concern'd in it as if he fpoke himfelf. In this Par ... 
ticular no Body can excell Mrs. B~-trry, whom I 
have frequently obferv'd change her Colour, and 
difcover a Concern that equal'd Nature; this ii 
no Flattery to her but barely Juftice. 

But not. to dwell on this Subj~a, or anticipate 
what I have to fay in a l01 ··.rer Difcuffion of this 

. 0 
Potnt let us return to the fine things of this Play 
of HAmlet. His Speech to Horatio P· 2414· has 
many good Lines. The Queen's Protefts in the 
Play that's introduc'd., and the King's Difcourfe 

cc ' 'ith 
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with her is worth re-ading for the Lines and the 
Rcf\ettions p. 2417. 18. The Scene betwixt his 
IVlothcr, and Hamlet is gene'rally very well; tho' 
verhaps it is capable of Improvement; that part 
of the Scene where the Ghoft comes in is very 
ftrong; as indeed Shakefpear is in the former Scene 
which as 1 haye been affur'd he wrote in a Char~ 
nel H.ou[c in the midfr of the Night. from p. 2426 

top. 2431. 

On Man. 

\Vhat is l.Vlan.,--
If his chief Good illld Market of his Time, &c. 

p 2135· 

The Difcourfe betwixt Hamlet and the Grave 
l\t.Iaker is fu 11 of moral Reflections and worthy 
n1inding, tho' that Difcourfe it felf has nothing 
to do there, where it is, nor of any ufe to the 
Defign, and may be as well left out; and what 
ever can be left out has no Bufinefs in a Play, 
but this being low Comedy has frill lefs to do here. 
p. 2450 to 24)3· The Character Hamlet gives 
of O{rick is very Satirical and wou'd be good any 
where elfe. p. 2459· · 

T.he Argument of King Lear. 

Lear King of Britain has three Daughters Gon
erill, Regan, and Cordelia. Gonerill is marry'd to 
the Duke of Albany, Regan to the Duke of Corn
wa/, and the King of France and Duke of Burgundy 
are Pretenders to Cordelia. The King being old 
divides his Kingdom betwixt his three Daughters 
referving only an hundred Kpights for bimfelf 

and 
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and the N1me of King. But the two Elder by 
their mig.hty Profeffions of Love and Duty beyor1d 
Nfeafure win the Father's Herlrt, now alienated 
from Cordelia becauf'e fhe daub'd not her Affecti
ons over with empty Profdlions, fo that old Lear 
in a Paffion gives away her Share to her ot her 
Sifters and with his Curfe leaves her to Fr·a ·u:e 
who takes her for his Wife tho' t rjected hv Bur
gundy. The two Daughters Regan and Gonerill 
foon fall from their Duty, and grow weary of 
the King are uncivil to his Followers wou'd a
bridge them, tiay take them quite away; when 
in a ftormy Night he is turn'd out of the Earl 
of Gloucefler's Houfe with Orders to him not to 
relieve him. The Earl of Gloucejfer fuook with 
Horror of thcfe unnatural Proceedings, acquaints 
his baftaril Son of his Intentions to afiift the 
King, and that the French \Vcre come over to his 
Aid, but he betrays him, and fo his Eyes are 
put out, and he turn'd out of Doors being inform'd 
that his baftard Son had done it all, hy whom 
deceiv'd he had believ'd his own Son Ed(Tar had 
contriv'd his Beath, and who for fear of the P.ro
clamation againft him wander'd like 'Tom a Bedlam. 
He meets with the King, and with his Fatht:r -af
terwards ' on whofe Head there being a Price fet 
Goneri/ls Steward meeting him' offers to kill him but: 
is prevented by Edgar's killing of him, ahout whom 
he finds Gonerills f:ctters to the Baftard., being Love 
to him and a Defign againft the Duke of Albany 
her Hu band: To whom he carries it before the 
Battle betwixt ·the Britains and the French under 
Cordelia's Command, whom fue brought to the 
King's Affiftance ·againlt her unnatural Sift.ers, but 
being beaten an<l the King and ibe taken Prifoners 
the Baftard orders them to be ~ill'd, in Prifon. 

Cc 3 And 
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And Edgar having fought and kill'd the Baftard, 
Reg1m being Poifon'd by her Sifter Gonerill, and fhe 
being upbraided by her Husband, with the Guilt, but 
n1ore affeeted with the lofs of Edmond kills her
felf, he owns his Warrant out againl:t the King 
and Cordelia they fend to fave them but come too 
late, Cordelia being hang'd but the King kill'd the 
Rogue that hang'd her., but breaks his Heart and 
dies; fo the Play Ends. 

The King and Cordeli~e ought by no means to 
have dy'd, and therefore Mr Tate has very juftly 
alter'd that particular, which muft difguft the 
Reader and Audience ' to have Vertue and Piety 
meet fo unjuft a Reward. So that this Plot, tho' 
of fo celebrated a Play, has none of the Ends of 

· Tragedy moving neither Fear nor Pity. We rejoice 
at the Death of the Baftard and the two Sifters, 
as of Monfters in Nature under whom the very 
Earth muft groan. And we fee with horror and 
Indignation the Death of the King, Cordelia and 
Kent; tho' of the Three the King only cou'd move 
pity if that were not loft in the Indignation and 
Horror the Death of the other two produces, .for 
he is a truly Tragic Cha~a?fer not fupremely Vir: 
tuous nor Scandaloufiy Vlctous he is made· up or 
Choler, and Obftinacy, Frailties pardonable enough 
in an Old Man, and yet what drew on him all the 
Misfortunes of his Life. 

The Baftard's Speech of the Folly of laying our 
ate and Follies on the Stars, 1'· 248o. is worth 

reading-.- ThiJ iJ the excellent Foppery of the 
World, that when we ate .fick in Fortune, &c. . 

Lear's Paffioo, p. 2488. on the ~ngratitude ofhts 
Daughter Gonerill is very wen, and his Curfes on 
her very we11 and naturally chafe. Lear's Speech 
to Regal1, p. 2505· is very well No Regan 

th 'u 
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thou Jludt ne'er have my CurfeJ, &c. and his Paffion 
in this whole Scene agreeable to the Man-
ners. 

The Needs of Life few, p. 2507. 

Oh ! Reafon not on Need! onr bafefl: Begg:J t s 
Are in the pooreft things fuperfluou~ '· · 
Allo\-t not Nature more, than Nctture needs ; 
Man's Life is cheap as Beafts, &c. 

1\ent's Defcription of th~ tempefl:uous ""'ight 
p. 25 I x. is very good. 

-Things that love Night 
I .ove not fuch Nights as thefe. T-he wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very Wanderers of the Dark, 6·c. 

There is nothing more beautiful than Le~tr's 
fidt Starts of 1.\lladnefs, 2514· \\'hen Edgar comes 
out in the Habit of a 1\lladman-- Didft thou 
give all to thy Daughters? And art thou come to this r 
And again H~tve hit Daughters brought him 
to this pafl, cou'dft thou fave nothing? Wouldft_ thou 
qJve 'em aU---

.; 

-1:-low all the Plague.r, that in the pendulous At'r 
Hang fated o'er Mens Faults., Light on thy Daughters. 

Kent. lie has no Daughters, Sir. (Nature 
Lear. Duuh, Traitor, nothing cou'd have fubdued 

To fuch a Lowne[s, but his unkind Daughters, &c. 
Pag. 25 I 5· 

Edgar's Account of a Servingman is very pret ... 
ty. tbid, as all that he fays in the Play is ac~ording 

Cc 4 to, 
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to the Charatl:er, which his Affairs oblige him to 
affume. 

Man is no more, than this confider him · well ! 
Thou ow'ft the \Vorm no Silk, the BeaU: no Hide 
The Sheep no Wool, the Cat no Perfuine. How ! 
Here's three on's are fophifticated. Thou art the 

thing it felf. 
Unaccotpodated Man is no more 
But fuch a bare poor forked Animal 
As thou art-

Edgar's Defcription of the Precipice of Dover Cliff 
is very good,p. 2530 

· (low, &c. 
~Bow fe~erful and di.z:z .. y 'tis to caft O)Jes Eye fo 

Againft the grofs and Idolatrous Flattery of 
Princes fee bar's Madnefs, p. 25.32. They flatter'd 
'me li'ke a Bog, and told me, that I had white 
~Hairs in ~y Beard e'er the black ones were there, 
f to fay Ay, and No to every thing I faid -Ay 
t;tnd No too was no good Divinity. When the Rain 
came to wet me once, and the Wind to ma~e me chatter, 
when the Thunder wou'd not peace at my bidding, there 
! found 'em, there I [melt .them out--go to, they are 
tlot Mep of their Word!; they told me I was every thing, 
?tis a Lie I am not Ague Proof. Tho' all Lear'~ 
Madnefs is good, y~t p. l544 is particularly re· 
markable for the fatyrical RefleCtions- The 
Vferer hangs the Couz...ener. Through t~t~er'd ClMths 
great Vices do appear, &c. 
'...._ for· this Story read Milton's and Tyrrel's Hifto':' 

rr 
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ry of England and Leland, with Geofry of Mon
mouth, &c. 

The Argument of the Moor of Venice. 

Othello a noble Moor or Negro, who had by long' 
and faithful Services, and brave Deeds eftabliffi,d 
himfelf in the Opinion of th.e ~enate of Venice .. wins 
the AffeCtions of Defdemona, Daughter to Brabantio 
one of the Sen itors, marries her unknown to 
her Father, and with the Senators Leave, carries 
her with him to Cyprus his Province. He makes 
Caffi.o his Lieutenant, 'tho Ia::,o bad folicitrd the 
Poft by his Friends for himfelf, which Refufal 
join'd with a Jealoufy, that Orhello had been too 
familiar with his \Vife, makes hi m co·Jtrive the 
DeftruClion of Caffio, and the lvfoor t_o gratify his 
Revenge and his Ambition. But having no ·Way 
to take a Vengeance on the !door proporiion'd to his 
·maginary and double I 1jury but this, he draws 
him with a great deal of C'Jnnhg into a Jealou
fy of liis Wife, and that by a Chain of Circam
ftances contriv'd to that Purpofe, and urg'd with all 
the .taking InGn.uations imagin1ble. Qthello by 
t:hefe Means won to a Belief of- {liq own Infamy 
refolves the Murder of his VJife and Caffio., ~hom 
he concluded guilty. !ago undertakes the difpatcli
ing Caffio., wfiofe Comifllon he had already got, 
which defigning to do by Roderigo who had been 
his Dupe in Hopes l5y his IVleans to enjoy Defde
momc, and who now grew impatient"" of any longer 
Delay. But he milling 1his Aim is wounded, and 
kill'd outright by !ago to ftop him from telling 
any Tales of him. But the Moo.; effectually put his 
Revenge in Execution on his Wife; which is no 
{ooner done, but fie is convi1,1c'd of his Error, and 

in 
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in Remorfe kills himfelf, whilfr lazo the Caufe of 
all this ViUany having mortally wounded his Wife 
for difcovering of it, is born a way to a more ig
nominiou~ Puniihment ; and Caffio is made Gover
nour of Cyprus. 

I have drawn the Fable with as much favour to 
the Author, as I poffibly cou'd, yet I muft own 
that the Faults found in it by Mr Rymer are but 
too vifible for the m oft Pat t. That of making a 
Negro of the Hero or chief CharaCter of the Play, 
wou'd fhock anv one; for it is not the Rationale of 
the thing and the DeduB:ions, that may thence be 
brought to diminifh the Oppofition betwixt the 
different Colours of Mank· nd that wou'd not be 
fufficient to take away that which is fhocking in 
this Story ; fince this entirely depends on Cuftom 
which makes it fo, and on common Womens ad
mitting a Ne.~ro to a Commerce with her every 
one almoft ftarts at the Choice. Much more in 
a Woman of Vertue; and indeed !ago, B4mbutio, 
&c. have fuewn fuch Reafons as make it monftru
ous. I wonder Shake [pear fa w this in the Perfons 
of his Play, and not in his own Judgment. If Othello 
had been made deformed, and not over. young but 
no Black, it had rem~ved mo£1: of the Abfurdities, 
but now it pleafes only by Prefcription. 'Tis pof
fible, that an innocent tender young Woman, who 
knew little of the World, might be won by the 
brave Aetions of a g~llant Man not to regard his 
Age _or Deformities, but N-ature, or what is all 
one in this Cafe, Cuftom having put fu~h a 
Bar as fo oppofite a Colour, it takes away our Pi .. 
ty from her, and only raifes our Indignation ~
gainft him. I fball p1fs over the other Obfervatl
ons founded on this Error, fince they have been 
fufficiently taken Notice of already. It muft be 

', own,d 
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own'd that Shakefpe~tr drew Men better, than 
Women; to whom ind~ed .he has feldom given 
any confiderable Place In hts Plays; here and in 
Romeo and c:fuliet he has done moft in this matter, 
but here be has not given any graceful Touches 
to Defdemona in many places of her Part. 

\Whether the Motives of Othello's Jealoufie be 
ftrono enough to free him from the Imputation 
of L~vity and Fofly I will not determine; fince 
Jealoufie i~ born often of very flight Occafions, 
efpecia Hy in the Breafts of Men of thofe war- .. 
mer Climates. Yet this muft be faid Sbakefpear 
has man a ~'d the Scene fo we 11, that it is..., that 
alone, which fupports his Play, and impofcs on 
the Audience fo very fuccefsfully? that till a Re
formation of the Srage comes, I believe it will 
always be kindly r-eceiv'd. 

!ago is a Character, that can hardly be admitted 
into the Tragic Scene., tho' it is qualify'd by hi~ 
being puili'd on by Revenge, .Ambition al}d 1ealoufie ; 
Becaufe he feems to dedare himfelf a fettled Vil
lain. But leaving thefe thinzs to every Man's 
Humour, which is in our Age all the Rule. of 
Judging, let us take a View of what we can find 
beautiful in the Reflections and Sentiments. 

Preferment. ~ 

..-'Tis the Courfe of Service 
Preferment goes by Letter, and Aff'"trion 
And not by old Gradation where each fc:'con 
Stood Heir to the firft, &c. p. 2) 56. 

So that notwitbftanding our Murmurers in the 
Army and other Places we find Merit and Right 
have been poft-pon'd to Favour long before out" , 

Day sa 
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Days. !ago's Harangue again!l: Honefty in this 
Page is fevere enough ; and 'tis pity that the Sa
tire is too true p. 2562. Brabantio urges what 1 
before remark'd of the improbability of his Daugh
ter.s being wori by the M oor, but by Charms and 
Witch-craft. 

I do not think Othe!lo's Account to the Senate 
of the progrefs of his Lo.Ye wi th De{demontt fo ri
diculous as Mr. Rimer makes it, for, as for the 
Canibn.ls; and Men whofe Head c; grew beneath 
their Shoulders, &c. being 03jech of vulgar 

. Credulity, they are as probable and as moving, 
as the Cyclops and Harpyes of Vtrgil ; and then 
abating for the Colour of the M()or, and the im
problbility of his having that Poft, the Tale has 
a great deal of the Pathor. p. 2)6 )· 68. !ago to 
infinuate into Roderego that he may have hopes 
of Defdemona, fays p. 2580.- mark me with 
what violence jhe lov' d the Moor but for bragging, 
And telling her fantaftical Lies, &c. 

There are in this Play as well as in moft of 
this · Poet a great abundance of Soliloquies ·in 
which the Dramatic Perfon difcourfes with the 
Audience his Defigns, his Temper, &c. which' 
are highly unnatural, and not to be imitated by 
any one. 

The Moor has not bedded his Lady till he came 
to CypruJ, nay it was not done, p. 2582 and 3· 
and yet it is before and after urg'd that lbe was 
or might be fated with him. But thofe little For
getfulneffes are not worth minainr;. 

• # 

.Again/! Reputation. p. 2589. 

Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe lmpoliti
on, oft got without Merit, and loft without de· 
ferving, &c. Coment 
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Content is Wealth. 2600. 

Poor and Content is Rich, and ich enough 
But Rich finelefs, is as poor as Winter:~ &c. 

Othe/lo's Soliloquie before he kills .Defdemona has 
been much admir'd. p. 2636. 

The Argument of .Anthony and Cleop~ttra. 

This Play is the Hifiory of .Anthony and Cleop,A
tra from the Death of Fulvia to the taking of .Alex
andria, and the Death of Cleopatra. The Scene 
is fometimes at Rome fomctimes in V'Egypt, feme
times at Sea and fometimes at Land, and feldom 
a Line allow'd for a Pafiage to fo great a Diftance 
and the Pla¥ is f 11 of Scenes ftrangely broken: ma
ny of which exceed not ten Lines. It is needlefs 
to write the Story frnce it is fo known to every 
Body that Anthony fell in Love with Cleopatra, that 
after Fulvia's Death he marry'd Oilavia, the Sifter 
of .Auguftus to piece up the Flaws., that Fulvia and 
mutual Jealoufies had made ; That however he 
foon rclaps'd to Cleopatra, and that War enfuing, 
.Anthony's ill Condt:a: loft the Day at .Allium firft, 
and afterwards at Ale~:andri~t where he kill'd him
felf with his Sword, and Cleopatra with the Sting 
of an .Afpic to avoid heing catry'd in Triumph 
by .Auguftus. In this Play indeed Se:..-tuJ Pcmpeius 
is brought in, and the Trca~ he gave Anthony 
Lepidus, and ./llt,vflus on Board his Vdfel. 

Avgvflus gives Amhcny his tt uc Charaa:er p. 2667. · 
When thou wert beaten jnm l\1utina., &c, And the 
com;ern anct care of (./eopatra in the next Page is 
not uunatural - Oh ! Ch~i1 nu an ! rrhere th;nk'jf 

t I'JOI 
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thou he is now? Pompey's Wilb againft Anthony. 
p. 2671. is very apt and pretty. But all the Charm; 
of Love, f~lt Cleopatra, {often thy wand Lips, &c. 

I muft not omit the Defcription Enobarbus gives 
of Cleopatra's Sailing down the Cydnos, becauf~ 
Mr. Dryden has given ~.s ~ne of the fame in his 
All for Love., which I fhall here compare together 
and leave the Decifion of the Vitl:ory to the impar .. 
tial Reader. · 

The Barge lhe fate in, like a burnifh,d Throne, 
Burnt on the Water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and fo perfume(!, that 
The Winds were Lovefick. 
With them ; the Oan were filver, 
Which to the Tune of Flutes kept. Stroke, and made 
~he \Vater which they beat, to follow fafrer, 
.As amorous of their Strokes. For her own Perfon 
It beggard all Defcription. She did lie 
In her Pavilion, Cloath of Gold, of Tiirue, 
O'erpicturing that Venus where we fee 
1 .. he Fancy out'-work Nature. On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys like fmiling Cupids, 
\Vith divers coloured Fans., whofc Wind did feem 
To glow the delicate Checks, which they did cool, 
And what they did undid. 
Her Gentlewomen like Nereids 
So many 1.\'Ieremaids tended her i' th' Eyes, 
And made their Bends Adornings. At the Helrp 
A feeming I.Vlermaid freers·; the filken Tackles 
Swell with the Touches of thofe Flower-foft Hands, 
1~hat yarely frame the Office. From the Barge 
A ftrange invifible Perfume hits the Senfe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caft her 
People out upon her, and Antony 
Enthron'd in th' Market-place did fit alone 

\Vhiltliug 
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Vhiftling to the Air, which but for Vacancy 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And make a Gap in Nature. 

Mr. Dryden in his All for Love Aet third, where 
Antony gives it to Dolabella in thefe Words. 

Her Gally down the filver Cydnos row'd 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd wfth Gold 
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in Purple Sails. 
Her Nymphs like Nereids round her Couch were 
Where fhe another fea-born Venus lay. (plac'd 
She lay and leant her Cheek upon her Hand 
And caft a Look fo languifhingly fweet 
As if fecure of all Beholders Hearts 
Neglecting fhe coud take 'em: Boys, like Cupids, 
Stood fanning with their painted \Vings, the Winds 
That playd about her Face (abroad 
But if file fmil'd, a darting Glory feem'd to blaze 
That Mens defiring Eyes were never wearied 
But hung upon the Object. To foft Flutes 
The filver Oars kept time, and while they played 
The lfearing gave new Pleafure to the Sight 
And both to Thought. 'Twas Heaven or fomewhat 

(more . 
For 1he fo charm'd all Hearts, th~t gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their welcome Voice-...._-

Both Poets are a little beholding to the liiftorian fo 
at leaft the Ground work of this Defcription. 

Fortune forms our ]udg1r.ent. 

-I fee Mens Judgments are 
P reel ' of their Fortune ; and things outward 

Do 
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Do draw the inward Quality after them t· 
To fuffer all alike-- &c. p 2710. &: 

Lry~~ u 
h 

1 line Hqnefty and I beg1n to fquarc 1~: 
he Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 1n 

Our Faith meer Folly, &c. ibid. fi 

The Incident of Eros killing himfelf inftead of 
Antony when his Back is turn'd, Mr. Dryden has 
borrow'd in his All for Love, for Ventidius p. 2729. 
And Cleopatra's fendin~ him Word that fhe had 
kill'd her felf, is made ufe of in near the fame 
Manner by our late Laureat, in the forequoted Play 
of his. 

For the Plot or Story of this Piece read Plutarch's 
l.i fc of Anthony; Suetonius in Aug. Dion CajJius lib. 
48. Otu[ius I. 6. c. 7· Cluny. 1. 4· c. 1 I. Appian. I. S· 

The Argument of Cymbeline. 

Cymbeline King of Britain in the Time of Au· 
guftus, having loft his Sons Guiderius and Aviragus, 
had only one Daughter remaining call'd lmogen, 
who privately married Pofthumus contrary to her 
Father's Will; who defign'd her for Clotten the 
Queen's Son by a former Husband, but a filly af
fetted proud Fellow. Pojlhumus is therefore ba .. 
nifh'd Britain, and goes to Rome, where he wagers 
with one 1acimo an Italian, that he cannot cor
rupt his Lady. He gives him Letters ~o her and 
J1e takes a Journey into Britain 9n purpofe, tries 
ber by Words in vaio, fo gets Leave to put a 
Cheft of Treafure into her Chamber for one Night; 
in which being convey'd, he lets himfelf out when 

fue 
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Jhe is alleep, ohferves the Room, takes away the 
Bracelet from her Arm, views a Mark unJer het 
Breaft, and retire5 into his Cheft again, and is the 
next Dav carried away by his Men; returns to 
Rome, and by thefe Tokens perfwades Poflhumus, 
that he had 1ain with his Wife, fo has the Chain 
and the Ring, whilft Pofthumus fends an Order to 
Pifanio his Man to get his Miftrefs down to 
Mil(ord Haven and there to murder her, for ha
ving betray'd his Honour in the Embraces of a no..; 
ther. !m ogen with Joy goes with him hoping to 
meet her Husband there, as her Letter promis'd ;· 
but when Pifanio fuew'd her his Order to kill her 
for Adultery., lhe is highly concerned and begs 
her Death., but he perfwades her to ftay there in 
Boys Cloaths to get into the Service of Lucius the 
Roman General, and fo fhe might come near 
Pofthumui al'ld obferve him., to whom Pifanio fent 
Word, that he had kill'd her according to his Or"t 
der. lmogen in the mean while lofing her Way a· 
mong the Mountaips, wanders till fhe is almoft 
ftarvtd, when finding a Cave and Victuals, fue en
ters and falls (·0 eating, when Be!l~trius or Morgan., 
Guiderius and Aviragus or Cadroal and Polydore the 
Mafters of that Cave return and find her, and 
taking her for a Boy, are very fond of her, calling 
her Brother, &c. But fhe being fick takes fome of a 
Viol given her by Pifanio., which he had from the 
Queen as a Cordial, tho' Meant for a Poifon: 
The Brothers and the Father going again out to 
hunt, meet with Clotten, who was come thither 
in the Cloaths of Poflhumus., on his Undcrftanding 
!hat lmogen was fled thither, bnt bearing h1mfelf 
Infolently to Guiderius and Avh·a{!us one of them 
fights and kills him and cuts off hls Head and ha
ving triumph'd over him., .threw his Head into the 

D d S .. a 
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Sea. But returning home they find Fidele Dead 
(for by that Name lmogen ca1l'd herfelf in that 
Habit) they fiug her Dirge, and leave her with the 
Dead and headlefs Body ot Clotten, fhe comes to 
herfelf again and finding a Body without a Head 
and in the Cloaths of Pofthumas imagines it to be 
him flain; and is found weeping on the Body by 
Luci!ls the Roman General, who was come now with 
his Army to invade Britain, Cymbeline having re· .. 
fus'd to pay the Tribute fettled with ]ulius Ctt,far. 
He takes her for his Page: Poffhumus being come 
over with the Romans before the Day of Battle 
changes his Habit for a poor Country Fellow's; 
and Be/larius not able to reftrain Guidejius and 
Aviragus from the Fight gots with them, and there 
tefcue the King now almoft taken Prifoner; and 
the Battle being chang'd by th~. V a lour of rhefe 
four the Romans are beat, fo Pofthumus puts on 
his Roman :Habit again, that he might be taken 
and put tq Death, being weary of Life for the 
f)eath of hnogen. He therefore, and Lucius and 
'Jacimo are put in Prifon and referv'd for Execu
tion., Ftdele is taken by the King for his Page, and 
of her he is fo fond as to grant her whatever 
Life fhe demanded among the Roman Prifoners. 
She feeing the Ring of Pofthumus on 'Jacimo's Finger 
demands tbat he be oblig'd to difcover how he 
come by it. Jacimo then owns all the Roguery, 
and Pofthumus then difcovers himfelf and fays, that 
'he had murder'd Imogen, who coming to embrace 
him he {hikes her 1rom him fuppofing her only 
a Page., but lhe being come to her felf owns, that 
fbe is lmogen. And lbe accufing Pifanio of having 
giveH her Poifon, the Fhyjician and the Queen's 
JVIaids juftify him by letting the King know 
that the Queen on her Death Bed own'd that 

fhe 
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fbe had given Pi{anio a Draught for a Cordial, that 
wou'd poifon him, at the fame time confeffing her 
guilty Defign againft the King himfelf. Guiderius 
owning that he had kill'd Clotten, the King orders 
him to be put to Death, when Be/lArius difcovers 
that he and Aviragus are the King's Sons. And 
Pofthumus owning himfelf to be the Country Fel
low, that behaved himfelf fo well, all are forgiven, 
and Peace made, Cymbeline agreeing to pay the 
Tribute tho' a Conqueror. 

Tho' the ufual Abfurdities of irregular Plots a
bound in this, yet there is fomething in the Difco
very, that is very touching. The Charaaer of the 
King Queen and Clotten, do not feem extreamly a
greeable to their Qlality. This Play has been al
ter'd by Mr. Durfey, but whether to its Advan
tage or not I will not determine, becaufe I have 
not the Alte ation by me ; but I am afraid the 
Gentleman who alter'd it, was not fo well acquain
ted with the Rules of Art, as to be able to improve 
the Cymbeline of Shakefpe~tr. He himfelf p. 2 7 5 t. 
makes this Objee!ion againft a main Incident of 
the Play- 2 Gal. That a King's Children Jhould 
be fo conveyed, fo Jlackly guarded, and the Search f9 
flow, that cou'd not trace them- 1 Gent. Howfo
e'er 'tis ftrange, or that the Negligence may well be 
laugh'd at; yet it iJ true., &c. But he has here as in 
other things flighted the Atifurdity, and kept to 
the Errour knowingly ; but the Anfwer r.e puts in 
the firft Gentleman's Mouth is of no Validity 
were it fo, viz... Yet it is true ; for here Probability 
is more to be fought, than Truth, which is fome
times fo meerly poffible, that it can fcarce find E ·
lief. And indeed moft of the Incidents of this Play 
fmell rankly of RomAnce. 1.acimo's fal[c Accufation 

D d l of 
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of Pofthumus to his Wife is well enough, and ha 
manny good Lines in it. 

On Gold. 

----'Tis Gold 
Which buys Admittance; oft it do's, yea and makes 
Diana's Rangers falfe themfelves, and yield up 
Their Does to the Stand o, th' Stealer, &c. p. 2774· 

Againfl ~Vomen, p. 2782. 

Is there no Way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft oe half Workers? &c. 

The Speech of Be!larius to Aviragus and Guide. 
rius, p. 2788. contains many fine Reflections
Confider when you above perceive me like a Crow, that 
it is Place that le./Jens and {ets off, &c. And in his 
next Speech Did you but know the Cities' 
V furies, m1d fe!t them knowingly, the .Art i' th' C1urt, 
&c. His Defcription of the Temper and Aetion 
of Guiderius on bearing a Martial Story. Pag. 
2789) and 90. 

Slander. 

--No 'tis Slander · 
\Vhofe Edge is !harper than the Sword, whofe 

1~ongue 

Out-venoms ail the Worms of Nile, &c. p. 2791. 

Pi[anio's Defcription of the Temper of a pert 
B:>y or Page is apropos enough. 

Y:m muft forget to he a \iVoman, change 
C )mmand into Obedience. Fear and Nicenefs 

Tbe 
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The Hand maids of-all \Vomen, or more truly 
Woman its pretty felf, into a waggilh Courage 
Ready in Gybes, quick-Jnfwer'd, fJucy, and 
As quarrelous as a Weczel, 6·c. p. 2794· 

lmorren on Lies and Falfhnod pretty enough, p, 
28oo.""" Two Beggars told me I could not mi(J my I V ay, 
will poor Folks Lie, &c. 

Melttnchol!y, 

-Oh ! Melancholly 
\Vhoever yet cou"d found thy Bottom? &c. p. 2811 

The Plot of this Pla.y is taken from Barcaces's 
Novels. Day 2. Nov. 9· 

The Argument of Perides Prince of Tyre. 

Perides goes to the Court of Antiochus the Great 
in Order to get his Daughter Hefperides by folving 
a Riddle propos'd by her Father, which he juftly 
interpreted to be his Inceft with her; he there.,. 
fore tiies thence to fave his Life, and for fear of 
his Power flies from Home with fome Ships lea~ 
ving Hellicanus Governour of his Principality in his 
Abftnce; he comes to Tharfus, which Place he re
lieves in a Famine, and proceeds farther by Sea, 
till caft away on the Coaft of Pentapolts he Jufts 
for the King's Daughter 1hat{a, wins her in all his 
Exerciies. Depaning home to Tyre Antiochus bt:
ing kill'd with his incefiuous Daughter by Light
ning., !he is brought to Bf;!d of a Daughter and 
dies in Child bed ; the Daughter is call'd A-farina, 
and the LVlother put into a clofe Cheft and throwQ. 
into the Sea near Ephe(us ; where being taken up 

D d 3 the 
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the Cheft is open, d and fbe brought to Life a· 
gain, and retires to the Temple of Diana till fhe 
can hear of her Husband. Pericles in the mean 
while makes his Way to T'harfus., there leaves his 
infant Daughter to be brought up by Dionyfia and 
Cleon whom he had formerly relieved in Diftrefs, 
and fails home to Tyre, to fatisfy his People, who 
elfe doubting his Life, had chofe Hellic~enus. Ma· 
rinea grows up in all PerfeCl.ion, and as in Years, 
fo as to carry all the Praife from Philoten Daugh
ter to Dyonyfia and Cleon, fo th 1t raifing the high
eft Envy in the Mother, fue is refolv'd to have 
her murder'd by Leonine, by the Sea fide, and 
thrown into the Sea; but fome Py_rates landing in 
the lnftant of his going to kill her, they bear her 
off to Met aline, and there fell her to a Bawd, but 
by her Vertues fhe converts all the Debochees and 
at laft perfwades her Miftrefs to get Money by 
her finging and working, and her teaching both; 
this makes her known fo well, that when Pericles 
come.s that vyay., overwhelm'd in Grief fo far, as 
to fpeak to no Body, Lyftmachus the Governour 
comes aboard and advifes He/lie anus to admit this 
famous Maid to fing to him, , on which Pericles 
is touch'd by her ' Appearance, and demanding 
who {be was finds her to be his Daughter, whom 
he had lamented as dead having feen her Tomb at 
Thar{us, which Dionyfta and Cleon to conceal the 
Murder: had built to her as dying a natural Death . 
. Diana at that time appears to Pericles in his Sleep 
and bids him go to Ephefr-u aud praying in her 
Temple to telJ his Fortunes and there he fhould 
find his Wife, which he did, and fo all ends bap· 
pily, Lyfimtechus being to marry h~s Daughter, who 
had converted him at the Ba wdy-Houfe, and Cleon 
!, and 
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and Dionyji.l as the laft Chorus tells us are pu
nifh'd for their Treachery. 

It being certain that this Play was printed be-
fore Sht~kefpear"s Death, and often aaed then with 
Applanfe, I have taken the Pains to give you the 
Argument in which there is n t~ing D ramatic but 
the Oifcovery., which tho' built on tht highdt Im
probability is very moving. Whence Shakefpear 
took the Story I know not, hilt it fcems of the 
Size of the Seven Champions of Chriftendom, Valen
tine and Orfon, and the {e'Ven wife M~fter s, or the 

like. 
The Fifuerm1n p. 2862 makes a good Compari-

fon betwixt the Fifh of Prey in the Sea, and our 
Devout ers Afnoar. 

Why as Men do a L1nd 
The great ones eat up the ltttle ones; 
I can compare our rich Nlifers, &,. 

On Vertue and Knowledge, 2878. 

---1 hold it ever Vertue and Cunning 
Were Endearments greater, than Nsblenefs and 

Riches (pcnd 
Carelefs Heirs nuy the two latter dark~n ~d ex
But Immortality attend the former 
1\-lak ng a Man a God. 

There are bef.idcs thefe on which I luve fome 
few Remarks The London Prodigal, Thomar Lord_ 
Cromwel, Sir John Old-::ca_~le, The Puritan or the 
l.Yidow of Jf!atling-ftreet, The rorkjhire [rttgedy and 
Locrine; which, as I am very well alfur'd, are none 
of Shakefpear's, nor have any thing in them to 
give t~1e leaft Ground to think. them his; not fo 

Dd 4 much 
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much a) a Line; the Stile, the manner of DiUion, 
the Humours, the Dialogue, as diftinB: as an-y thing 
can poffibly be. In the worft of thofe which are 
genuine, there are always fome Lines, various Ex
preffions, and the tllrn of Thought which difco
ver it to have been the Produtl: of SIMkefpear: But 
in thefe Six I can find none of thefe Signs. 

l ha're thus at !all: pa!:t through a l1 Shake [pear's 
Plays in which if any good judge fhall think me too 
partial to my Author, they muft give me the 
a 11owance of an Editor, who can feldom fee a 
Fault iq. the Author., that he publifhes; nay if 
he pu'Jlifh two of the fame kind, that which is 
then under Confideration has· the Advantage, and 
cxcells ail others. Befides if I have lhown you 
all that was any way beautiful in him, I have 
alfo been fo juft to the Art, as often to point out 
his Errors in that particuli:lr. And having gone 
over this celebnned Author with io much Care, 
an Author afferted by the Number of his 
Admirers (w horn to oppofe is counted little lefs 
than Herefi~ in Poetry) to he the greateft Genius 
of the modern Times., erpecially ot this Nation, 
1 find my felf confirm'd in the Opinion I have 
long had of the Antients in the Drama, I mean 
in Tragedy; for having been fo long converfant 
with the Confufions of want of Art in this Poet, 
tho' fupported with all the Advantages of a great 
qenius ; the Beauty of Order, Uniformity, and 
Harn:ony of Defign appears infinirely more Char
ming, and that is only to be found in the Greek 
Poets, the' Otw11y and a very few Plays wrote. by 
fome yet living are not without their juft Pra1fe i 
but thofe are not fuch as have been the longdt 
lived on the Stage tho' very wt:ll recdv'd; it be
jog a difficult IVlatcer to pring fuch a Town tq 
· - · judge 
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judge of the Man by the Performance., and not of 
the Performance by the Man. Shakefpear is indeed 
ftor'd with a great many Beauties, but they are 
in a heap of Rubbifh; and as in the Ruines of a 
magnificent Pile we are. pleas'd with th.e Capitals 
of Pillars, the Bajfo-reltevos and the l1ke as we 
meet with them, yet how infinitely more beauti
ful and chat ming muft it he to behold them in 
th;ir proper Places in the ftandiug Building., where 
every thing anfwers the other, and one Harmo
ny of aB the Parts heightens the Excellence even of 
thofe Parts ; and thus if thofe partial Beauties of 
Shakefpear cou'd be,or had been view'd in a ttuePofi
tion with their Correfpondence to fome perfecr 
whole, they wou'd receive a Praife, that they can-
not, as they are come up to. · 

This wou'd make me furpriz'd to find fo many 
Advocates for Confufion, in .the Preference they 
give the modern Tragic Poets above Order in So
phocles., and Euripides; did I not remember, that 
this is done by Perfons, who are totally ignorant of 
the Art and are onl V pleas'd by Vogue, and \Vhim
fey; and the Authors themfelves., who wanting 
Genius, and Skill have rail'd at the Excellence 
they cou'd not arrive at., being humbly content 
with the precarious Applaufe ot Fools; which as 
it was , at fi1 ft given without Reafon, fo is loft 
with as little., for whilft there is no Standard of 
Excellence, there can be no fuch thing as Excel
lence, which is fuch a levelling Principle in Poetry, 
as all Men who wou'd pretend to the leaft lVIerit 
fhou'd, for their own fakes, explode, as the genuine 
Child of Ignorance and Barbarifm. 

But l am more furpriz'd to find l\t1 r. Dryd n in 
the Number of the Flaterers of the Poets of the 
Age, who having had the Education of a Scholar, 

heighten'd 
I 
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heighten'd it with the Beauties of a great GmiuJ. 
Hut his Arguments for the Moderm a a· nft the 
Ancients worthy the C:10fe he defends that is highly 
ridiculous. For his firft Argument is that the 
Greek Tragedies wero: not divided into Ails. But 
~rft he fliou'd have confider'd., that this Defect (if 
it be one) might be the Effect of the Ignorance or 
negletl: of the Tranfcribers, greater Misfortunes 
than that having befal'n Authors of that Antiquity 
in the dark Times of Gothic Ignorance : But I am 
affraid, that I cannot eafily yield that this Divifion 
into ACls is any Perfeetion, fi nee it plainly breaks 
off the Continuity of the Action, which is by the 
Chorus kept on without any Paufe. But Ari.ftotle 
has given us all the ~antitative Parts of a Play as 
the Prologue or Protafis, (he Epifode, E~ode and ChoruJ 
which perfettly diftinguifh'd all the Bufinefs and 
Order of the whole Plot of the Play ; for which 
the Moderns have given us no Rules in Regard of 
what is proper to each ACT. 'Tis true, that in 
the Time of Horace the diftinfrion of Afls was re· 
ceiv'd and their Number fettled as inviolable. 

Neu brevior ljuinto, neu fit produElior Ailu. 

Bot as this was no Improvement in the Art of 
the Drama, fo had it been fo, 'tis plain, that the 
lYfoderns cou'd not make any Pretence to the In
yention, and by Confequence can give us no man
ner of Advantage over the Greek Poets in that 
particular. 

His next Argument is -- That the Tragedies 
of the Greeks was taken from fome Tale drawn 
from Thebes or Troy, or at leaft fomething, that 
llappen'd in thofe Ages, which were fo known to 
the Audience, that they cou'd not afford any De· 

light. 
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light. But let us hear his ow n Words- And 
the People as fo on as ever they hear'd the Nllme of Oedi
pus, knew AS well as the Poet, that he had ki!l'd hil 
Father by Miftake, and committed Inceft with his 
Mother before the Play; that the_y were now to hear Df 
a great Plague, an Oracle, ~nd the Ghoft of Laius, fo 
thllt they {et with A yawning Expeflat ion till he was to 
come with his Eyes oZJt, and (peak an hundred or two 
of Verfes in a tragic Tone in Complamt of his Misfor
tZJnes. But one Oedipus, Hercules or Medea had been 

.. tolerable; ~ood People they fcap'd not fo cheap, they had 
ftill the Cba pon bouil1e [et before them, till their Ape
tites were cloy' d wtth the fame Dij11, and the Novelty 
being gone the PleajZJre vanifh'd So that one 
mam End of Dramatic Poetry in its Definition which 
w~s to caufe Delight was des1roy' d. 

I have tra nfcri b'd fo many of his own \Vords 
meerly to (bow the vain and wretched Triumph 
of a lVlan, who was fo far from gaining any Ad
vantage over the Am·ientJ., that he is out in every , 
Particular. That moft of the Fables were taken 
from thofe celebrated Stories of the fabulous Age 
of Greece is true, but that all are fo is far from 
Truth, for the Perjians of vEfchylus was not fo, and 
fome of .Agatho's and other of the Grrek Poets 
now loft, were pure FiCtions of their own as is 
plain fromAriftotle's Art of Poetry and from Horace's 

Rule. 

Si quid inexpert ZJm Seen£ committis 6· aude s 
Perfonam form are novam" fervetur ad imam 
Q3alis ab incepto procejferit & Jibi conflet, &c. 

Nay this was fo common a Praaice, that Ariffo-; 
tie hirnfelf draws one of his Rules from it, and 
from which Horace took that juft quoted. Next 

Mr. 
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Mr. Dryden was either ignorant, or forgot that 
tho' the fame A(tion was wrote upon by feveral of 
the Greek Poets, yet the Conduct: a·nd Managment 
of it was always difft!rent, and the Ingenuity of that 
Variation was ex:treamlv entertaining to fo polite 
a People. Thus Euripides took the Story of Iphi
genia in Tauris, and Polyides, and Ag~tho, and others 
did the fame, yet the Difcovery is made in much 
a different Manner. Euripides makeslphigenia, before 
1he goes to facrifice Orejles, write a Letter to her 
Brother OreJtes, and give it to Pylades to deliver 
to him, and left he fuould lofe the Letter tel1s 
him the Contents of it, by which the Difcovery is 
made, that fhe is Iphigehia, which with the Proof 
of Oreffes faves his Life, and they both make their 
Efcape. PolyiJ.es made a Play on the fame Sub
ject, in which Oreffes was brought to the Altar to 
be facrific'd, who when he was going to receive 
the fatal Blow from the Hands of his Sifter lphige
nia cries out, As my Siifer was facrific' d to Diana,fo 
muftI be facriftc'd to the fame. This made lphigenia 
know her Hrother and fave him. For indeed the 
various and diff~rent Traditions of thofe Stories 
left the Poet at Li.berty to take which he pleas'd, 
and that gave a Variety eveu to the fame.Story; 
as in the Revenge of Alcmeon for his Father's 
Death; fome make him kill his Mother knowingly, 
as Sophocles has made Oreffes in his Eleflra, fome not 
knowing her till after he had done the Deed, and 
others prevent the Deed by a Difcovery of her 
being his Mother. And thefe Difcoveries were 
extreamly entertaining to People of that fine 
Tafte, which the Athenians had, as is plain from 
wh:tt Plutarch fays when he tells us that when 
Merope went to kill her Son, there was a murmu
ring among the Spectators, which fhow'd not only 

their 
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their Attention, but the lntereft they gave th,m
felves in the Misfortune of a Mother, who was 
going to kill her Son, and of a Son who was to 
dye by the Hands of his Mother. 

But methinks that if this had been a real Ob
jection he wou'd never have chofe to write upon 
the Story of .Anthony after Shakefpear and fome 
others, the various Condu8 of the fame Story 
takes away that Dulnefs which he apprehends 
from hearing the fame fo often. This is confirm'd 
by the beginning of Mr. Dryden's own Preface to 
.All for Love- The Death of Anthony and Cleo
patra, [ll'fs he, is a Subjeil, which has been treated by 
the greateft Wits of our Nation After Shakefpear ; 
and by all fo varioujly, that their Example has given 
met he Confidence to try my felf in the Bow of Ulyifes 
among the Crowd of Suiters, and wtth all to take my 
own Mea{ures in aiming at the Mark. 

But this indeed was wrote fome T·ime after the 
Effay on Poetry, and may therefore differ from 
it, as moft of Mr. Dryden's critical Prefaces do. 
He has given another lnfiance in his Oedipus, 
wrote upon not only by the Greeks, Seneca and 
Corneille but by forne of our old Engllfh Poets, yet 
he has told us, that they are different Plays tho' 
on the fame SubjeCt. His indeed difftrs extream
ly from that of Sophocles; and t.ho' he condemns 
Seneca abfolutely, and Co,·neille Jlmofr as much yet 
he has taken the Defcription of the Plague the 
Ghoft of Laiui from Seneca., and an Under-plot 
from Corneille, not that his Undet-plot is the famt:, 
but as an Under-plot it is the fa me Error cop~ \1 
from a Man he condemn'd and het e I ca11't but 
take Notice, that of all h.e h<..s f&id agaiuil Oe-dipziS 
in the foregoing Qjtotation, there is r1ot o11e par
ticular to be found in SojiJvdes. He l~.i · ltO Ghoft 

of 
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of Laius he has no ftir in a Defcription of a Plague, ~lf 
nor any but an extream pathetick Complaint of !lff 

his Misfortunes. ·:,1 

But after a l1 this Talk of the Plea fares being ··n· 
vaniih'd after the Novelty is gon is highly ridicu- In 
lous ; for this wou'd hold good againft all Plays ~Ol 
that had been feen above once, and be more fo in A"' 

thofe of Corneille., and his Englijh Imitations, which 
depend on Admiration, or the Intricacy of an In
trigue, which after it has been feen like a Jugler's 
Tricks when known, have nothing entertaining; for 
we then know it a\l as well as the Atheni11ns cou'd 
know Oedipus, Thyejles, or any other of the Greek to 

Stories; as for Example the Di{covery in the Spanijh 
Fryar, Don Sebaftit~n, the Accidents of the Five 
Hours .Adventures, &c. yet Mr. Dryden wou'd never 
have yielded, that the Argument againfl: the Fables 
of the Antients wou'd hold good againft the acting 
or feeing any of his Plays but once. But the Paf 
fions or Mvmnen of the Antients are fo admirably 
perform'd the Harmony of the Parts fo charming 
and perfect, thJt they will bear viewing like an 
admirable Piece of Painting for ever, and afford 
a ftrv ng and live I y Pleafure. It is not a little 
Knot, or Difficulty in a vain Intrigue, that fup· 
ports a Play or gives that Pleafure, which is deriv'd 
from Tragedy; but it is the good and judicious 
Contrivance and ConduB: of the whole in Incidents 
productive of Terror and Compaffion ; and by the 
artful \Vorking up 'of rhe Paffions, and Expreffi· 
on of the M-Inners, Sentiments and the like, which 
muft delight the fenfiblc Soul when ever they are 
feen. 

Befides his Oefcription of the Ofcitation, and 
languid beholding of the Athenian Plays without 
Pleafure is direB:ly contrary to the very matter 

of 
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of Fafr, as is plain from the lnftance of Merope I 
gave out of Plutarch and from the Athenians Pra
ctice, who fate whole Days to fee thefe· Perfor
mances. 

In the next Place he brings Tragicomedt:es as a 
Proof of the Preference of the Moderns to the 
Ancients, tho' as weakly and to as little Purpofe 
to his Caufe., as any thing he had before urg'd. 
But let u<: fee his own Words- I mufl there
fore have flronger Arguments e'er I am convinc'd, that 
Con p ffion and Mirth in the fame Subjeff deflroy 
each otJJer and in the mean time cannot but conclude 
to the Honour of our Nation, that we have invented, 
incretu' d and perjeCled a more plea/ant W~~ty of Writing 
than ever -was known to the Antients, or Moderns of 
any Nation, which is Tragicomedy. 

There is fcarce a Word of this Quotatiation 
which is true either in Faa or Crzticifm. For firft 
we did not invent Tragt'comedy, as is plain from 
the Prologue of Plautus to his Amphitryo. 

Fttciam ut commijfa fit Tragicocomtrdia 
Nam me perpetuo facere ut fit Comrzdia 
Reges quo veniant, & · Di non par 1u bitror. 
~id igitur? quoniam hie fervus Partes quoq; habet 
Facillm proinde ut dixi, 1jragicocomadiam. 

Nay this unnatural Mixture was even be r 
Tragedy was in Perfection ; that is in the Infancy 
of the Stage in both Athens and Rome; till rc
jeaed and the Stage reformed from it by the 
greateft \V its and Poets of thefe Cities, as a Mtx
ture ·wholly monftruous and unnatural. lvTam Dica
citatem & Facerias per fe Tragcedia non habet, 
quippe cui (it Rifus ,fnimicus (ut ~tit Oemetrius Phale
rius) & in qua nil nift mi{euibtl: . & terrificum offen-

d.It ur. 
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datur. F11r Wit and Railery belongs not properlJ to uwl 

Tragt:dy, to which Laughter is an Enemy (tu De me- 1rar 

trius Ph a lerius ob(erves) in which nothing is j11own but ·r~'' 
what is pitiful and terrible. ~~~ 

Thus what the Romans and Greeks rejected from littet 

the firft ignorant Performances of the firft Effays J~t1 
of the StJge ; Mr. Dry den has made the high·efl; ~art 
PerfeCtion we have over them, and fo it is indeed, 
for we differ from them in nothing but in retain• 
ing thofe Faults which the Ignora nee of our firft 
Writers brought in, which they threw afide from 
their ruder Sketches, that they might indeed ar'! 
rive at a real Perfection. 

But Mr. Dryden goes on -He tells us (fays he) 
that we cannot {o (peedily recollect our [elves after a 
Scene of g1·uet P ajfion., and Concernment, as to p~tfs to 
another of Mirth and Humour, and enjoy £t wzth any 
Relijh. But why jhould he imagine the Soul of Man 
more heavy., than his Senfes? Does not the Eye paji from 
11n unpleafant Object to a pleafant one, in mucb jhorter 
Ti'me, th.m ~s requir'd to this.? And does not the Vn
pleafantnefs of the fir ff commend tbe Beauty of the Lat

ter ? The old Rule ~{ Logic might have convinc' d him, 
that Contr~ries plac' d near Jet off each other, &c. 

I wonder he would lay the ObjeCtion' fo ftrong 
. and yet anfwer it fa weakly. For the Soul can 
·,.no more pafs in a Moment from the Tumult of 
' ftrong Paffion in w hi eh it is through 1 y engag'd, 
than the Sea can pafs from the moft turbulent 
and furious Storm, into a perfeCt Calm in a Mo
ment. There muft be time for the terribleEmotion 
to fubfide by Degrees into a Calm ; and there 
muft be a gradual Paflage from the extream o~ 
Grief, Pity or the like to its oppofite Mirth, Hu· 
mour, or Laughter. The Simile therefore, which he 
lays down as a Proof is fo far from an Argument 

· of 
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of what he contends for, that it is in no Manner 
a Parallel, nor even will it hold in it felf as here 
urg'd. There I is no Agreement betwixt the Paf
fage of the Eye from one ObjeCt to another of 
different, nay contrary Kinds, and a. Sou~ work'd 
up to the Height of Grief, Pity,lndignation,. LO'Ve, &c. 
ftarting from thefe in a Moment to calm Enjoy
ment of Mirth and Llfughttr; not is this any Ar..: 
gument of the Heavinefs of the Soul, for 'tis im
poffible to quit that in a Moment in which it was 
engag'd by Steps or Degrees. Here we have 
nothing to do with Heavinefs or Lightnefs 
but in a Metaphorical Senfe, meaning Dulnefs 
or Vivacity, but fuch a fwift Paffa~e of the Soul 
from oppofite to oppofite, is a Proof of a Dulnefs 
of Spirit, which cou'd not be engag'd throughly 
in any Paffion. But the lnftance of the Eye it felf 
is not rightly fuppos'd ; for if the Eye be fixt witli 
Pleafure on a grave and ferious ObjeCt, fuppofe 
the taking our Saviour from the Crofs by ']orda1i 
of Antwerp, the Eye thus attach'd wil.I neither foon 
nor eafily remove it felf to look on a Droll-piece 
of Hemskirk, &c. But granting, that it remove with 
Eafe and Swiftnefs from an ObjeCl: that is un
pl~afant to one that is delightful : Will it 
return with the fame Facility from the pleafant 
to the unp1eafant, as in Tra(Ticomedj, where the 
Soul is to ftart from Tears ..... to Laughter, and 
from Laughter to Tears,five times in one Pla~;fuch 
a Soul muft be like fomc Childrens and Womens 
who can weep and laugh in a Bre~tli. But as Mr. 
Dryden in this Inftance did not confider the Na ... 
tu re of the Soul, fo did he not that of the Eye, 
for Objetts are pleating or difpleafing to that only 
~s they pleafe or difplecrfe the Mind, fo that he 
leaves the Controverfy undecided, or rather he per-

E e fe8ly 
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feClly yields the Point by bringing nothing againft it 
of the leaft Force and Validity. If by this In
fbtnce he mean only the mere mechanic .Motion 
of the Eye without any Concern in ·the ObjeCt it 
has as little to do with the. Soul engag'd, for then 
the Simile fhou'd be the Soul difengag'd in any 
Particular, and the meer fwiftnefs of the Tranfi
tion of the Mind from one Thought to another. 
Thus take~ him which way you will his Inftance 
l1as nothing to do with the Matter in Hand, but 
11as left the Abfurdity where he found it in Tragi 
Comedy. l confefs moft of our Tragi-comedies are 
fuch as engage the Paffions fo very little, that the 
Tranfition from the Serious to the comical Part 
may be quick and eafie ; but then the Argument 
h as nothing to do here for that which was to be 
>rov'd was the fwift Tranfition from Grief to 

J\tlirth or the like. 
But (fays Mr. Dryden) a Scene of Mirth mix'd 

with Tragedy has the fame Ejfecr upon us, which our 
.A1uflck has between the AEls; and that we find a Relief 
to us from the beft Plot and Language of the Stage if 
the Difcourfes have been long. 

By this he wou'd make the Comic Part of no 
n1ore Relation to the Phy, than the Me~c, which 
betwixt the Acts that ha·s none I at all. But the 
Para11el here is as defective as in the former: For 
the lVIufic employing only Sounds, may by them 
contribute gradually to the calming the Soul, re
ftoring that Tranquility which the ruffling J)f a 
great Pafiion had rais'd, here is nothing to re
quire the Attention of the Mind or Reafon; here 
is no ftart from one Extreamity to the other, 
which confounds and not relieves the agitated 

I Soul. But according to this Notion of his they 
might 

I~ 
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might compendioufly atl: a Tragedy and a Comedy 
together, firft a Scene of Tragedy, and then a Scene 
of Comedy; but fure Mr. Dryden nor any of his 
Opinion wou'd never think this a PerfeElzon, and _ 
fuch a Perfetl:ion found out, and improv'd by us, 
as the Antients, nor any other Nation of the Mo
derns ever knew ? And yet moft if not al1 of our 
Modern Tragi-comedies are even as if a Tragedy 
and Comedy was acted together; the Comic Part 
of them having no more to do with or Relation 
to the Tragic, than if it were another Play ; as 
in the Spani(h Fryar, the Comedy of which has with 
Succefs been aCted by it felf without any Gap in 
the Reprefentation ; which is a Proof that it is 
no Part of the Tragedy fince it is not maim'd by 
the feperation. And yet Mr. Dryden pleafantly 
enough tells his Patron in the Beginning of his 
Dedication -Accordingly I us'd the beft of my 
Endeavour, tn the ma;utgement of two Plots fo very 
different from each other, that it was not perhaps the 
Talent of every Writer to have made them of a Piece
Since he himfelf has not done it in any one Par
ticular; unlefs it be by making two or three of 
the under Parts of the ferious Part, the chief Per
fons in the Comic, which yet does not conneCt 
them fo but that end may be acted feperately, ," 
and make a different Comedy and Tragedy ; 
which needs no great Talent to perform fince no 
Poet cou'd do lefs in his worft Performance. Had 
he i eed, united them fo, that the Fryar, Loren
z..o, Gomet..., Elvira, &c. had contributed ..- to the 
carrying on the Plot, or Deilgn of the f2.!:een, 
Torrifmond, &c. or the Difcovery of the Birth of 
Torrifmond, or the Life of old Sancho, there had 
been fome Ground to fay they were of a Piece; 
but w hilft they carry on two feveral nay d iffcrent 

E e 2 Defign 
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Defigns, they are · two diftinct Plays tho' lamely 
tack'd together, atl:ed together and Printed toge
ther, as one Play. 

The Authors Suppofition of fo quick a Tran .. 
fition from Grief, Anger, &c. to Mirth or Laugh
ter wou'd go a great w-ay, to convince a fenfible 
Man, that he feldom, or never had himfelf expe
dmentally felt thofe Emotions of Soul, which a true 
Paflion excites, and therefore knew not how it is 
fixt to a Paffior, it is engag'd in, by a well written 
Scene. But in this he was always equal to himfelf. 
He was once talking of tranfiating HfJmer, and 
I recommended Euripides to his Pen, but he re
ply'd that he did not like the Poet, which was a 
Proof that he had but little Tafte of Nature, or 
that he was affraid to do that Poet Juftice in the 
Englijh Language, left his charming Draughts of 
Nature fhou'd refine our Tafte, and make us con
temn the tinfel Trifles of our modern Writers 
of Tragedy. But I am rather apt to think it was 
his want of a true Relifu of Nature having been 
early mii1ed by a great Converfation with the 
French Romances, which are juft Oppofites to Na
ture ; becaufe he told a Gentleman being by oneDay 
at the Coffee-houfe who had met with Succefs in 
fome of bis Plays, that he wou'd make much 
(uch another Poet., as Otway; the Gentleman jufily 
n:ply'd, that he defir'd to be no greater. 
· I fhou'd not have taken fo much Pains with this 
Effay of Mr. Dryden, had it not been Print in 
his \.\lorks without any Mark of the Alteration 
of his Opinion; becaufe the ignorant Reader, that 
dep(nds on hi~ Judgment in Print will be milled by 
his Authority, and the Specioufnefs of his Reafons. 
And this I hope will be my Excufe for oppofing a 
1\tlan, who mu!t by an be acknowledg'd to have 

much 
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much improv'd our Verfification and to have dif
cover'd a Genius in his other Writings, which juft
ly claims our Admiration. But that very thing 
is what muft juftify my Undertaking, fince the 
very Authority which his Merits give him will 
be the more prejudicial in eftablilhing his Er!"' 
rors. 

Before I quit this Point I muft take No ice that 
the Author of Shakefpear's Life is of Opinion, that 
Tragicomedy will take more, than Tr~tgedies; but he 
having given no Inftances to prove this Opinion, 
I muft only take it for a Suppofition, which has 
more probability of Falfhood, than Truth. For 
we have not for fome Years paft had any of that 
kind on the Stage, which have pleas'd ; The FatP~l 
Marriage and Oroonoko are the laft, that I can re- , 
member; and I am apt to believe, that more were 
pleas'd with the Tragic Part of both thofe Plays, 
than with the Comic. Thus the Scene of the 
Hiftorical Dialogues of Shakefpear pleafe by a 
fort of Prefcription, yet let any Man in our Days 
bring any fuch thing upon the Stage, he wou'd 
foon be convinc'd of his Error by a juft Con~ 
demnation. · 

I hope by this Time I h::tve made it plain, that 
the Moderns have not got any Advantage above 
the Antients in the Drama by what Mr. Dryden 
has urg'd in their behalf in the Particulars abov~ 
mention'd, but there ftill remains another Objeeti-:
on, tho' much more modeftly urg'd in his Preface 
to Aft for Love, in which Play he at laft confeifes, 
that the Antients ought to be our Mafters, an4 
allows what Horace fays to be juft. 

E e 3 
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~~ 

----Vos Exemplaria Greeca 
.NoEfurna vefate Manu, verfatu Diuran. 

But then -Yet tho' their Models are retJular 
they are too little fo;· Englifh Tragedy, whi~h re: 
quires to be built on a larger Compajj Tho' I cou'd 
anfwer him from himfelf in his Preface to Oedipus, 
after he has faid more in this Point, or rather ex
plain'd what he fays here; yet I £lull examine the 
Weight of what he urges. But firft let us hear him 
in the fore-quoted Preface to Oedipus. ' Sophocles 
" is indeed admirable every where, and therefore 
' we have follow'd him as clofc as ever we cou'd. 
' But the Athenian Theatre (whether more perfect, 
' than ours is not now difputed) had a Perfettion 
' diff~ring from ours. You fee there in every Act 
' a lingle Scene (or two at the moft) which ma .. 
' nages the Bufinefs of the Play, and after that 
~ fucceeds the Chorus, which commonly takes up 
' more Time in finging, than there has been em
' ploy'd in [peaking. The principal Perfon ap
' pears almoft conftantly through the Play ; but 
' the inferiour Parts feldom above once in the 
' whole Tragedy. The Conduct of our Stage is much 
., more difficult, where we are oblig'd never to lofe 
' any confiderable CharaCter which \"le have once 
' prefented. · 

And a little after-' Perhaps after all, if we 
' cou'd think fo, the ancient Method, as it is 
' eafieft is alfo the moft natural, and the beft; for 
' Variety as 'tis manag'd, is too often fubjett to 
' breed Diftrattion; and while we wou'd pleafe too 
' many Ways, for want of Art in the Conduct we 
~ ,pl~afe in JlOne. 

I ~on· 
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I confefs I was not a little puzled on the firft 

Quotation till I met with the fecond which was 
as a Comment on the former. Nay I am ye 
to feek what he means by a Model; he iliou'd 
have defin'd his Term fince 'tis plain that he 
means fomething different from what we under.,. 
ftand by the Formation of the Dejign, the Confti· 
tution of the Subjea. The Reader will find that: 
in thofe Rules, which I have from Arifforle laid 
down for the Writing and judging of a T'ragedy 
there is no one Rule about the Seldom or oftell 
bringing in of the CharaCters, but that natural 
ly follows the. Conftitution of the SubieEt, for 
it is certain in Reafon and Nature, that none 
ought to be brought in but fuch as are necefla 
ry to the Defign, and only as they are neceifary; 
to do otherwife is contrary to good ConduCt, 
and to Perfeaion; and if in many of thofe P·lays 

. of the Ancients which remain, what Mr. Dryden 
has obferv'd be true, it is· no Rule to him if he 
forms his Story accordin~ to Art, and yet have 
his under CharaCters more frequently on the 
Stage. That each AB: of the Ancients confifts of a~ 
bout one or two Scenes is a certain Perfeaion, but . 
in the Laifon of Scenes as the French call it, 
and in their Shortne[s, which I believe Mr. Dryde1:e 
meant by their Model being too little for our Stage ; 
for thofe numerous Scenes brought in . by our 
Poets do not only ftretch the Play to an un
reafonable Length but generally breeds a Confufi
on, and have no ConneCtion to one another. 
So that this iliows Mr· Dryden's Error in ma
king a Diftinction betwixt the Perfe6tion of the 
Athenian Stage and that of London, in the fame 
numerical fort of Poem, in which there can b"" 
but one Perfecrion, andt either Ad:~ens or Lon~ 
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~on, muft be in the Wrong, but I have already imia 

prov'd Atheru in the Right, fo that what Mr. ~J~I 
Dryden urges for a differ~nt Perfe8.ion on our ~~ t1 
Stage, only proves a Defetl: and ought therefore ~f« 
to be rejetted, as he ind~ed in the End feems i(l 

to conf~fs, but lays his adhering to the Error r~d 
on the Tyranny of Cuftom, which Men of his ~ ir 
Authodty, p.1~y and o~ght to break and re-: )!m 
forrn. · i:~( 

Brevity is very good 
Both where we 11re and 4re not un;lerflood 

And that Shortnefs \Yhich he ObjeB:s to the An· 
fients is what we often wilh for rn our modern 
Author~, when th,ey tire us with th~ir tediou~Scene~ 
for four liour~ together, without ever engaging 
our Souls at a11. And the Chorus was a more na_. 
tural Relief, than comic lnterludes, or the Mufic 
betwixt th~ J\.Cls. Th~t qur Stag~ does not re
quire a larger Compafs to build on is plain from 
the Orphan of Otway, vv hich frill pleafes and ever 
will, and y~t for the m oft Part according to the 
Model of th~ Ancients, and w~thout any under 
Plot ; the Epifodes of it being entirely Parts of 
the Defign," anp not to be left out without maim
ing the whole. Whence it is plain that it is not 
the Faolt qf the ~udience, but the Impotence or 
Ignorance pf the Poe~, who is not able ( tho' 
he calls this \\lay the · m oft ~a fie (to travel ~n fo 
fmooth anq pleaf,nt a Way. 

But this · CQntroverfy b_etwixt th~ Ancients and 
the Modern~ is fo cppious ~nd }arg~ to be througb
Jy difcufs'd in this Point, it has engag'd Boileau 
and Mr.Perault in Fr~nce, . and Mr. Jf"otton,_and Sir 
fri!li~n} Te~pl~ in our ~w~ ~~untry; ~ut~ thi~~ 

a 
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' 3 middle Courfe ought to be fteer'd, there are 
things in which t hey have evidently e"ttll'd us, 
and to imitate which is counted now the higheft 
Perfecrion; as in Statuary, and the belt Painters 
have made it their Study to imitate the Antique. 
The fame muft be faid in Oratory and Poetry efpeci
a\1 in the Tra(Jic Poem, in which we have by no 
Means yet bee~ able to rival them. \Ve have had 
fame Poets who have happily defcrib'd fame things 
finely, and given us many pretty and fine Refle
ctions and Topics, but there is no Order, no Deco
rum, no Harmony of Defign, nay no Relation of 
the Parts to each other but as Horace fays 

/nceptis gravibus plerumq; & magna prof~.f/is 
Purpureu.s late qui fplendeat unus & alter 
AJ{uitur Pannus. Primum Lucus & Ara Dianx 
Et proper~tntis Aqu£ per am£nos Ambitus agros 
Aut Flumen Rhenum, !jUt pluvius defcribitur Arcus. 

·rhey can patch a lame Plot wi-th fome fine 
Lines fame pretty Similes; can make a fine De
fcription of a Battle, of a Grove, or the like, but 
all thefe thruft into their wrong Places, where they 
have not the leaft to do. Ar.d thefe are the Men 
who exclaim againft the Rules, all'd by a fenfelefs 
Noife fet up for Patrons of Confufion, and Enemies 
to Hflrmony and Order, as if any one fhould prefer 
the rambling Prelude of a Performer (who by the 
Way feldom knows any thi~g of the Compofition) 
to the fine Sonata's of Corelli or the admirable Com
pofition and Harmony cf Parts in a Piece of 
Henry Purcel. One is only a Proof of the Volubility 
of the Performers Fi~gers, the other the Power of 
Mufic, that moves ~h~ Soul which way it 
p~eafes. 

BJlt 
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But th~re may be fome ·tolerable Reafon given ~~~· 

why thefe Poets, that have even thofe Skantlings ~~f 
of Poetry, fhoud furprife the Town into anAdmira- .t 
tion of their P.erformances, as our Shake (pear, and ~~e 
Mr. Dryden i his Plays; but the Succefs of fome 
fince them is wl1ol1y unaccountable, who are fully 
as faulty in their Blots or Defigns, and yet have 
fcarce one Line in a Play that difcovers any Re-
fieB:ion. , 

Among thefe are our Lady Poet~, who like 1uno 
in the ProduB:ion of Vulcan are always delivered 
of Cripples. I beg the Ladies Pardon I do not ex
clude them from all Manner of Poetry; they he1ve 
in all Ages fccceeded in the leffer Poefie, but no 
Woman of any other Nation, that I know of ex
cept England, ever pretended to meddle with the 
Drama. Magaloftrate the Miftrefs of Alcman the 
Lyric Poet. Sappho one of whofe Poems is fi:il] ex
tant, and whofe Writings were admired by Longi
nus himfelf, fhe wrote Ele.~ies, EpigrP~ms, Monodes · 
and Iambics; and her Friend Erinna, and her con
temporary Demophila. Theano the Wife of Pytha
goras. Cleobalina who wrote Enigma's. Corinna who 
was Miftrefs of fo much Excellence, and fo good a 
Lyric Poet, that fhe was call'd the Lyric Mufe, and 
had five times the Vitl:ory over the famous Pindar 
of Thebes. Telejilla, Prtt:·dlla, A(pafia, a fecond Erinna, 
Myro, Eudojia the Wife of 1heodofius the younger; 
Damocharis, Heffica of Alexandria, Moeio1 NojJi1 
a Lyric Poetefs, fome of whofe Poems are yet ex
tant; Philwr1is. All thefe we have had from Greece, 

. and not one of them attempted the Drama. Now 
for the Latins who are but very few. Corinjicia whofe 
Epigrams are frill extant ; Sempronia, Theophil~e, the 
Wife of Canius the Poet. Proba, Rofwid a Nun, who 
writing in Latin Verfe is put among the Latin 

Poets 
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Poe . But in England we have had almoft as 
many Ladies in ~he Soch and Bus kin as . Men 
But to thefe .I wou'd add refs what Plato has 
made Sophoc{es and Euripides fay to a young 
Poet., who thus fpeaks to !hem~ I can mak~ 
Ver/!J tolerably well, an'd ! know how in my De~ 
fcrip,tions to extend a mean SubjeEl, and c.ontraEf. 
a great one ; ! know how to excite 'if rror and 

· Compaffion, ~nd to make · pitibd Things appear 
dreadful and menac~ng-• • I will, therefore, .go and 
write Tragedies. So.phocles avd .. ~uripidcs anfrer 
him thus. D() not ·go jo faft, Tras,edy i& not w,_hat 
you take it t() be .; )tis a Body compo~~ d qf many dif~ 
ferent and well· fuited Parts; of iwbich )'OU will make 
a Monfter, urllefs .JOU know how to adjujf them. :fou 
may know mhat is. to be learn~d . ~ef{)re the Study of 
the Art of Tragedy, but you il~,JJ't .'Jet · know t ~>'Zt 
Art. 

But this ought to be addrefs'd to the Male 
Writers as well as tpe Fernal~, for it has .been fhe 
ill riting of the fonn~r, which tga e them the 
Aifurance to attempt, a Thing, in which they cou ,d 
fee no Difficulty, while they faw nothing but the 
wild Compofitions of the Times. 

But this . is a SubjeCt which I have a Defign to 
touch more clofely when I fhal1 examine all the 
taking Plays of the later Years, a d deliver a Cri
tick upon them in fuch a Manner, that the Ladies 
themfelves may judge of the Ridiculoufnefs of 
thofe things, which we now call Tragedies. For 
the Fate of that Point of the Drama depending 
much on the Boxes, the Labour will not _be difa
greea ble to g· ve the m fuch Demonftrations as may 
without Diffitulty inform tbeir Underftandings and . 
Judgments. 

Tho' 
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Tho' this gradual way of reforming the Stage 

may be fomething tedious, yet fince there is no 
other Way to obtain that Happinefs, but the Go
vernments having an immediate Infpec:tion of it, 
or by deputing as many Judges of the Drtlma as 
were in Athens, where each of the Ten Tribes 
chofe a Judge, who aCted upon Oath; but that 
can never be done while private lntereft has the 
Direaion of a publick Diverfion ; for that has no 
Regard to any thinp; but it felf. · 

I fhall here take my Leave of the Plays of Shafle· 
{pear; and {hall proceed to the Confideration of his 
Poems, which are publilh'd in this Edition, and 
are more perfeB: in their kind,than his Plays, as will 
appear by making a Judgment of them by thofe 
Rules which I fhall lay down as the Guides to 
~erfecUon in them. 

The End of the Remarks on the Plays ofSh akefpear. 
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The Poe1ns of Shakejpear. 

Come now to Sha~efpear's Poems the Publication 
of 'which in one Volume, and of a Piece with 

the reft of the Works, gave Occafion to my Pe
rufal of his other Writings, with fo much At
tention, that I cou'd not eafily be impos'd on 
by any fpurious Copy of that Poet. 'Tis true 
there may perhaps be a Michael Angelo found, who 
may copy the An~ique fo admirably, as to puzzle 
the greateft 1\IIaftcrs, but then, the very Copy 
muft have the Beauty, and Merit of an O
riginal. Thus I am confident, that tho' the 
Poems this Volume contains are extreamly di
ftinguifh'd in their Excellence, and Value, yet 
there is not one of them, that does not carry 
its Author's Mark, and Stamp upon it. Not 
only the fame Manner of Thinking, the fame 
Turn of Thoug It, but even the fame Mode of 
Drefs and Exprdlion, the Drcompounds, his 
peculiar ort of Epithets, which diftinguilhes his 
from the erfes of all his Contempories or Suc
ceifors, as in the Poems-

From off ~ Hill, whofe cotzc~tve l1Vomb reworded 
.A plaintful Story from 11 Siftring Vlfllf &c. 

And 
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And in his Plays this very Epithet we find 

particular\ V, p. 2897. That even her Art Sifters the 
natural Ro{es. But to compare all the Poems in 
this manner wou'd be an endlefs Work, and 
n1ake a\moft as many Volumes as his Plays; and 
it wou'd be perfeClly unneceffary" fince whoever 
knows any thing of Shake(pear will find his Ge· 
nius in every Epigram of thefe Poems in every 
particular l have p1ention'd, and the frequent 
Catac'hre{es ; his Starts afide in Allegories, and in 
fuort his Verfification, which is very unequal; 
fometimes flowing fmoothly but gravely like the 
Thames, at other times down right Profe. He 
never touches on an Image in any of them, but he 
proves the Poem genuine. 
· But fome, perhaps, who are for undervaluing 
what they have no Share in may fay, that grant
ing them to be Shake[pears, yet they are not valu· 
able enough to be reprinted, as was plain by the 
firft Editors of his Works who wou'd otherwife 
have join'd them altogether. . 

To this I anfwer-That the Affertion is falfe, 
or were it not it is more, than the Objector knows 
by his own Judgment, and Underftanding, but to 
prove it falfe we need only confider, that they are 
much lefs imP,erfea in their Kind, than ev'n the 
befl: of his PJays, as will appear from the Rules 
I fhall lay down immediately; in the next Place 
the firft Editors were Players, who had nothing 
to do with any thin~ but the Dramatic Part, 
which yet they publifu'd full of grofs Miftakes, 
moft of which remain to this Day ; nor were they 
·by any means Judges of the Goodnefs or Bad
nefs of, the Beauties or Dcfefrs of either Plays or 
Poems. 

There . 
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There is next an Obje8ioo, that if thefe Po

ems had been Genuine, they had ·been publilh'd 
in the I .ife time of the Author and by himfelf, 
but coming out almofr thirty Years after his Death 
there is great Reafon to fufpe8 that they are not 
Genuine. 

To this I anfwer, that if nothing was to he 
thought his but what was publilb'd in his Life 
time, much the greater Number of his Plays 
wou'd be as lyable to this Obje8ion as his 
Poems. Next here is indeed , no weight in 
the Objection, is there any thing more com
mon, than the Publication of Works of great 
Me-n after their Death. It is more than thirty 
Year fince the Deaths of the ingenious Butler, 
yet it is certain that Mr. L-l of the Temple 
has a Manufcript of his in his Hands perhaps 
more valuable, than his Hudibnrfs, and in the 
fame Kind, becaufe the Suhjett wou'd afford 
greater Matter for fo fine a Genius to work on, 
and if this . Gentleman Ibou'd be prevail'd upon 
to do the Dead Author the Juftice to publifu 
this to the World, cou'd this Objetlion rob his 
Memory of the Work and make it fpurious? 
No, no, there IS a Likenefs in one Man's Chil
dren gcr era11y, which extends not beyond the 
Family, and in the Children of the Brain it is 
always fo, when they are begot by a Genius 
indeed. Befides thefe Poems being moft to his 1\rli
ftrefs it is not at allunlilrely, that file kept them 
by her till they fell into her Executors Hands or 
fome Friend, who would not let them be any 
longer conceal'd. But after all there were more in 
Proportion of thefe Poems of this Volume, prin
ted in his Lifetime, tha1. .. of his Pla ~ s, as is J lain 

from 

. . 
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from his VenuJ and Adonis, his Tarquin and Lucrece, ::1 .. 
and feveral Epi(lrams and Srmnets. !:~~ 

There is a P~em in this Book caU'd the Paffionlltt ·ili 
Shepherd, which gives us a ftrong Proof of its being V1i 

Sh~tkefpear's for Sir Hugh the Welch Levite, in the 
1
L 

Merry Wives of Wind for, to a ppeafe his Choler or ~e 
his Fears as he is waiting to fight Dr. Caius, re- T 
peats often fome of the Lines as li~i~ 

lH 

By ]hallow Rivers by whofe Fal!J 
Melodious Birds (Jng Madrigals, 
There will I make thee Beds of Rofes 
With a thoufand fragrant Pojies. 

This at leaft proves it a known and celebrated 
Song when Shakefpear wrote that Play, which was 
Years before his Death. 

There is yet another Proof, p. 2 51 of the Poems 
for there is the Song which begins the fourth A?t 
of Me11[ure for Me11(ure at length, whereas there 1$ 

but one Stanza of it in the Play, which is 

T~ke oiJ! Thofe Lips ~tway 
7'hat fq fweetly were forfworn, &c. 

The Stanza omitted In the Play is 

Hide Oh! hide thofe Hills of Snow, 
l'Vhich thy froz-..en Bofom bears 
On who(e Tops the Pinks, that grow 
Are of thofe that April wears ' 
Rut my poor Heart fir rf Jet free 
Bound in thofe Icy Charms by thee. 

The Reafon why this Stanza was left out io that 
Place of Meafure for llfeafure, where the firit is, is 

lhis 
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this- it is plain that the fecond makes the 
Song to be from a Man to a "VVoman.; whereas 
in the Play it is from a Woman to a Man. From 
M~~riana to A11gelo. For to have brought in the 
Hills of Snow which his froz..en Bofom bears, had 
here been highly ridiculous. 

This leads me to a Book lately publifh'd con
taining only fome few of his Poems confufedly 
put together; for what is there calPd The Paffio
nate Pilgrim is no more thaR a medly of Shake
fpear's thrown into a Heap without any Diftin
Ct:iori, tho' they are on feveral and difl:erent Sub
jeCts as for Example. Tbe fir1l: Stanz.a, in thefe 
Poems, is call'd The fal{e Relief. The next Stan::.,a 
is call'd The Temptatton and on quite another Sub
ject tho' incorporated into one under that gene
rat Title of the Pajfionate Pilgrim. The next Stan
z..~t is caH'd Faft and Loofe and frill of another 
Subjett; the next Stanz..a tho' joio'd as the Reft 
as Part of the fame Poem is on a SubjeCt vaftly 
different from that of the former Stanz..a and is 
call'd the Sweet Provocation, the fau1e holds good 
of the next which is call'd The Conjlant Vow: 

I might go on with the Reft, which confounds 
the Reader, and very much injures the Poet, hy 
palming on his Memory fuch abfurd Incoheren
ces, as none but fuch a wife Editor cou'd ever 
have !tumbled on. ' 

Again the Poems are not only in that Book 
thus ridiculouf]y blended together in one prepc 
fterous Mixture, but fome of them a ·e lame 
and imperfea, to inftance in one,w hich is here call'd 
The Pajfionate ~heph_erd; the Anf~ver tO. that i~ the 
Book we mentwn 1s not a hove fix or ieven Ltne" ; 
and here it is as long and as beautifnl as t ht' 
Shepherds Addrefs nay in my Opinion much berr. r. 

F f 'I'ho~ 
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Tho' Love and its Effe8s are often happily e-
nough touch'd in many of thefe Poems, yet I muft T! 
confefs that it is but too vifible, that Petrarch 
had a little infeeted his way of thinking on that 
Sun}ea, yet who ever can admire Mr Cowley's 
Mill:refs, has a· thoufand Times more Caufe of 
Admirati-on of our Shakefpear in his Love Verfes, 1r• 
becaufe he has fometimcs fuch touches of Nature 
as will make Amends for thofe Points, thofe Epi
grllmmatic Acumina, which are not or ever can be 
the ProduCt of a SO\d truly touch'd with the Paffioa 
of Love. 

The Poem of Venus and Adonis has been much 
admir'd fince it has of late come to be known to 
the Curious, and there are a great many very 
beautiful Images and Lines in it. Rion one of the 
}.4inor Greek Poets has wrote on the fame Subjec.t 
with this Difference, the Britijh Bard has taken 
more of the Story in, that is he has given us a 
Draught of the laft Scenes of the amorous Effays 
of the Paffion of f'enus on the Youth, as well as 
of his Death and her Lamentations upon it; 
where as the Ed;•lium of Bio·n laments his Death. 
However this furnifhes us with an Opportunity 
of making a better Cornparifon betwixt our Poet 
and the Ancients, than that which Mr. Hales of 
Eaton, my Lord Falkland and the reft took in Op
pofition to Ben. Joh,Ifou. I the more willingly do this 
becaufe the right honourable the Earl of Wincheljett 
has trauilated this very Piece with a great deal of 
Addrefs, which I lhall here give you as I find it in 
Print. 

The 
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The firft Edyllium of Bion. 
On the Death of A n o N r s. 

TranJl!f.ted by the Right Honor4ble the Earl 
of W I N C H E L S E A. 

M Ourn all y,e Loves, the fair Adonis dies! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies! 

Rife wretched Venus, and to Mourning turn 
The Tyrian Robes, thy beauteotts Limbs adorn : 
Thy panting Bofom beat in wild Defpair, 
And pierce with thy Complaints t~ yielding Air. 

Mourn a l1 ye Loves ! the fair Adonis d ics ! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies ! 

Ah! how his Breaft feems lovely to the Sight! 
The Tusk., that wounded him is not fo white· 
The fparkhng Luftre now forfakes his Eyes, 
And from his Lips the rich Cornation ft1es; 
The charming Youth lies breathlefs on the Plain, 
And Cytherea's Kiffes are in vain· 

Mourn ' all ye Loves! the fair Ado11is dies., 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces liei• 

I 

Tho' wide the Wound upon his Thigh appears, 
The tender Goddefs Breaft a larger bears. 
Clof~ by his Side his faithful Dogs attend, 
And howling o'er the Corps, the Skies they rend· 
The Mountain Nymphs their fad Diftrachon fhow, 
But Venus Griefs no Limits will allow. 
Barefooted to the Defart ibe repairs, ~ 
With Looks diforder'd, and ne~lecred Hair, 
And her foft Flefh the cruel Brambles tear· 

F f 2 1\Iour~ 
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1\'Iourn all ye Loves l the fair Adonis dies! 
The lovely Youth in Deaths Embraces lies ! 

The Rocks and Floods lament his haplefs Fate, 
Adonzs., frill Adonis they repeat. 
The Flowrs a univerfal Sorrow !hew, 
And weep his Fall in pearly Drops of Dew. 
But Venus o'er the pathlefs Mountain flies 
And.Hills and V allies eccho to her Cries. 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adonis dies ! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies'! 

Who can the Cyprian Queens fad Story know 
\Vithout lamenting her difaftrous Woe ? 
With Arms out-ftretch'd ibe grafps the fieetingAir, 
And cries Adonis ftay ! ftay lovely Fair! 
At le:1gth I've found thee ! fly not my Embrace, 
My glowing kifs fuall warm thy bloodlefs Face. 
With eager Lips I'll draw thy parting Breath, 
Receive thy Soul, and fuck thy Love in Death. 
This farewel Kifs I never will refign, 
And tho' you leave me, that fhal1 frill be mine. 
Far offyon fly Adonis and muft go 
To vi fit the remorilefs King below. 
But as a Goddefs far more wretched I 
lmmortalJy a m curs'd, and cannot die. . 

1\'lourn all ye Loves ! the fair Adonis dies ! 
The Lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies ! 

'The Queen of Love affumcs a widow'd State ~ ... 
And round her, little Loves unactive wait! 
She blames thee too rafu Youth ! alone to dare 
Encounter Savage Beafts himfelf fo fair· 

Mourn alJ ye Loves! the fair Adonis dies! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies! 

As 
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As many Tears fair Venus Eyes fupply 
As Drops of Blood fell from Adonis Thigh; 
From which fucceffively wet e feen to rife 
From Blood the Rofe, from Tears AnemonieJ• 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair .Adonis dies ! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies! 

Fair Cytherea from the Woods retire; 
No longer there lament your loft Defire· 
Th'e Nuptial Bed for your cold Love prepare, 
Who looks (as fieeping) charming ftill and fair. 
On golden Bolfters raife his heavy Head, 
So let him lie tho' pale his Looks, and dead ! 
In his rich Garments lay him gently down, 
The fame, that us'd thy happy Ni~hts to crown. 
LetFlow'rs and Garlands o'er the Corps be fpread · 
But they, fince he's no more., will quickly fade· 
With fragrant Eifences perfume the Air, 
Since he is gone, who was all fweet and fair. 
Now deckt in Purple fof~ Adonis lies ; 
The little Loves attend with weeping Eyes. 
Anti ftrive by different \Vays their Grief to lhow, 
This tramples on his Dart, thattbreaks his Bow ; 
A third i'th' Air his ufelefs Quiver throws ; 
A fourth th' embroider'd Slipper wou'd unloofe. 
In golden Cups another Water bears, 
One wallies off the Blood, his Thigh befmears. 
Another beats officioufly the Air, 
And with [oft Pinnio.ns fans the breathlefs Fair· 
All Hymens Torches Qll the Threfhold lie , 
Extinguifb'd, and the marry'd Garland by. 
Hymen's no longer fung but all around 
.Adonis is become the mournful Sound. 
The pitying Graces in the Confort move, 
And mourn th' unhappy Cyti:Jrrea's Love· 

F f 3 Her 
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HEedr boundlefs Grief the bfatal Sifl-ers f?are, ~-

n eavour to recal the eautt:ous Fatr, 
But cruel Pro{erpine is de.af to Prayer. A 

I need not tranfcribe that of Shake(pear fince by fiJt 
turning top 4£ you may find it. T e particular 
Complaint of Venus in Bion begins H 

-\iHVOY AJrur1 

ArJU11oT p.i p.eiv~v .AJrJrl, €5'c. 

T he ; imiles ill Shake.fpe.rr are generally very good, 
as that p 7· 

E't·~n as ~-m empt_y Eagle Jharp by Faffe 
Tsres with her Beak on Featl1ers, FleJh, and Bone, &c. 

And that in the next Stanza but one. 

Look how a Bird lies tangled ir1 a Net 
So faften'd, &c. 

But it wou'd be tedious to refer to all the Simr.·
les, fince there is fcarce a Page but has one or 
more very well adapted to the heightning of the 
Subjett. 

Her Speeches to him, allowing now and then for 
fomc P•trachifms are natural and pathetique enough, 
exprefiing her Eagernefs of Defire, as p. 8. 

Oh ! Pity gan jlJe cry flint hearted Boy, &c. 

The Defcription of the Horfe of AdoniJ, p. 1 )-· 

and all that parfes from the Jennets coming out 
of the Copce is very lively, her Speech to him like-
wife, p. 17. Oh! 
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Oh! fairefl- Mov•r on thu mortal Round ~ &c. 

And her Reply to him, p. 19. 

What canft thou talk ( quoth P1e) haft thou a Tongue, &c. 

Her Defcription of the Terrors of the Poar, 
p. 2_5, 26. d·c. and her Diifwafions from hunting is 
very good. But fhe (eems fomethi ng too long and 
particular in her Perfwafion to his courfing or 
hunting the timerous Hare. Shake(pear was, at leall: 
a young Poet when he wrote this, it being as he tells 
his Patron in his Billet Dedicatory his firft Effa y ; 
I fuppofe he means in this Kind, for certainly fame 
of his Plays were wrote before it, being infi
nitely lefs perfea in the Oi{tion and Verfi
fication. Her chiding of Death, p. 36. expref
fes that Terror in lively Colours. 

Befides the Similu and pathetique Speeches there 
are fcatter'd up and down fome Topics well exprefs'd, 
asP· lOo 

On Love. 

1 .ove is a Spirit all compact of Fire, 
Not grofs to iink, but light and will afpire. 

And Page 31, 32. 

On Love and LuJt. 

Call it not Love for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since fweating Luft on Earth ufurps his Name, &c. 

PafT. 33 on the Power of Love. 
u Bf4 Th 
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The next1 Poem is upon the Rape of Lucrece by 

Tarquin. I have ventur'd to make this Edition 
differ from the former, becaufe thofe few Notes that 
us'd to be printed with it are very childifh and fu
perfluous, and dou btlefs not defign'd to be committed 
to the Prefs by the Author; they being only to point 
out in Profe to the Reader what he has before his 
Eyes in Verfe. This Poem in my Opinion is much 
inferiour to the former, tho' a much hetter Sub
ject for a Poem. Lucrece is too talkative and of 
too wanton a Fancy for one in her Condition and 
and of her Temper, yet there are many good Lines, 
fome very good Topics, tho' a little too far 
fpread as thofe of Night, Opportunity, and Time, 
Pag. 75· 

Oh ! Comfort-killing Night! lmttge of Hell 
!Jim Regifter and Notary of Shame, &c. 

And pag. 79· 

ph! Opportunity thy Guilt is great! 
'Tis thou, that e~ecut'fl the Traitor's Treafon, &c. 

And pag. So. 
Mijhapen Time, Copefmate of ugly Night 
~rvift fubtle Poft, CArrfer of grijly Care, &c. 

Thefe tho' they exprefs a great many Properties 
and EffeB.s of the Topics, are yet too curious and 
too long to entertain a Lady in fo defperate a 
Condition as Lucrece was; and the fame will hold 
good of feveral things before file gives herfelf the 
fatal Wound. 
· There are fome other common Places in this 
Poem worth minding asp. 55 .. of the A varitious, 
tho' ~rough~ i~ by Way of Simile 1hofe 
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Thofe that much covet are of G ~tin fo fond 
That oft they have not that which they pof{efs, &c. 

Which is the Sen.fe of this Latin Saying, Tarn deeft 
.Avaro quod habet, quam quod non habet. And p. 78 
of the fame Subjea. 

The aged M~n that coffirs up his Gold, &c. 

Pag. 70 are two Verfes very like this of Claudian • 

. Regis ad E~t:emplum totus componitur Orbis. 

For Princes are the Gla{s, the Scpool, the Rook 
Where Sub;ef!s Eyes do learn, do read do look. 

I urge not this to charge him with Plagiarifm, 
but only to fuew, that if th~Similitude of Though 
may be a Proof of his having read the Claffics, as 
well as the finding no fuch, an Argument that he 
had not, thefe and various other Inftances, which 
I might give from both his Poems and Plays wou'd 
prove that he was not fo unacquainted with them, 
as fome Gentleman wou'd perfwade us. There 
are in this Poem as well as in the former a great 
many fine Similes. 

There is beudes in this Poem I think a Proof 
of his knowing Virgil, for he kas, p. 99· painted 
Smon, as Virgil has done before him. I do not 
mean totidem Verbis, but has given him the fame 
Charat.ter, and fo plainly, that this is vifibly taken 
from. that. 

All that I have to fdy of the Mifcellaneous 
Poems is, that they are generally Epigrams, and 
thofe perfeCt in their kind according to the beft 
Rules that have been drawn from the Practice of 

· the 
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the .Ancients, by Scaliger, Lillius Giraldus, Mintur
mu, Roberte/lus, Corre~s~ Poffovinus, Pontatrus Raderus, 
Don~ttus., f'o.J!ius and Vavaf{er the 1e{uit, at leaft as 
far as they agree, but it is not to be fuppos'd, that I 
fhoulj give you here a ~l, th 1t has been fa id of this 
fort of Poefie by all thefe Authors, for that wou'd 
it felf make a Book in Folio, I fin \1 therefore here 
only give you fome concife Rules for this and fome 
other Parts of the leffer Poetry, on which Shake· 
(pear has touch'd in thefe Poems; for he has fame
thing Paftoral in fome, E\egaic in others, Lyric 
in others, and Epigrammatic in moft. Atld when 
the general Heads of Art are put down in all thef€, 
it will be no hard t\t:Iatter to form a right Judg· 
menton the feveral Performances. 

1 fhall begin with thofe excellent Rules in the 
prefent Duke of Buckingham"s Effay on Poetry, of 
w hie b. he fays juftly. 

'Tis not a Flafu ofFancv, which fometimes 
Dazling our Minds fets off the fiighteft Rhimes 
Bright, as a Blaze yet in a Moment done ; 
True Wit is everlafting, as the Sun. 
Which, tho' fometimes behind a Gloud retir'd 
Breaks out ag1in~ and is by a\1 admir'd. 
Number, and Rhime, and that Harmonious Sound, 
Which never does th.e Ear with Hadhnefs wound, 
Arc very nece1fary, yet bJtt vulgar .Arts; 
For all in vain the{e fuperficial Parts 
Contribute to the StruC:bue of the whole 
Without a Genius too, for tha(s the SOUL. 
A Spirit, which infpires the Wprk throughout, 
As that of Nature moves the World about ; 
A Heat, that glows in every Word that's writ; 
'Tis fomething of Divine, and more than ff.Tit. 

I 

REl 

\![df 
~fer 
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It felf unfeen, yet all things by it fhown ; 
Defcribing all Men, but defcrib'd by none. 

As a 11 is Dulne[i, where the Fancy's bad, 
So without Judgment Fancy is but mad . 
And Judgement has a boundlefs Influence, 
Not only in the Choice of Words, b•1t Senfe. 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men, 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen ; 
Reafon is that fubfrantial ufeful Part 
Which gains the Head, while t'other wins the Heart. 

Firft then of Songs, which now fo much abound 
Without his Song no Fop is to be found ; 
A moft offenfive Weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againfr Apollo's Laws. 
Tho' nothing feems more eafy, yet no Part 
Of Poetry requires 'a Nicer Art. 
For as in Rows of richeft Pearl there lies 
Many a Blemilli, which efcapes our Eyes, 
The leafi: of which Defetts is plainly fhown 
In fome fmall Ring, and brings the Value down ; 
So Songs fbou'd be to jufi: Perfettion wrought. } 
Yet where can we fee one without a Fault/ 
Exat\: Propriety of Words and Thought. 
Expreffion ea fie, and the Fancy high, 
Yet that not feen to creep, nor that to fly; 
No Words tranfpos'd but in fuch Order all, 
As tho' hard wrought may feem by Chance to fall. 

Next Elegy of fweet but folemn Voice, 
And of a SubjeCt grave exacts the Choice. 
The Prai[e of Valour, Beauty, .Wit contains, 
And there too oft defpairing Love complains. 
Their greateft ~·ault who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defect of Words, or want of Wit. 

But 
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JJut j11ould this Mu{e Harmonious Numbers yield, 
* A nd every Couplet be with FAncy fi!l'd; 
I f y et a juft Coherence be not mAde 
Between each Thought, and the whole Model laid 
So right, that every Step may higher rife 
Like goodly Mountains till they reach the Skies ; 
T djl.es like (uch perh11tps of late h:tve paft, 
.And may be lik' d a while, but never lajf. 
'Tis Epigram, 'tis Point, 'tis. what you will, ~ 
Rut niit an Elegy nor writ with Skill, 
No Panegyric, nor a Cooper's Hill. 

A higher Flight, and of a happier Force 
Are ~t- Odes the Mufes moft unruly Horfe; 
That bounds fo fierce, the Rider has no Reft, 
But foams at Mouth and moves like one poffeft. 
The Poets here muft be indeed infpir'd, 
With Fury too as well as Fancy fir'd. 
Cowley might boaft to have perform'd his Part 
Had he with Nature join'd the Rules of Art : 
But ill Expreffion give• fometimes Allay 
To that rich Fancy that can ne'er decay, 
Tho' all appear in Heat and Fury done, 
The t.1nguage ftill n1uft foft and eafy run. 
Thefe Laws may feem a little too fevere, 
But Judgment yields and 11 Fancy governs here, 
And makes the Work much eafier than it feems. 

I !hall 

* Tho' this be an admirable Obfervation, yet I am affraid 
it will never plea[e fome of our llt~ Writers of Poems; who 
have nothing but a Company of Lines put together without 
any Defign ; and yet they have gone down with our Fantors 
of the Mufcs, as good Payment, and meritorious of Reward, 
as wen as Reputation. + Pbrd.arics. 

11 M.y Lord here does not mean that Tudgment entirely 
leaves the Rule to Fancy in this Poem, for that wou'd be a 
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direfi Contradittion to what his G race has faid before, and 
make the Writing at all about it fuperfluous. For indeed 
there is no fort of Poem, that leaves fo Arbitrary a S\\ay to 
Fancy; becaufe that wou'd be to pu t th at fort of Poem 
quite out of any Teft of Excellence, th an which there can 
be no greater Abfurdity in any manner of Writing. Befides 
in Pindaric Poems the happy Toranfition~ and Digreffions, 
and the natural Return to theSubJeft contams an Art peculiar 
to it felf, and which cannot be done without a 1\1aftery of 
Judgment. And this is the Excellence of Pindar himfelf, but 
what few or none of our Modern Gentlemen ever th ink ot. 
If they fill a Sheet or two of Paper with fome irregular 
Rhimes, and various Numbers, they immediately entitle it 
a Pindaric Poem. Not that I deny the Poet the fame Liberty 
in Englifr, which Findar himfelf took in Gre~k, but I \\OU'd 

not have him im~gine, that it is in this particular that his 
E:xcellence is diftinguifh'd from all theLyricPoets, who tcok 
a lefs Liberty, or rather Licenfe of Verfe. I know the 
Ingenious)..lr. Co11greve has attempted to prove a Regularity 
of the Numbers of rindar; but I am affraid there is 
too much of Fancy, and Imagination in it. Horace I am 
fure in the 2d Ode of his 4th B<>ok tells us of PindJ.r 

Numerifque fertur 
Lege {olutis. 

And Mr. Cor:vley who feerns perfefily acquainted w1tt1 
this Author, and who made him his Study for fome Time 
is of another Mind, for thus he fays in hi~ Preface to his 
l'indarics • 

.And lafiZJ (which were enough for my Purpof() W( muft co11 · 

fider that onr Ears are Strangers to the Mufick of hu Numben, 
JVbich fometimes (efpaial!J in his Songs and Odes) alrnojf n1ithe 
ont any thing elje mates an exce/lem Poet. For tbo, the Gram
marians and Critics have Jabour,~i to reduce l1is Verjel into 
regul,tr Feet, a11d M.~:afures (aJ thry have aljo tbofe of rhe 
Greek and Latin Comedies) )et in (Jfe8 they are little better 
than Profe to our Ears. 

I have feen a Pindaric in Englij11, which is not yet 
publifh'd, call'd the Fem~tle ~ign, which if I am not 
much deciev,d, has come cloier ro the fine Trant1tions 
and Returns of Pindar to the Subj ·ft, than I have before fecn_ 
in our Language. 

I fua1l 



46 2 RE M ARKs on the Poems of Shakefpear. 
I (ball only add a few Words of theEpiuram which 

his Grace has not touch'd upon. o 

VavaOor defines it in his Treatife on this Sub
jett, thus. .An Epigr6tm is a Jhort Copy of Ver{es, 
with Beauty andPoint treating of one only thing, and con
cluding with a more beautiful Point• It is defin'd much 
to this purpofe bY' another Author-An Epigram 
is a j11ort and fimple Poem, dtducing fom~thing of 
fome one Thing, Perfon and Fact. 

So that its Parts (fays VAva./Jor) are lrJt two 
the expreffing or recitin~ the SnbjeB:, and the Con
dufion; and its Beauties are Brevity, and Acumen 
w hi eh I term Point. 

As to the Length of an Epigram, the Number 
of Verfes are not agreed on among the Critics. 
Some fay it muft not exceed two Lines ; others 
allow four at mofr, afferting, that all above that 
Number are Excrefcency and Vidous. But fince 
in Catullus we fometimes ·find above fifty Verfes, 
we may excufe cur felves for not yielding our 
A.flent to their Dogmatic Rule. 'Tis true, tbat 
MartiAl but once in all his Epigrams reaches to 
twenty fix Lines, and another Time to twenty, 
confining himfelf in all his other Poems to five 
or fix Oiftiches ; fo that we fuould (fays the Je
fuit) rather keep within the Compafs, th~1t JV/ar
tial by his P.raClice prefcrib'd, tl)an venture to' 
the larger Number of C~1tuljus. But fince Catullm 
has by all been prefer'd to the Later, we have 
no Reafon to prefer the Pracrice ot Mm1iAl to his. 

The Way to attain Brevity is not to aim at 
many Things in the whole Epigram, then tO ex
prefs even that little as concifely as poffible, 
and in fuch \Vord•, that to extend it into more 
wou'd en.ervate, and lofe the Force aud StrengtH. 
of the Thought, and the Poiut or Acumen. 

The 
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The next Quality is Beasty, that is an exaCt 

and harmonious Formation of the whole, and the 
apt Agreement of all the Parts of the Poem from 
the Beginoing to the End, with a certain fort of 
Sweetnefs, as of a natoral Colour Lvithout any 
Fucus on the one }]and, and yet without any 
thing low and meJ n on the other; and tho' it be 
plain and rude Nature, yet not a meer ruftic 
Simplicity void of all Art, but that which is a
greeable to a Court Converfation; and the Lan
guage of the Polite. The Beauty of :he Epigram 
muft always be accompany'd with Sweetnefs. 
And this varies according to the: SubjeB:. If 
that be delicate, foft, tender, amorcus, &c. thofe 
Qualities will arife from the well e1-:preffing the 
Nature of the SubjeB: that win give Beauty and 
Sweetnefs. In the Language we ought rather to 
avoid · that, which is ha db, or an Enemy to 
Sweetnefs, than to ftud y too much to find out 
that which may help and increafe it. The Point 
is what the Epi?,rammatic~l Critic) ftand much 
upon, which is chicfi in the Conclufion by end
ing with fornething unexpeCted, or biting. 

All things are the allow'd SubjeCt of the Epi
gram ; as long as they are treated of with Brevity 
Point, and Beauty. 

How far Shakefpear has excell'd in this 'A'ay is 
plain from his Poems before us ; but tbis mufi: be 
allow'd him, that much of the Beauty acd Sweet
nefs of Exprdlion, which is fo much contended for 
is loft by the Injury of Time and the great Change 
of our Language fincc bis Time; and yet there 
is a wonderful Smoothnefs in many of them, that 
makes th: Blood dance to it" Numbers. 

Thi~ 



464 RE M A.R K son the Poems ofShakefpear. 
This Abridgement of the Rq.les of this fort of 

Poetry muft ferve for this Time, fince I have al
ready run out beyond the Bounds prefcrib'd. I 
may hereafter be a little more accurate on th.s 
Head if ever there be any Profpefr, that our grec.t 
Men will grow weary of Trifles and Gawds to u!e 
one of Shakefpear's Words, and have the Relilh of 
Art and good Poetry, and good Senfe. 

'the E N JJ. 
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if my untutor'd Lines makes it. 
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AN 

ESSA 
ON THE 

Art, Rife and Progrefs 

OF THE 

IN 

Greece, Rome a11d England. 

'!lli!!im H 0' the Works of SHAKE-11 SPEAR have been lately 11ub-
li!h'd without the Poems, which 

~~1\ . .J.I now vifit the \Vorld in a Se-
1./enth Volume by themfelves ; 

~~~~~ yit the Reader rnuft not ima· 
!:: gine, that the Bookfeller of thofe, 

rejeCl:ed thefe as fpurious, or doubtful, or as un
willing to fhelter under his Name, what was not 
genuine ; for by re ... printing thofe Plays, in this 

· a Edition, 
, 
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Edition, which carry no Mark of this celebrated 
Author, and which . were only added to former ili: 
Impreffions, according to the laudable Cufrom of Er 

the Trade, to fwell the Volume and the Price tO! 

(Mr. Bettert n having more, than once affur'd me, of 

that the firil: Folio Edition by the Players, con- , m 
tain'd all thofe, which were truely his) 'tis plain 
that no fuch nice Scruple gave him any diftur
bance: But out of a good natur'd Principle, agree· 
able to the Man; he thought it not impolitic 
to leifen the Towns ExpeCtation of thefe Poems, 
becaufe he had no Hand in their Publication. How
ever, I have ·not only ventur'd to put them to 
the Prefs, for the SatisfaCtion of the Lovers of 
Sha~espear, who have often, with Importunity, de
manded them of me ; but I doubt not to make 
it evident, that they are genuine, and more ~r· 
fed: in their Kind, than many, if not moft, of his 
Dramatic Performances. I confefs, that they are 
far from being all of an equal Excellence, hut 
there is no more to be drawn from thence to 
their Difadvantage, than from the lnf'quality of 
his other Writings to the Prejudice of his 
Plays. 

But deferring the Difcuffion of this Point till 
I come to my Remarks on his Poems, I !hall 
bere fay a few Words of the Author, and then 
of his Works. I confefs that I hsve nothing to add 
to his Life, written by Tv!r. Rowe, who has pcrfett· 
ly exhaufted that Subje?!; yet he has, by dedi .. 
ning a general and full Criticifm, left me Room 
enough to difcourfc, both of the Author's Ge
l1ius and his Writings. As I !hall give many more 
Examples of his Beauties, than thofe few, which 
his Editor has but very flightly glanc'd on . in 
his Life; fo fha11 I lay dow~ fuch Rules of Art, 

th•t 
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that the Reader may be able, td diftinguiih his 
Errors from his PerftEliDns, now too mu.ch and 
too ttnjuftly confounded by the fooli!h Biggotry" 
of his blind and partial Adorers. For there 
are a fort of Men who deal by him, as fome of 
our Modern Dedicators do by their Patrons ; 
denying them all DefeCts, and at the fame Time 
dawbing them with !hining Qualities, which they 
do not only not pofiefs, but have no need of to 
compleat their Charafter ; by fo childiili a ~on
dutt not only bringing into Queftion thofe, 
which are teally their Due, but making tlieir Pa
trons, as ridiculous as themfelves. For an un
juft, or ill grounded Praife of the Li11in,r, is no 
better, than fulfome Flattery, and of the Dead 
'Only a meer afiuming Complement to our felves; 
as 'Men of greater Genius, Difcernment, and 
Penetration, tb:tn others in the Difcovery of 
Beauties, which they are not able to find out.: 
This is the very Fault, which thofe Modernifts 
lay. to the ~narge of the :Admirers of the ..An
tients ; for while they woa'd perfwade us, that 
thefe h~ve giyen Beauties to Homer, P'irgil, Ho-. 
race, &c. Which thofe Poets never thought of 
or defign'd, they advanc,d fo unreafonable a Big
gotry to our Poet, that if a Man, by Art and 
Reafon, but queftion the greateft and moft abfurd 
of his Faults, with the Romans of old on the 
fame Occafion-- Clama.nt periif{e Pudorem. . 

7is my opinion, that if Shllkefpear had had thofe 
Advantages of Learning, whic:h the perfect Kno'K
ledge of the Ancients wou'd have given him, 
fo great a Genim as his, wou'd have made him 

'a very dangerous Rival in Fame, to .the great
eft Poets of Antiquity ; fo far am I from fecing; 
how this Know leage cou'd either have curb'd, 

a 'onfin'd, 



iv r.An E s s A y f)Jt 'the A R T' RIsE 
confin'd, or fpoil'd the natural Excellenc;e of 
his Writings. _For, tho' I muft always think 
our Author .a Miracle, for the Age he liv'd in 
yet 1 am ohlig'd, in Juftice to Reafon and Art: 
to cof!fefs~ that . he does . ,not come up to the 
Ancients, in all tl1e Beauti~s of ~he Drama. But 
it is no fma1l Honour to him, that he has fur
pafs "d them in the Topics or Common PlaceJ: 
And to confirn1 the Vittory he obtain'd on that 
Head, at Mr. Bales's Chamber at Eaton-, I fhall, 
in this prefent Undertaking, not only tranfcribe 
the moft ibining, but r.efer the Reader to the fame 
Sub jeers in the Latin Authors. . . 
. This I do, that I triiglit Ginit nothing, that 
cou'd do his Memory thflt Juftice, which he really 
~eferves: BuF to put his Errors and his Exc.el
lencies .on the fame Bottoni, is to injure the La
ter, and give the Enemies of our Poet an .Advantage 
?gainft him, of doing the fame ; that is, Of rejeCt• 
ing his Beauties, as ~11 of a Piec;e_ ~it~ his Faults.' 
This u,naccountable B1ggotry of th~ Tqw n, to the 
very Errors of Shake (pear, was t~e Occafion of 
Mr. Rymer's Criticifi11s, and drove him as far in.
to the contrary Extream. I am far from ~p .. 
:proving his Manner of treating our Poet i tho' 
1\fr. Dryden. owns, that all, or moft of the Faults 
he has found, are juft; but adds this odd Re
flection.: And yet, fays he, Who minds the Critick, 
and who admires Shakefpear lefs ? That was as 
much a~ to fay; Mr. Rymer. ~as indeed made 
good his Charg~! and yet the Town admir'd ·his 
Errors frill : w h1~h I take to be a grca tcr Proof 
of the Folly and <4bandon'd Tafl:e of the Town1 

than of any Imperfettions in the Critic; which; 
in n1y Opinion , expos'd . th~. Ignorance of. t~e 
Age h~ Iiv'd in; to which, l\1t. Rowe very ju~ly 

· afcribe> 
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afcribes moft of his Faults. It muft be own'd, 
that Mr. Rymer carried the Matter too far, fince 
no Man, that has the leaft Relifu of Poetry, 
can queftio.If his Genius: F:or, in fpite of his known 
and vifible Errors, when I read Shakefpear, even 
in fome of his 1noft irregular Plays, I atn furpriz'd 
into a Pleafure fo great, that my Judgment is 
no longer free to fee the Faults, tho' they are ne"' 
ver fo Grofs and Evident. There is fuch a Wit. 
chery in him, that all the Rules of Art, which 
he does not obferve, tho' built on an equal1y 
Solid and Infallible Reafon, vanifh away in the 
Tranfports ot thofe, that he does obferve, fo en
tirely, as if I had never known any thing of 
the Matter. The Pleafure, I confefs, is peculiar 
•s ftrong ; for it comes fron1 the admirable 
Draughts of the Manners, vifible in the Diftin-
8:ion of his Charatters, and his furprizing ·Re .. 
fi~ctiGns and Topics, which are often extt'Camly 

. heightncd by the Expreffion and Harmony ofNum- ' 
bers; for in. thefe no Man ever excell'd him, and 
very few ever came up to his Merit. Nor is his 
Nice touching the Paflion of Joy, the leaft Sourc~ 
of this SatisfaCtion; for he , frequently moves this, 
in fome <>f the moft Indifferent of his Plays, fo 
frrongly, that it is impoffible to quell the Emo
tion. There is likew ife ever a Sprightlinefs in 
his Dialogue, and often a Genteelnefs, efpecia1ly 
in his Mza:h ado about Nothing, which is v.ery fur
prizing for that Age, and what the Learned BEN 
-cou'd not attain by· all his Induftry; and I con
fefs, if we make ibme fmall Allowanc;e for a few 
Words and Expreilions, I qt1uftion ·w bethcr any 
one has fince excell'd · l)im in it. ·· 

Tho' all t11efe Beauties were owing chiefly to· 
a natural S~rength of G.enius in hi.nh yet I can 

a 3 never 
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:pev~r give up his Acqpaintance with the Ancients 
fo entirely, as Mr. Rowe has done; becaufe, I 
think there are many Arguments to prove, that 
he knew · at leaft, fome of the Latin Poets, par• 
ticularly Ovi4 ; · two of his Epiftles being here 
tranfiated by him : His Motto to Vemu and .Ado .. 
nu is another Proof; but- that he had read Plau· 
tuJ himfelf, is plain from bib Comedy of Errcrs, 
which is taken vifibly from the Menl£chmi of that 
Poet; as will be eviden~, wh~n we come to con
fickr that Play. The Charaaers he has in his 
:rlays drawn of the Rom~tns, is a Proof, that he 
was acquainted with their :tliftorians; and Ben 
himfelf, in his Commendatory Verfes before th~ 
:firft Folio Edition of Shakefpear's Works, allow~ 
him to have. a little Latin and lefs Greek; that 
is- he wou'd not allow him to be as perfe(l: 
a Critic in the Latin, as he himf~lf was ; but yet, 
the he was capable of reading at lea~, the Latit~ 

· Poets, as is, I think, plainly prov'd. For I can 
fee no manner of Weight in that Conjecture, 
~hich fuppofes, that he never read the Ancients, be-: 
caufe he has not any where imitated them; 
fo fertile a Genius as his, having no need to bor
row IJTiages from others, which had fuch plenty 
of his own. Befides, we find by Experience, that 
fome of prir Modern Authors, nay thofe who have 
?nade g~~t Figtlres in the Univerfity, for their 
Wit and ' Learning, have fo little follow'd the 
Ancients in their Performances, that by them, a 
Man cou'd never_ ghefs, that they had read a vVor~ 
of them; and yet they wou'd take it amifs, not 
to be allow'd to be very well read both in t~~ 
Latin and Gree~ fpets. If they do this in the1r 
}/ritings out of Pride, or want of Cflpacity; .ma.Y 
"!"le not as juftly fuppofe, that Shakefpear ~hd It 

· · · out 
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out of an Abundance in his own Natural Stock· 
1 contend not here to prove, that he was a per
fect M after of either . the Latin or Greek Authors; 
but all that I aim at is to . ilie\V, that as he was 
capable of reading fome of the Romans, fo he hld 
attually read Ovid and Plautw., without fpoiling 
or Confining his Fancy or Genius. 

Whether hi& Ignorance ~f the Ancients were a Dif 
~tdvantttge to him or no, m6CJ aa'mit of a Dijpute. I am 
furprizid at the Am~rtion ; unlcfs he mGan, That · 
ell things may be argu'd upon ; and that the Pro
blems of Euclid, fo long admitted as indifputa
ble, may, by a New Sort of Scepticifm, be call 'd 
in Queftion. The Reafon he aUigns for this, is 
thus- For, ths' the Knowledge of them, might have 
made him more Correll; yet it is not improbabk, bu' 
that the Regularity and Deference for them, which 
-would have attended that Correllnefs, might have re• 
ftrain'd fome of that Fire, lmpetuoJity, and e·vtn BeaH
tiful Extravagance, which we admire in SHA/.(E
SP EAR. I muft own, that I am not capabl~ Qf 
comprehending his Proof, or that indeed it i~ 
any Proof at all; for, if the Knowledge of the 
Ancients, wou'd have made him Correfl, it wou'4 
have given him the only Pcrfecl:ion, he wanted; 
and that is certainly an Advantage not to be dif..: 
puted. But then this CorrcElednefl MIGHT ha·ve 
reftrain'd fome of thit Fire, lmpetuojity, and even 
BEAVTJFVL EXTRAVAGANCE, &c. We 
do not find, that Correllnefi in Homer, Virgil, So
phocles, Euripides, &c. rcftrain'd any Fire, that was 
truly Celeftial; and why we fhou'd think, that it 
wou'd have had a worfe Effea: on Shalufpear, I can
not imagine; nor do I underitand what is meant 
by Beautiful E:~t:av~gance: For if it b~ fometh.i~g 
beyond Nature, 1t 1s fo far from be1np adnnr d 

a 4 by 



Vlll :An E ss AY on the ART, RI s E 

by Men of Senfe, that it is contemn'd and laugh'd 
a_t. For what th~re is in any Poem, which is 
out of Nature, and contrary to Veriftmilitude and 
Probability, call never be Beautiful, but Abominable .. 
For the Bufinefs of Poetry is to copy Nature 
truely, and obferve Probability and Yerifimilitude 
juftly; and ·the Rules of Art are to fhew us what 
Nature is, and how to diftingui!h its Lineaments 
from the unruly and prepofterous Sallies and Flights 
of an irregular and uninftrutted Fancy. So, that 
as I think it is plain, that Shakefpear was not en
tirely ignorant of the Aacients; fo, 1 believe it 
~s as evident, that he wou'd have been much 
more, not lefs perfect, than he is, had his Jg
noran e of them been much lefs, than it really 
was. A judicious Reader of our Author, will 
eafily; difcover thofe Defects, that his Beauties 
'\vou'd make him wifh had been . correB:ed by a 
Knowledge of the whole .Art of the Dr~tma. For 
it is evident, that by the Force of his own Judg
ment, or the Strength of his Imagination, he has 
follow'd the Rules of Art, in a11 thof~ Particulars in 
which he pleafes. I kpowl that the Rules of Art 
~ave be~n fU.ffici~ntly clal)lour'd againfr, by an ig
norant (}nd thqugh.qefs fort of Men of our Age; 
.but it was becaui~ they ~new nothing of them, 
an~ never confider'd, that withqut fome Stan
dard of Exce11en~c, there cou'd' be· no Juftice ilone 
to Merit, to which P.oetafters and Poets muft elfe. 
bave an equal Claim; w hjch is the .. high eft De· 
gree of Barbarifin. Nay, without an Appea\ to. 
thefe very Rules, Shakefpe~tr himfelf is not. to be 
diftinguifb'd from the moft worthlefs Pretenders, 
who have often met with an undeferv'd Applaufe, 
·and challeng~ the Tiqe ~f Great P.o~ts fr6m t~ei~ 
ou~c~fs~ 
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Nature, Nature is the great Cry againft the 

Rules. We muft be judg'd by Nature, fay they, 
not at all, confidering, that Nature is an equi
vocal Word, whofe Senfe is too various and Exten
five ever to be able to appeal too, fince it leaves 
it to the Fancy and Capacity of every one, to 
decide what is according to Nature, and what 

not. Befides there may be a great many things 
Natural, which Dramatick Poetry has nothing to 

do with. To do the Needs of Life, is as natur
al as any ACtion of it, but to bring fuch a thing 
into a Piece of Hiftory Painting, or Dramatic 
Poetry, wou'd be monftrous and abfur'd, tho, 

natural; for there may be many things natural 
in their proper Places, which are n.ot fo in 
others. It is therefore necefiary, that there fhou'~ 
be Rules to let the Poet know, not only what 

is natural, but when it is proper to be intro
quc'd, and when not. The Droll Pieces of the 

Dutch are all very natural, yet I dare believe 

there is no Man fo very ignorant of the De
corum of Hiftory Painting, as to think, ,that in the 
Tent of D~erius ofMonfieur Le Br1m, or the 1ephtha's 

Sacrifice, it wou'd be natural or proper to In
trodu~e one of thofe Droll Pieces, either of Drin
king, dancing, fnick or fuee, or the like. For 

.tho' both the Painters have propos'd Nature for 
their Copy, and have drawn her perfec:tly well, yet 
Grief and Laughter are fo very incompatible, that 
to join thefe two Copies of Nature together, wou'd 
be monftrous and fhocking to any Judicious Eye. 
And yet this Abfurdity is what is done fo com
mon! y among us in our Tr~tgi-Comedies ; this is 
what our Sh~tkefpear himfelf has · frequently been 
guilty of, not only in thofe Mixtures which he 
has given us of that kind, but in m~ny other Par-

. tk~KS 
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ti!nlars for want of a thorough Know lege of the 
Art of the Stage. tht 

After this l hope no Man will aifert, that Cri- De 
ticifm is. an ill natur'd Work, unlefs he will de• ~o 
clare for all the Extravagancies of Ignorance, and f~r 
that Ahfurdities ought to be indulg'd, for the Ill 
fake of a great Name; For if Truth and Rea• 
!on may be of any Account, to point out the real 
Errors of any Man muft be thought a good na
.tur'd Office ; fince it is to bring Men to a juft 
, Scnfe of things, and a true Know lege and Tafte 
of Nature and Art. Did ever any Man think it 
an ill-natur'd thing, to tell a Friend of his Mi
ftakes of Condua: 1 Mu~h lefs muft it be thought 
fo in the Difcoveries of the Errors of Writing~ 
becaufe by the Correction many are inform'd how 
to direB: themfelves Juftly and not to follow the 
Ignes F Atuos, of a diftemper'd Fancy without ever 
Confulting Judgment; which muft make its Dici .. 
1ion by the Rules of Art. I confefs, that there 
is a Decency in doing this, which to forfake i~ 
to become lyable to, this Cenfure, as Mr. Rymrr 
.has done : who was not content to point out the 

· Faults of Shali.efPear, but wou'd deny him all man
)ler of Excellence. This indeed favours of ill Na· 
ture and Envy, But fure no Body wil't accufe 
'.Ariflotle of the fame Crime, for thofe he difcovers 
in Soph~clu, Euripides, and fame other Greek Poets, 
w hofe Beauties and Perfettions he recommends to 
our Imitation? Tho' from thefe he forms his Poe
tics, and tho' they were of fuch great Authority 
and Efteem, yet this Father of a!l Critic~ makes 
no Difficulty of fhowing in what they tranfgrefs'd 
the Rules which he founds on Reafon and Nature; 
which the Athenians rightly look'd on, as a Peke 
~f 'Juflir~ not [11-NAture. For if as he allow'd the~ . 

the1r 
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tHeir Excellencies, not to have pointed out their 

Defea:, had been to have left Room for a Big

gottr:y to a Name, to have made their Vices pafs 

for Vertu~s, to the Prejudice of the juft Improve

ment of fo noble an Art. Thus I fhall all along 

recommend tlie Beauties of ShA-keJPe~r, but mufl: 

beg leave to lay down the Rules of the DramA 

leaft we fall into an Erroneous Imitation c¥ his 

Faults. The Anfwer of Dionyfou or Pompey the 

Great, 'will be j 1ft to all, who ihall be of his 

Mind-'Pompey complain'd, that he had found fault 

with Plato, to which he replies in this Manner-. 

Tour Veneration for PLATO is juft, ~ut your .Accu

[ation ef me unjuft.. ·JVhen a Man writes to jh{)rt> 

1Vhat is good or bad in · ~t SubjeEJ, he ought with the 

utn:oft Exa£fne{s to point out its Yirtues and Vices._ 

becaufo that is 4 cert~ein Way to come at the Truth, 

rahich is the moft valuable of ~tll things. Had I wrote 

A-gain/t PLATO, with a Deftgn tfl decry his Wurk.r, I 

Dught to h.:eve been look' d on, as one as Envious a$ 

ZOILVS; but on the 'ontrary, my Defzgn was t" 

praife him, but if in tlJe doing this, I have difcover'd 

and improv' d any of his Errors or DefeEls, I havt: 

~one nothing th4t merits a Complaint, &c~ 

This I hope is fuffident to clear juft Criticifm 

from the Imputation of Ill· Nature; and I am of 
Opinion, that fince Poetry has always been 

efteem'd in all civiliz'd and polite Countries, a no.:. 

ble Art; there is a Neceffity. to free it from tllat 

Barbarifin it has hitherto lain under in this Na• 

tion ; efpecially in its moft valuable and afeful 

Part the Drama, to lay down thofe Rules which 

may form our Judgment, and bring it~~ a Per• 

feEtion it has not yet known among us. 
Therc,is indeed--a very: formidable Party among 

ps, who arc fi1ch Libertine~ ~q ~1~ manner ~f Poe~ 
try; 
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try, efpecially in the Dr~tma, that they think 
an regular Principles of Art an Impofition not 
to be born; yet while they refufe in Po.etry 
juft Rules, as a Teft of their Performance, they 
will allow no Man, a Mafter in any other, that 
follows not the Rules of his Art, be· it in Paint
ing, Statuary, Archeteffure, &c. T. ho' the Precepts 
of' Poetry are not lefs founded on Nature and 
Reafon, and muft indeed be the only DiftinB::ion 
betwixt an Artift and a Pretender. This falfe 
Notion has open'd a Door to all the Abomina
~le Scrib/ers, who have fo often won a Reputa
tion from the Ignorance of the Town (to the 
Scandal of the Nation) Nay, who have pafi: for 
Authors of the firft Rank; tho' their Writings, 
as Ben 1ohnfo11, in his Difcoveries, has it ; A Man 
rvou' d not wrap up any wholfome Drug in, &c. For 

· if Poetry have no certain Standard of Excellence, 
no fix'd Rules to go by; then it muft of Con
fequence, be an arbitrary Licenfe of writing what 
extravagant thing foevcr one pleafes; and that 
Mefs of Madnefs, that is moft plaufibly cook'd up 
by the Players, and goes beft down with the 
MOB, that is, the Ignorant of all Degrees and Sta
tions, is the heft Poetry : A Notion fo very Whim
iical, that it was never entertain'd in any City 
in the Univerfe 'but this (and perhaps Madrid) 
for it Levels all Men, makes s- and D-y as 
Good Poets as (Jtway and Wycher.f.ey ;\· which is to 
deter l\1en of Learning and Genius fro·m Wri .. 
ti·ng ; fince they are liable to Cenfures, almoft as 
Scandalous as thofe the Poets of Madrid are fub..: 
jed: to; as we have the Account from.· the La"' 
dies "Travels into Spain ·: And becaufe it bears 
fome Proportion to the State of our Stage, 1 fhall 
~ranfcribe it. 

Th~ 
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- 1 he ft_neft Comedy i1: the World (fays fhe) · I 
mean thofe acted in the Cities, very often receive their 
Fat~ from the weak Fancy of fom• Ignorant Wretch _ 
or other. But there u btte p~trtlcular-!J, 4nd 11 Shoe- ' 
niaker, who decides the i'l-fatter, and wh~ har g11in'd 
fo abfolute an Authority fo to do, that when the 
Poeti have made their Plays, they t,o to him, ana AI 

it were, fue to him for his Approbation : They redd 
to him their Play.t ; And the Shoe-maker, with grave 
LofJks thereupon, utters abundance of Nonfinfe; w/,ich 
nevtrthelefs, the poor Poet is fore' d to put 1tp. After 
~tll, if he happens to be at the firft aCting of it ; eve
ry BoJ.y have their Eyes upon the BehAviour ~tnd Allion 
~f this · pitiful Fellow: the young People of what !!.!ali
ty foever imitate him. If he yawns, ihey yawn; ifh~ 
laHghs, fo . do they. In a Word, fometimes he grows 
A-ngry or weary, and then takes a little UThiflle, .end 
falls a whijlling: At the fame time, yo~ hear lllt 

hundred whiftles, which make fo jhrill a noi.fo, tblft 
'tu enoHgh to confound the Heads ef All the SpeElR-
tors. By this time, our. poor Poet u quitt ruin'd; all hit 
Study and Pains having been as the Mercy of a Blocll
head, according IU he WtU in good or bad Humour. 

This perhaps, may feem a harder Fate, than 
what · Our Poets here are liable to: But whilft 
Ignorance is to be Judge of Art, and the Dire· 
ttion of the Houfe is in fuch Hands ; it is cer
tain, the Cafe is much the fame. For the Fate of 
a Play depends on thcfe Gentlcmens Opinion of 
it, who have nothing to guide them but Fancy, 
which leads them ten times into an Error, for 
once that it hits right; and then it is by Won
drous Chance. Nay, it is no new Defect of the 
Stage; for when the Poets, that is, the Mafters 
or the Art, left off ordering the Stage, and di .. 
rectiog :-the Actors~ as the Admirable Critic 

Monficur 
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Monfieur Datier, obferves in his Notes on the 
lalt Chapter of .Ariflotles Art of Poetry, the Play
ers being left to themfelves, immediately fpoil'd 
the Ac:ting, a!ld degenerated from that Wifdom 
and Simplicity, by which they had been main
tain'd. 

It is thefe Gentlemen particularly, that bring 
an Argument againft regular Plays, which had 
been as falily urg'd, before the Reformation of 
the Frtnch Stage ; as is plain from the Academy's 
Animadverfions on the Cid of Corneihe: Let· their 
Words jufrifie my Aifertion.-- f2!!e (i au cca
lr~tire, quelq1tes Pieces regulaire! donnent p~u de S~t• 
tisf..Elion ; il ne {Aut ptU crQire, que fo e foie /.1. Fame 
des Regles, ma~ bien ceUes des Autenrs; don'1 le Ste• 
7ile Genie na pu fournir lt l' Art, une que~~ft a.f{ez:. Ri&ht. 
p. 22. of the Academy's Cenfure o the CID. i.e. 
If on the contrary, fume retNlar Pieces give but /it .. 
t:le SatisfaClion, · you ought not tlJ ·beli1ve, that thii i! 

· the F~tult of the Rules, .but of the AJtthors; rohofo 
J111rren Genim cannot fopply Art ~ith rob~tt is rich 
tttnd noble. The Rules of Art indeed, are not 
for any Man, to whom Nature has not given a 
Genim; without which it is impoffible to obferve, 
or indeeJ perfet!ly to undcrfrand 'them. • 

The ingenious Michael Cerv11ntes the cele~rated 
'Author of DDn ~ixot tells us, that the fame Olr 
jetlion was made to him in Defence of the irre- . 
gular Plays, that had ufurp'd the Spanijh Stage 
under the Dire:t!iou of the ACtors. Which I fhall 
tranfcribe, becaufe it fuows that Stage to be like 
ours, that the Opinion of a Man of his Wit and 
Judgment, may have a juft ·Influence on thofe 
who look more on Authority, than Reafoa. 

In the soth. Chapter of his firit Part, the 
C11non and the Curate are dif,ourfing to this pur

_pofe 

'l 

" 
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pofe- '' If thef'e Plays that are now in Vogue, a$
'' well thofe that are meer Fiilion, as thofe that are 
" taken out of Hiftory, are all or the greateit 
" part of them, plain vifible Foperies, and ·things 
'' without Head or Tail; yet the Multitude de
'' lights in, and thinK:s them good, th<J' they are 
" fo far from it. Aud if the Poets who write, 
" and the Players who Att fay, they muft be 
'' fuch Becaufe the Multitudes "tbill have them fo and 
" no otherwifo, and thllt thofo whith are regul.u, ana 
" carry on the Plot ACCording to .Art, 11r1 only tJf 
" V fe to a few wife Men, who under ff And them, 
" 1t1Jd All th1 reff mJle nothing of. them ; aitd thtt.t 
" it is better for them to ·get their Bre4d ~Y MA.
" NT thcz to be look'd on by a FEW.-- If this
" be fo, .I fay, the fame will be the Fate of my 
" Book, after I have crack'd my Brain to ob
't ferve the Rules, I have fpoken of, I fhall lofe
" 1ny Labour. And tho' I h~ve fometimes en
" deavour'd ":.J perfwade the Attors, that they 
'' are in the Wrong in following that Opinion; 
" and tliat they wou'd draw more People, and 
" gain more Reputation by aCl:ing Plays, that are 
~' according to the Rules of Art, than ·by tliofe 
'-:. J1.1ad on1s; they are fo fond of their own Opi
" nion, that there is no bearing them out of it .. 
" I remember that I once faid to one of thefe 
" Ob!tinate Men- Tell ~e, don't you rcmem ... _ 
'' her, that a few Years ago, there were three 
" PJays atted in Spain, written by a famous Poet 
·" of this Kingdom, which were fo excellent, that 
" they aftonifh'd, pleas'd, and fLtrptiz.'d all that 
" faw them, as well ignorant as wife; the Mul-• 
" titude, ·as better Sort ? Anq thofe three alone 
" yielded the Afrors mure Money, than Thirty 
" of the beft, thlt have been made fince: Doubt
- ' lefs 
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" lefs, Sir, fa id the Poet I fpeak of, you mean 
" th~ Jfabella, PhiHis, and .Alexander? I mean the " 
et fame quoth I, and fee whether thofe did not 
.c' obferve the Rules of Art; and did not pleafe 
'' all People? So thAt the Ftr,ult u not in the 11 · 

~' MV LTITVDE, whtJ require Follies; but in thofe, 
~' who know not hom to ]how them any thing elfe. 
'' Nor was the Play of Ingratitude Reveng'd, a 
't Foppery; nor was there any in that ofNuman• " 
" tia, nor the Amorous .luferchant; much lefs in " 
'' the F~vo1trable She Enemy ; nor in fome others, 
c' that have been written by judicious Poets~ ~~ 
c' to their great Reputation and Renown, and. tt 

-<' to the AdV'antage of thofe, that Afred them. " 
'' Much more I urg'd, which, in my Opinion, 
." CONFOVNDED but did not CONVINCE him, 
" fo as to make him recede from his Erroneous
" Conceit. 
- " You have hit on a thing, Mafter Canon,' 
" (anfwer'd the Curate) that has Stirr'd up the 
" old GrYdge, I bear the Plays now in nfe; 
'' which is not inferior to mv A verfion to Books 
" of Knight .. Errantry. For whereas the Drama ac
" carding to Tufty, ought to be a Mirrour of 
'' Human Life, a Pattern of Manners, and a 
~' lively Image of Truth; thofe, that are Acted 
" now a days, are Mirrours of EXT"RAP' .AG .ANCIES; 
" Patterns of Pollies; and lively Images of Lewd-
" nefs. For what greater Extravagancies can 
" there be, than to bring on a Child in its 
~' Swadling Bands in the Firft Scene of the Firft 
" A~; and in the Second to have him walk in as 
" grow.n up to a ftout Man? And what greater 
" Folly, than to reprefent to us a fighting old 
" Fellow, and a cowardly young Man ; an 
~' haranguing Footman ; a Page taking on him 

" to 

) 
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tc to be a Privy Counfellout ; a King, a ineer 
" C~own; a Princefs an errant Cook Wench? 
" What !hall I fay to the Time and Place, that 
" thefe Accidents, may or might have hap .. 
'' pen'd in? For I have feen a Play, whofe Firfl: 
" Aa: began in Europe, and the Second in Afia, 
" and the Third in -.Africa; and had it held out 
'' four Atts the fourth had ended in AmericA and 
" fo it wou'd have been Atted in all the · Four ' 
" Quarters bf the World. · 

" And if Imitation be the Principal Patit of 
'" the Drama how is it poffible, that any tolerable 
" Underftandlng fbou'd oe pleas'd to fee, that 
" when they are atling a Paffage, that hap
~' pen'd in the Days of King Pep in, br Chat le! 
" maign, the fame Man; who Acts the Het o of 
" the Play, ihou'd be made the Em_P.erour Her a:.. 
" clius, who carr'd the Crofs to 1cr~t{~tlem! And 
'' to recover the Holy Sepulchre, as Godfrey of 
" Bullion did ; when there are mJny Years di.:. 
" ftance betwixt thofe Attions? 0r when the 
" Play is grounaed on Fittion to apply it to 
'' Truths out of Hiftory; or patch it up with 
'' ~ccidcnts, that happen'd to feveral Perfons, 
" and at feveral Times; antl this not with any 
" Contrivance to to make it appear probable; 
'' but with manifefl: Brrots altogether incxct1fa~ 
" ble ? And the worft of it is, there arc fome. 
" lJlockhutds who call thii PERFECTION, and all 
" the reft NOTION, and PEDANTRY, &c. 

And after fomcRcflettions on the monftrous Mira..: 
des forg'd for their Religious Phlys he proceeds-

" -All this is an Affront to Truth, a difcredit 
" to Hiftory, and a fhame to the Spanifh Wits. 
'' Becaufe Foreignet s, · who are very ftriet in 
~~ 9bferving the Laws obf the Drama look on us 

" a 
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u deavours to fuit himfelf to wi1at the ACI-or, 
" who is to pay fot it requires, C:·c; 

This is fo near an Image of ohr DramAtici 
State, in this Nation; that, I hope the Obfer
vation of fo receiv'd a Wit as Michael Cervantes, 
will have fome Weight, with our Men ~f Figure, 
who are, or wou'd be thought Men of S." nfe and 
Politenefs. Yet, if they lhou'd think Authority 
infufficient, bccaufe againft their wretched Gouft; 
I fhall fnew, that Reafon is as much aga~nft them; 
and then fhew the Source of .our ill Tafte, and 
the Corruption of our Stage, by, giving a View 
of the Original and Rife of the Dram~t, in Greece; 
in Rome, and in this Nation. . ... 

To come therefore to Reafon; againft. thofe 
Blind Enemies to RegtHarity; and without \v hie h. 
there can be no Harmony, we muft prove that 
Poetry is an Art. 

As the lnjuftice of Men, was the Caufe of Laws; 
fo the l)ecay of Arts, and the ' Faults commit.:. 
ted in them (as Dacier obferves) oblig'd Men firfl: 
to make Rules, and afterwards to revive them. But 
the Laws of Legiilators place all their Reafon in 
their Will or the prefent Occurrences; .but the 
Rules of Poetry advance notliing hut wnat is ac
coqtpanied with Rcafon, and drawn. from the com
mon Sentiments of IY1ankind ; fo that 1'\1en them• 
f~lves, become the Rule a'nti Mcafure ofi what 
thefe prefcribe. 

All Arts are certain Rules or Means of arri.; 
ving at, or doiug fomethi1 g, that is <Sood and Be .. 
ndicial to Mankind; now Poetry aiming at the 
lnftruB:ion of 1\1en by Pleafure, it propofcs a 
certain End for the Goo of l'vlen : it muft there..: 

E · for~ 
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fore have eertain Rules or Means of . obtaining 
that End, and is therefore an Art. 

But Poetry is not only an Art, but its Rules 
are known, and it is impoilible to fucceed with
but them. The certain Confequence of th).-3' is, 
that the Rules and what · plelf.fes, are never 'O}ltrary 
to each other, and that you can never obtain the 
Later without the former. Secondly, T~{at Poe
fJe being an Art, can never be prejudicial 
to 11ankind; for when any Verfes are fu, they 
deviate from the Rules, and are no longer Poct1;y; 
which was invented and improv'd for their Ad
vantage only. Poefie owes its Rife to Religion: 
Hymns in the Praife of, and Thankfgiving to Hea
ven for aieffin:gs receiv'd, was the Original Poe
t_ry; for Men, naturally inclin'd to Imitation, em
ploy'd their native Tendence to Mufick and Song, 
to the Praifes of their Gods : And had Man con
tinu'd in his Primitive Simplicity, Hym1~s and 
rlivine Songs, as among the Hebrervt, had been 
all our Poetry. But in the Heathen Syfl:em, Men 
foon deviated from this Purity ; admitting firft 
the Praife of Men, and then Satire, or Rallery on 
one another at their , drunken Me~tings, at Har
vefl:-Home, or the like. Thus Poetry being cor
rupted foon, fcarce retain'd any Footfl:eps of Re
ligion, whence it firft fprung. 

The fucceeding Po~ts, being the Divines and ~hi
~ofophers of thofeTimes, obferving the invincible 
Bent of the People to thefe Feafl:s and Shows; and 
that it wou'd be a fruitlefs Labour and endea .. 
vour, to reftore the~r: primitive Simplicity, to6~ an· 
Admirable and wife Care to turn this Inclina
tion of theirs ~o Pleafure, to their Ad'vantage, 
hy making that Pleafure convey lnftruttion to them, 
i!l fo agreeable ~ Manner~ 

T 
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To pafs over the various Changes of Poetry, 

we nlUft remember, that \VC owe to Homer the 
Epick Poem, and in that the Origin of Tra,.edy 
more excellent for the Regulation of the Ptffio~ 
than the Epopee, which only reach'd to Cuffoms. 
The Invention of Comedy fame attribute to the 
Corrupti~n and dcge~erate Luxury of the People; 
fome to the MargzteJ of Homer · ; but both 
thcfe Opinions are eafily recoricil'd; for the Op-
;robria Ruflica as Horace calls them the lewd Rait
leries of the Country People at their drunken 
Country Feftivals gave the Ground Work, which 
the MargJteJ of H~mer reduc'd into a more de
cent Form and Order and gave the Idea, whence 
after Poets deriv'd the Ancient Comedy. 

But hence it is plain, as I have faid; that Poefie 
is an Art, bocaufe we fee from its Rife it has 
propos'd a certain End, ·and muft neceifarily have 
certain Means to be conduB:ed to that End. For 
where there is a Right, and a Wrong, there muft 
be fome Art or Rules to. avoid the one and ar
rive at the other. But then perhaps it may frill 
be quefiion'd whether thefe Rules are fi.xt and 
known, and whether they are thofe prefcrib'd 
by :A•iftotle.? That they are known will be plain 
fron1 what follows; and that they are thofe of 
..Ariftotle at leaft in the Drama (which 1 lhall chief
ly infift on in this Eflay) will be as plain; if we 
confider, 1ft. Who gives the Rules, 2dly. \V hen he 
gave them, and 3dly. The l\tanuer in which he 
gave them. Ariftotle's CharaB:er for Know ledge 
in all the politer Arts will be of fame Force ; 
for his Genius , and Capacity are fufficiently 
known to the Learned; 2dly. The Age he liv'd in 
was in almoft the firft Regulation if notRife ofTra~ 
t;edy; learning the Art with:Sophocl:; and Em~ip.i'l" 

. b 3 dtt.i 
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des, who brought it to PerfeCtion, and feeing the 
Effett it had on the ~noft polite and . knowing 
P.cople of the World. 3dly._:... The Manner in 
,vnich they are delivcr'd is fo evident and oonfor-: 
JTiah-le to Nature, as that I c:innot but be fenfi.ble 
of their Truth. To confirm this I confider the 
Effects· they have had in all Nations where they 
were known;· for all the B~auties of Homer, So
phocles, and ~uripidrs and the other Greek Poets 
of any Name are perfeCtly. conformable to .them; 
and the.fe being five hundred years after reviv'd 
in the · Time of .:A.uguftus at Rome · we find the 
Beauties of. Vt"rgil and the Latins owing to them. 
Nay 2000 years· after they :were wrot~ we ob
fcrve that _by them the beft Tragedies of Fra~ce 
and Spain', nay I may fay .o£ ~nglmtd ~oo are thofe, 
· n w hicJi they are perfectly fo11ow'd: in which 
all, that·pleafes is accordin to the Rules, and all 
that difgufts ~r is infipid, wild, or extravagant 
contrary to thc\n; for goou Senfe and right 
Reafon are "of all Countries. Human Laws indeed 
which regard the State alter . according ·to the 
Circumll:ances and Intercfrs of the Men, for which 
rhey wet•e made; but tHef~ are always the fame, 
an~ ever fupport their Vigour, becaufe they·are the 
!.!aws of Nature, which always acrs uniformly~ 
revives thenl continually, arid giv:cs t~ em a per-
~etual Exifl:cnce. · · 
· From hence it follows, th.at thefe Rules are 
known, ~nd. that they aFe thofe deliver'd by Ari~ 
l!otfe, and '" that they are never. oppofitc to what 
pleafes, fince they yY~re made to !hew us the Path, 
that \ve ought to treaa, that ·we may arrive' 
at what Pieajes. - Were the Rules a'nd what 
pleaies Oppofite, we 'cou'd never pleafe but by 
c 'Mn(e, whiCh is abrurd ; · A.: there "is certain 
· · · · Rules 
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!' Scnfe, and his Senfe is the Rule. On fuch Oc..; 
~' cafion~ we . IDlY, therefore, very '"Y~ll fay~ 
:: ~~ha( all, ~h~t pleafos is good beca?fe. that V~fhidi 
~ ts good. does pleafe, or that wh1ch 1s ill never 
'' fails to difpleafe; for neither Paffion nor Igno.:. 
~' ranee · dull the Senfes but Jharpen them. It is 
~' not thus in' tqings that fpring from Reafon; 
" Paffion and' Ignorance ·work very ftrongly hi 
:~ tpem., and · ch~ak the Ju(lginent; and for this 
' Caufe we ordhiarily'· judge fo ·tll, and differently 

" in tliofe things of which R.eafoh is the Rule and 
" the Caufe. Why ·what -is fad· often pleafes, 
" . and that which is good 'does not lalways do fo 
'' ~s not the Fault of the' ObjeCt but the Judge; 
:: but wpat. is Good will infallibly p\~afe thofe 

. who can Judge, and that's fuffic1ent. By this 
" we may fee, that a Play, that {ball bring tl1ofe 
'' things which are to be judg'd b.y Re"ion with.,. 
' ' in the Rul~s, and alfo that whidl" is t,e 'be judg'd 
'' by Senfc 'fliall never fail to ··pleafe both the 
'' Learned· a_nd tne Ignorant. Now this' · Con for.,. 
'' mity of Suf:frages is the mofi: fure, or according 
" to .Ariftotle the only mark of the (jood and Plea~ 
" fant. But thefe Suffr~ges a.re not to 'he obtain'd 
~' but by the Obferving the Rules, ~nd confe_. 
" qucntly thcfe Rules are the only C.aufe of the 
'' Good and the Pleafont; wl;eth~r they t?tre fo!low'd 
'' Methodically and with Defign, ()r only by Haz..ard 
" or Chance. For 'tis 'ert11.in there are ma11J Per
.:' fans 'who are entirely ignorant of theft Rules, and 
'' yet Jo ' nat mifs of Succefs ·in JrJany things. But 
.,, this is far frsm deflroying the Rules, fince it only 
'' ferves to JheTJ? their 'Beauty, and prive.r how j.t.r th~y 
'' ~re conformable to Nature, fince thtfe often follow_ 
~' .them rpbo know notbillg of thtm. ' 
.. . . .. ~ 
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The later end of this is perfe8ly prov'd by 

our Si?ak~fpear, who in al1, that pleafes is exattly 

conformable to the Rules, tho' 'tis evident by 
his Defeas, that he knew nothing of them. I 
.hope this . is enough to fatisfy any reafonable 

1\:ian not only · that as Poefy is an Art it pro

pofcs certain nleans to ~rrive at a certain End; but 

that thefe Rules are ahfolutely neceffary for the 

judging and writing juftly. If any one defire to 

fee this Argument handled more at large it will 

be worth his while to read Monfie.ur Dacier's 

admirable Preface to his R:emarks on the Poetic$. 

of Ariflotle form what I have faid on this Head 

.is but an Abridgment. 
Since ther:efore the Neceffity of Rules is thus 

Eviclent, I think l cannot be more juft to the 

Art, and to thofe Poets, who may hareafter 

ari£:e worthy the Name , than to lay down 

in as few Words as poffible the Rules of the 

Drama ; to which I 1hall fubjoin foine relating 

to t~19 . Epigrt~m, under which laft Head moft of 
the r1ifcellatues of Shakfepear will fall ; by this 

means, that the ingenious Reader may diftinguHh 

betwixt his Errors and Beauties, and fa fix his Praife 

on a jufter Ground, than the blind Caprice of 

every ignorant Fancy; and if by this he will not 
appear fo . p!·aife worthy in many things, as he 

n1a y now be thought, yet his Praife will be greater 

and n1ore valuable when it is founded on Rea

fon and Truth, und the Judgment of .Nfen of 
Senfe, and U nderftanding, 
· Before l come to the particlar Rules of the 

Stage :ts Arif/.~Jtle has laid them down, I ihall give 
you what an Engli.fh Nobleman has given m. on 

,J;is Siibjeft in Verfe, bec:tufe there are fome thtngs 

re~ating. efpccialy t~ the Diction whkh Ariftotle has 
. ·. - llOt 
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not medled with, and· others which · th:o' confor.:; 
mable to him, yet being in: Verfe fink eafier in
to the · Memory and will lead the Reader 'better 
to the Apprehenfi~n and retaining the particu
lar Rules in Profe; and perhaps give him a bet
ter Relifh of.them. •For when by Pleafure we 
are firlt let into the View of Truth, it has fuch 
Charms as to engage our Purfuit after it through 
ways not altogether fo fmooth, and delightful. 
rthe Verfes I take out of the Efla 'Y. on Poetry 
writte~l by the prefent Duke of Buckingham, at 
a ·· rime when the Town run away with as 
ftrange' ~fonfters, . as have pleas'd fince · tho' thofc 
were Drefs'd a little 1nore gayly, 'and went by their 
Chime· a l~ttle more glibly off the Tongue • . 

On then my Mufe, .. adventroufiy engage 
,T.o give I.nftr.uB:ions, that concern ,..the Stage.· 

. ~he Unities of Action, Time, and Place, · 
Which if obferv'd give Plays fo great a Grace; 
Are, tho' but little practic'd, too well known. 
To be taught her.e, where we pretend a!one 
Frofll nicer Faults to purge the prefen t Age 
Lefs obvious Errors of the Englifu Stage. 
' . ' 

Firft then Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extreamly Jhort, and fpoke in Paffion too. 
Our Lovers talking to themfelves for want 
Of Others make the Pit their Confident. 
Nor is the Matter mended yet if thus, 
Tlley truft a Friend only to . tell · it us. 
Th' Occafion fuou'd as naturally fall 
.A.s when -Jf Bellario confefiefs all. 

Figures 
....-------~ .............................. ~ .... ..._........_. ______ ___ 

* In Philafl~r~ 
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. Figures of Speech which oets think fo fine, 
Art~ needlefs V arnilh to make Nature ihine, 
Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face~ 
And in Difcriptions only can l1ave place. 
But to make Rage declaim ;. and Grief Difcourfe ,_. 
From Lovers in efpair ifine things to force, ' 
M uft needs fucceea ; for who can choofe but pitJ, 
A dying Hero rnifefabl~ ·witty? · · · 
But oh ! the Dialo·gue where jeft' and Mock, 
Are· held up like a ~eft at 1hitlecock! i 
Or elfe Hke Bells eternally they Chime · 
They figh in fimile, an.a dye 'in Rhime. 
What Things are tne"fe, who wou~d be poets thought? 
By Nature not infpir'd nor. Learriing faught? 
""'0me i\rit they have, and therefore may deferve 
A tter Gourfe, than this by which they ftar.ve. 
But to write Plays ! Vhy: 'tis a 'boldJl't:etence 
To Judgment, Breeding; Wit and Eloquence. 
Nay more, for they muft look Jwitliin to find 
Thefe fecret Iurns of Nature in the Mind 
Withou this P~rt, in vain wou'd be the whole 
And but a Body all, withorlt a Soul. 
All this "together yet is but a. Part, 
Of (") Dialogue that great an4 powerful Art 
Now almoft loft; which the old Grecians knew 
From which the Rom11.ns fainter Copies drew 
Scarce comprehended fince but by a few. 
Plato and Lufian are the beft Remains 
Of All the \V onders which this Art 'ontains. 

·· · Yet 

7; ~ce here refer~ to Comedy as the Inftances of 
J'/,uq, and Lucian fh.ow; fvr the Art of Tragic Dialogue i. to ex
j1refs the Sentiments natual1y in proper Words: el1e his Grace 
l1ad Miftaken for cerrainly in the Tr~tgic Dialogue Sopbocles, 
~tnd Euripides, nay even d(lfcbylus muft haye ?een pr~fer'.d; 
nay it will not hold of Tragedy for Fletcher s D1alogue 15 tn• 

tolerable in that and cou'd not be otherways becauie he fel .. 
do m dr~ ws either his Manners) or Sentiments from Natm:e. 
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Yet to our Selves we muft fome Juftice do, 
ShakefPear, and Fletcher are our Wonders now~ 
Confider them, 'and read them o'er, and o'er, 
Go fee them play'd, then read them as before: 
~or tho' in many things they often fail, 
Over our. Paffions frill they fo prevail, 
a'hat our own Grief by their's is rock'd afieep 
The dull are fort'd to feel, the Wife to weep. 
Their Beauties,J imitate, avoid their Faults. . 
(h) Firft oh a Plot employ thy careful 'thoughts~ 
Turn it with Time a thoufand feverar ways: 
This oft alone· has given fuccefs ·to · Plays. · 
'Reject that Vulger Error, which appears 
So fair, of J m;ddng perjeEf Charatters. 
There's no fuch thing in Nature, and you,ll draw 
·A Faultlefs Morifter, which the World ne' er faw. 
(c) Some Faults muft be, that his Misfortunes drew 
But fuch as may deferve Compaffion too. 
Befides tlie Main defign compos\1: with Art 
(d) Each moving Scene muft be a Plot apart. 
Contrive each~ little Turn, mark every Place, 
As Painters firft chalk out the future Face. 
Yet be not fo~dly your own Slave for this 
But cliange hereafter what appears amifs. 

Think not fo much where ihining Thoughts to 
'As what a Man fhou'd ·fay in fuch a Cafe. (place 
Neither in Comedy will this fu.ffice, 
The Player too muft be before your Eyes. 
And tho' 'tis Drudgery to ftoop fo low 
To him you muft your utn1oft meaning fhow. 
·, Expofc 

~---~-------------~--------
(it) Exaflly <;onformable to .Ari/rotle. 
(~)Involuntary Faults, that is the Effeas of violent Paffions not 

fuch as are voluntary and fcandalous, as will appear in our Rules. 
(~) Hi5 Grace nieans not that the Scenes fhou,d not be a Part of 

the Plot; hut that the Poet tbou'd befides the main Defi6n con .. 
Cider well tlle wor~in:' vp pfevery particular Scene whi'h isjuft. 
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Bxpofe no fingle Fop, but lay the Load 

More equally, and fpread the Folly Broad. 
The other Way is Vulgar; oft we fee 
A Fool derided by as bad as he. 
Hawks fly at Nobler Game; in this low Way 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. 
Ill Poets fo will one poor Fop devour, 
But to coli ea like Bees, from every Flower, 
Ingredients to compofe that precious Juice, 
Which ferves the World for Pleafure, and for Ufe ; 
In fpite of Faction, this wou"d Favour get. 
But Fa(ftaff feems inimitable yet. &c. 

In what I have to iay of the Rules I lhall con~ 
fine my felf to them, without going into the 
Controverfie, yet I fhall fometimes add the Rea
fun, and Foundation that being the Extremity my 
Bounds will admit. · 

To begin therefore with the Definition of Tra~ 
gedy (for the Rules of that I fhall firft infi!l: on 
much of Comedy depending on them) it is this-

Tragedy is . the Imitation ~f one gr11ve and entire 
''AElion of" juft Length, Anti which without the AJ!iflance 
of Narration,1 by the Mea1u of Terror and Compajfio?J 
perfeEily refine's in us all Sorts of P~Jlions and whtttever,. 
is like t-herlh 

This is explain'd by a Piece of Hifrory Painting 
(which is very near akin to Tragedy) for the Pain
ter takes one grave and entire Aaion, and min
gles nothing elfe with it ; for example &phael 
painted the Battle of Conjlantine but he brought 
not into that one Aetion of Conj/11ntine all that he 
had done in his Life, for that had been: monftrous 
and 'ontrary to Nature and Art : thus a Tragedy 
is the Imitation of fome on\! grave Action, but 
.ot all the Attions of a Jr1an's, Life .. 

From 
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From hence it is plain, that there is no Place 
in Tragedy for any thing but grave and ferious 
AB:ions. Comedy imitates the \Vitty, and t~e Plea~ 
fant, and the ridiculous ~aions of Mankind. Next 
this Action muft be entire; that is it mt~ft have 
a Beginning, M iddle, and End, and be cf a jt11t 
Length; not fo long as that of the Epo?ee, ~nor 
fo 1hort as a fiagle Fable. The excluding Nar
rtttion, and the confining its Aim to r£error and 
C1mpajfion, diftinguiihes it from the Epi: .PFJem, 
which may be perfea without them, and employs 
'Admiration. · 

By the refining the Paffions I mean not their 
Extirpation, which is impoffible, but the reaucing 
them 'to juft Bounds, and Moderation, wh:ch ren• 
ders them as Ufeful, as they are - Neceifary; for 
by reprefenting to us the Miferies of thofe, who 
bave yielded too much to them, it teaches us to 
liave a ftritter Guard over them, and b7 oehol4 
ding the great Misfortunes of Others it lefiens 
tliofe, tliat we either do, or may feel our :'"elves. e 

This. Imitation. mention'd in the Definitbn being 
made by tlie Actors, or Perfons reprefenting ; the 
Scenes are to be regarded by the Poet; For the De
coration is not only for Pomp and Snow, as it is 
generally defign'd, but to exprefs the N~ture of 
the Things reprefented, and the Place' .where ; 
iince there is no Afrion, that does not flppofe a 
Place, and :AElors drefs'd in one Habit or other 
ptoper to that Place. 

As Tragedy is the Imitation of an Aiiion, not 
. Ihdinations, or Habits ; fo· there is no A&ion, that 

does not proceed from the Manners and the 
Sentiments ; therefore the Manners, and SeRti-

. ments are eifential Parts of Tragedy. Fo: ~oth~ng 
· but the A1anners and Sentiment'S can dlibnguiih, 

and 
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and Charafrerize an Allion; the Manner.t form, 
and the SentimeNts explain it, expofing its Caufes, 
and Motives ; and thofe being the Producers of 
ABions, are the Caufes of Good, and Evil to 
Mankind. 

The Imitation of an Ad:ion is properly call'd 
the Fable; that is the Compofition of all the 
Parts, and Incidents of this AClion is the Fa
ble. The Manners difi:inguiih the Qualities ofthe 
Perfons reprefented; that is, Characterize Men, 
denote their Inclinations either good or bad. The 
1\tanners of Achilles were Choler, and Temerity-; 
thofe of e/EnetU fweet Temper and Piety. The 
SentimentJ are the Difcourfes, or Speeches of the 
Dramatic Perfons difcovering their Thoughts, and. 
making known their Actions ; by which they: 
fpeak agreeably to their. Manners, €>r Characters, 
that the Auditors may know their ~fanners, be-
fore they fee their :Actions. . 

There is no SubjeB: of a Tragedy where thefe fol
lowing five Parts are not found viz... ·The Fablt, the 
Manners, the Sentiment.r, the Dittion and the De
coration. :Ariflotle .adds the Mufic, becaufe the 
Greek P.octs dir.et!ed that too. But the €hiefand 
mofl: confiderable is the . R~BLE, or the Compo
fition of die Incidents, which form the Sub jet; of 
the Tragedy; both 11 the Opinion of :Arijlotle and 
of all thofe, who know any thing of the Reafon 
of Things. For ~ragedy is in Imitation of an. 
.Allion, not of 1\fen, whence it follows that Afljon 
conftitutcs the Trtfgedy ; and that there can be 110 

TRAG£DY where there isJzl) ACTION. The Good 
or Evil Fortune of Man depends on their Allions, 
and the End, that every l\1an propofcs to him
felf is an AElio?t not a O~ta!z'ry; What Qualities 
1\len pm·fue are onlv a'> Mediums to fomc Action. 

• ' Thl1S 
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Thus tile general End that Mankind propofe is to fer 1 

live happily, but to live happily is an AtHon not Fools 
a Q!tality. Man being therefore happy or inife· waf, 
rable by his AEfions not Manners, or Qualities Tra• t1an 
gedy propofes not to imitate the Manners, but md 
adds them for the ProduB:ion of AB:ions. So ceed 
that the Fable (which i~ the Imitation of the A- fecri( 
Clion) being the End of Tragedy i~ muft be the or 

1 

moft importance, and chiefly to be confider'd, for and 
fo the End in all tbings is. Another Proof, tne 
which .Ariftotle brings for the preference of the 
Fable to all the other Parts of the Play, is, that 
the beft and moft taking Tragedies (of his Time) 
are ~hofe which have their Peripeties, Revolu
-tioas, or Changes of Fortune, and Difcoveries, as 
in the Oedipm of Sophocles: But thefe Difcoveries 
are infeperable fron1 the Subject, and confift en
tirely in .AElion. The Fable therefore furnifhing 
the mo1t Efficacious Means of arriving at the End 
muft neceifarily in Reafon be the moft important 
Fart of Tragedy . 

.Ariflotle indeed and his beft Commentator are 
very large on this Head, to prove, that all the 
fine Diction, the Manners well exprefs'd, and the 
Sentiments Natural and Juft are of no manner 
of Value if the Fable be faulty, or ttie AB:ion 
maim'd. This is I fuppofe fficient to let the 
Reader fee, that this is not only the fi.rft thing 
that comes under our Confideration, as fome wou'd, 

'·without any Ground in Reafon, infinuate, but the 
moft noble and moft important Thing, that he is 
to ftudy if he wou'd ever hope to deferve the 

. ame of a TRAGIC POET; to which indeed 
l. we have very Few of thofe, who have made 

.. a confiderable Noife in the World, for a little 
· . ~ime, have any Pretence. Bdides it is much ea ... fier 
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~The Sentiments are the next in degree of Ex.: tnd 

cellence to the Fable and the · Manners, and juftly Ha 
demand the third place in opr Care and Study; ilieir 
for r thofe are for the Manners as the Manner, tome 
tQr the SubjeEl F~eble. The AC!iq_n ca~'t be jufrly !mg 
imitated without the Man_ners ; not: the Manners It 
exprefs'd without the SentimentJ. In thefe we tile 
muft regard Tru~h and Verifimilitudft; As when the 
Poet make a Madman fpeak exactly as a Mad
man does, or as 'tis . probable he wou'd do. This 
Shakefpear has admirably perform'd. in the Mad
nefs of King LetJr ; where the. Caufe of his 
Frenzy is ever uppermoft and mingles with all 
he fays or does. But Beaumont ~nd· Fletcher have 
l'erform'd abomina.bly in his Mad-Houfe in the Pit-,. 
grim, and our 1\fodern Alteren of ~hat Play has 
tncreas'd his Abfurdities. · : 

The Diction; or Language obt.ains but the fourth 
place of the Ei!,en~ial f.arts . of a Tragedy and 
is wof the leaft . Irpportance of any of them in the· 
Opinion of Ar.i/fotle, the beft of Gritks,~nd Reafon. 
tho' our Modern P.oetafters, or vile Pretender:s 
to .this Noble ~9em7 have plac?cl t~eir cheif Ex
cellence in it. But the Reafon of it is, becaufe 
tbis was what they thought, that they cou'd in 

' fome- Meafure obtain, while th~ · · Reft were en .... 
tirely above their Reach and Capacity. For the 
SubjeEf may be. well conduB:eq; the Manners w.ell 
mark'd and the Se11timents fine,~ tho' · ill exprefs'd. 
lt is . indeed as Drydcn obferves the firft Beauty 
that !hikes the Ear, and enhances the value of 
the Piece, but 'comes not into Competition with 
any of the other three~ , 

The Decoration I have already mentbn'd and 
how far that is to b~ regarded by the Poet. . 

Having 
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The tr~e Beginning to an Action is that, which 

~oes n?t neceflarily _require, 0~ fuppo(e any" ~hing 
before It, as Part o! that Athon. Thus the' Be· 
ginning of an Epic or Dramatic Poem may be the 
Sequel of anoth~r ACtion : for the Quarrel of 
.Agalr.emizon. ~pd Achil~es, y.rhic? is tne Beg;inning 
of the .Aflton' of the llraJ, IS .Ag_ttrnemnon's Jnjufbce, 
which provok'd the 1\nger. ot Achilfes, wnen ' aU 
was quiet oefdre in the Gampl; fo we may Cbn .. 
iid.er ~his .t\.ffair the Sequel of, but not depending 
neceflarily on any thing precedent, tf1o' it colne 
not to · pafs· without i-t ; and requires forne.: 
thing elfe tb follow it, depending on it, prefeut 
or remote. Tile Retreat of :Achille-s to the. Ships; 
the TrfljatJs routing the Greeks on that Retreat 
were the prefent EH:ea~ of. his Anger; the Re
mote th Death of PAtroi:lusj Reeoilcilenient of 
';ttgamemn~~ and Achilles and the Dea-th of HeElor, 
wnich fanisfic~ ·and refrores ~Tranqu'llity by the 
Tears of Priam. 'The Ena is juft oppofite to tlie 
Beginning for it necefiarily fuppofes fomcthing td 
.have gone before but· notning to follow it;· as the 
End of the . Anger of .Achilles naturally fuppofes· 
a Beginning of) it; but nothing to c~nie after.· The 
Tranqnility of .Achilles is reftor'd by the Death of 
HeBor for then the Attiqn is Compleat, and . to 
add any thing farther wou'd be to begin a new 
Attirm. l 

To inftance in a Dramatic as well as EPIC 
AElion, tho' they perfectly agree in this Jet us 
coniider the .AEfion ·of the Anti gone of Sophocles. 
The Beginning of this ACl:ion lias no nccemliy 
Depe~dance on the Death of ~er ~rother Folynz·
ces, for to that · Decree of. Creon s m1ght have been 
or not have been yet in . follow'd that Death, nor 
~ou'd it have h<Jppen'd without it, the At!ion ~e-

gws 
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gins wi.nh the impious and and .P~rti, Decree uf 
Cre~n agaiDft the burying his P 1 ; the Midd/~ 
is, the ~ffeB:s produc;d by tba_ Decree in Antigo.
ne s Pumihment, the D""atl~ ot ~mon, and Estri
dicp, :which prod'lce the Er1a in breaKing the ub
ftin;tcy of Cr.eon and making him re eut and mi-
ferable. · 
· l)lC J!1it{dle is that which neceffarily fuppofes 
fomething gone before, and fomething to follow; 
thus .all .t'he Evils) that the Anger of AclJiUeJ· pro
duc'd ~cceir1rlly fuppofe that Ang.er, as their Caufe, 
and 1Jegi,;ning, ~rom wh.ence they did proceed. So 
thcfc Evils, that i3 the Jlfiddle producing the Sa
tisfaction iiPd ' evenge of Achilles ia the Death 
of Hellor:, furnifh'_d .the End in his Relenti11g at 
the '~1ifery of J?riAlJl· This is a perfea: Example 
of an Epzc and Dramatic .A.Elion, and ihews, that 
th~ Poet cannot begin, or e.na it where he pleafes, 
if he wou'd manage his Subjetl:, with true Oeco
nomy, and Beauty. For there muft be the Caufe, 
or Beginning; the Effetl: of that C.azife, which is 
naturally th.e Middle, and the .unr.-Ivelling or fi
n.ifbing of it) which is the End, produc'd by the 
Middle, as that by the Beginning. · , 

I have been the larger upon tnis H~ad becaufe 
fo much Beauty depends upon it, and it is a Do
crriuc not fo common as not to aeed a thoroug~ 
Explication. · 

The Snbjea of tl1e Drama fhou'd be of a jufr 
Extent, neither too Narrow, nor too wig.e, but 
that it may be feen, v.iew'd and confide(Q. at once, 
without confounding the Mind, whj~11 if too lit.
tle, and narrow it will do; or make it wan9er, 
or diftra6t: it, as it will do ~f it be too· large, 
and extenfive. That is, t11e Vie.ce ought to take 
UJ! juft fo Inuch Time, as" is· neceHary ·or probable 

c 3 · · for 
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for tlie introducing the Incidents with their juft 
Preparati?n· Fot:. to n1ake a good Tragedy, tha~ 
is a juff imitation; the AC.tiop. ip1itated ought not 
'in reality to be longer, . than the Reprefentatio!l ; 
for by that 1\1eans it has the n1ore Likcnefs, and 
by ~onfequence is the m~re perfea; but as there 
are Acrions of ten, or twelve Hours, and their 
:f}eprefentations cann9t. poflibly be fo lopg; the~ 
~nu~ rwe bring in fome o{ the Incidents in the ln
ter\"als .of. he "AB:s the better to deceive the 1\u ... 
dience~ who cagnot be impos'd on with fuch te
dious and • long ·A(tions, as we have generally on 
the Stage~ 1as w liole Lives, and many AB:ions of 
the' fame ·Man;' where the Pr1obable is loft as well 
a tn~ Ne e~ry; 'and . in ibis our Sh~k.efpear is 
every where faulty, through the Ignorant .1\-fode 
of the :Age, in whiCh h~ liv'a; and which I in
fiance not as a Reproach to his IV emery, but on
ly to wjrn the Reaqer . ?f ,you~g Poet to avoid 
the fame. Error: t' J • • ' ' • 

Having Ihe\VU what an .:4&i~n is, we now come 
1ore cl9fcly .tq ·the Subject; · and firft to fhe Uni

ty of the 1\.c.tio_n, which can never be broke with-. 
out dcftroying the Poem~ 'This Vnity is not prc ... 
ferv'd 9y the Reprefentati9n of feveral . Aftioris 
~f one l\t.a,i ;L a~ of J'uliuj ' Cdfar, or )!.nthony an.d 
JJrutttJ. 1rThns In the Cttf'!-r of Shake/pear, there IS 

110t only the AB:ion of Ctf.(a,.'s Death,. where the 
Play. ought to have end~d, but many other Sub
fcR_ucnt Rcrions of Anthony and Brutfi'A even to the 
Overthrow .c!nd bcath' of Bruttu and Cttjfitu; and 
the·. oet; tpight as wcll r. have'carried it down to 
th~ S~ r~ jng of t 1~ EIJ1pire'. i~1 fiugujlus, ,or indeed 
!O th~ r fall ~f the Roman Empire in :Attgu.ft.ulr~f· 
for Herc~.}Y~~ no 1 Jore Reafon fo~ t,~.c ~ndmg ~t 
\'Lcre he does1 tha at he Eftabhilimcnt.of Au-
. · ·1 · r n · • · · .. ' :·n ' • · · .guy tl!• 
'J( 
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guftm. Natural Reafon indeed ihow'd to Shake• 
[pear the Abfurdity of making the Reprefentation 
longer, than the Time, artd the Place more exten
five than the Place of acting, as is plain from his 
Chorm's ia his Hiftorical Plays, i~ which he apo
logizes for the Abfurdity, as in ·the Beginning o~ 
the fourth At! of the Winter's Tale among other 
things Time the Cbort# fays 

-------- Tour Patience this ttlloroing 
I turn 'my G lafs, and give my Sfene fuch _growing 
As you had jlept between, &c. 

And the Second AB: of Henry V. begins ano· 
thcr Chorm excufing the variation of the Place. 

1/JUS with imagin' d Wings our firft Scene flies . 
In motion of no lefs Celerity, 
Than that of 1hought. Suppofe that )'Du have feen 
The· well appointed J(ing at D~ver P_eir, &c. 

. 'And fo goes on to aefcribe a11 his Pa!fage 0-c; 
introducing a Narration to fupply the Gap of the 
:A~ion, or rather, in the Afrions. 

But that Chorus of the fifth Att is plainer on · 
' this Head. · . 

( ~ 

In Pericles Prince ' of Tyre the Chorus's excufe 
the Rambling from Place to Place and the like ; 

c 4 But 
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But 'tis pity that his Difcovery of the Abfurdi .... 
ty aid not bring him to cavoid it rather, •th'an 
n1aK.e ·.an Apology for it. But this is not the on
ly Fa"'ult of the way of Writing· in his Time, 
which he did not correCt: for in the Chorus of the 
thjra A.Cl: of Hen. V: he concludes iu ' this ~1an· . . 
ner. 

'.And fo fJUr Scene muff to the Battle fly; 
JVhere 0 ! for pity, we Jhall much difgrace 
lVith jour or. five moP vile ana ragged Foils 
( R~~ht. ill difpos'd, iti Brawl ridiculous) 
17}:! .LVame of Aginconrt. Yet fit and fee 
lf1i'l;dipg true things by what their Mock'ries be. 

Henc-e it is plain, that Shakejpear's good Scnfc 
pcrcciv~d the ridicq.lO!l$ Abfurdity. of our fighting 
Scenes, pur Drum and Trmn1)etting Scenes; but 
be chafe to go on in thG \Vay, that he found 
beaten to his Hands, becauf~ .he unhappily knew 
no better Road. · · · 
.. But to return fro1n this fhort D.igreffion.:_ This 
V;Iity of Arlion does not exclude the Epifodes or 
various tinder ' AB:ions, which arc dependent on, 
and contribute to the chief, and whiCh without 
1t arc nothi11g. ·Tlius a Painter reprcf~1~ts in a 
Battle Piece the Attion.s of ever_/ particular, that 
l114kcs up the 4-rmy, put aJl thefe compofe ~t1at 
main Aaion . of the Battle. But this does not ex
cufc the faulty Epijqde.s., or m;derplots (as they call 
them) of our' Englifh Plays, which are difrinft 

· Actions, and contribute nothing· ·at all' to th~ 
principal. Of this kind is Creon and Eurydice, ancl 
.Adraftus in our lamentable Oedipus~ but indeed 
rve have few Plays free from this ~b.f}.1rdity ; of 

1.vhich the Orphan is one, where the :Acrion is r;m:, 
4 • • • • • • and-
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and every E · ... de, art or under Action carries 
on, and co!ltribt,tes to the Main Allion or Sub-
fr~ ~ 

Thns the different Attions of different Men 
are P'">t more difrincHy different Actions, than thofe 
of One I\1an at different Times. And we might 
as well make a V·nity of aU the Actions in the 
World, as of thofe of One itfan. ro Attion of 
the fame Man can be brought into a Trageay, 
but that which neccfr rily, or probably relates 
to that Action, which the Tragedy imitates. T'he 
Wound of Vlyjfes, which he receiv'd in Parnaf[us,. 
was neceffary to his Difcovery, but his Madnefs 
to avoid the War \Vas not, and therefore Ho
mer takes Notice of the former but not of the 
later. For as in all other Imitations fo in Tra
gedy the tning imitated n1uft be but One. ~his. 
Ailion with its Epifodcs or under Actions ought. 
to be fo link'd together, that to take any Part 
away, or ,to endeavour. to tranfpofe them, de
frroys the whole: for thefe Epifodes or under .;A
{l:ions ought either Neccfiarily, or probably to 
be produc'd by the main Attion, as the Death of Pa
troclus by the Anger of Achill'es. For whatever 
can be put in, or left out, without caufing :a fen
fiblc Change, can never t?e part of the Action~ 
This is a fure Rule to diltinguifh the true Epi .. 
fodes from the falfe. And this Rule will indeed 
condemn moft of our Englij11 Tragedies, in fome 
of which, the very principal Character may be 
Jeft out, and the Play never the worfe. But more 
of that hereafter. From what has been faid o 
'rJ1e AElio1z main. and Epifodic, it i_s pla~n, that the 
Poet is not obhg'd to relate thmgs JUft as they 
bappen, but as they might, or ought to have 
l1ap11e?-~~; tl~~t ~§ the Action ought to be generadl 

an. 
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and Allegoric not particular ; for Particular· Aai_. 

ns can have no general Influence. Thus Homer 
in the Atlion of Achil{es intends not the Defcrip
tion of that o.qe individual Man, but to fhow what 
V.iolenGe and Anger wou'd make all Men 9f that 
Character. fay or do ; as therefore Achilles is a 
general and Allegorical Perfon fo ought all He· 
roes of IT'ragedy to ' be, where they fhou'd fpeak 

no afr ne~eifarily or probably as all men fo qua
lify' a and jn thofe Circumftances wou'd ao, dif
fering from Rifrory in this that the Drama con .. 
fults not t~e :Yruth of what any particular per
fan did fay or do, but only the general Na
ture of fuch QJ.ialities to produce fudi Words 
ana AB:ions. ~Tis 'true that Tragedy employs true 
Names but that is to give a Credibility to .the 
Action,. die Perforfs -frill remaining General and 
Alle[foric: I wou'd therefore recommend to the 
P.oen the entire Invention of his own Fable, there 
being .very few AB:io s in Hiftory, that are ca
pable ?f being m~de g'encral and Allegoric, which 
is the Beauty" and efien tial of both an Epic, and 
Dramatic Action . .. 'Not out the Poet may take In ... 
cidents fron1 Hiftory and Matter of Fact, .but then 
they muft have that Probability and Verifimili-
tuc.k, that Art rcquire·s! l . 

But· aU thefe Properties of the A.Hion which b 
we have given are · not fufficient ; for the AClion S 
that is to be imitated in Tt·agedy muft alfo be fuch 
as excites Terror and ... CompJffion; and not Ad .. 
mirathm, which is a Pailion too weak to have 
the E.ffeC! of .Tragedy. Terror and Pity, are rais'd 
by Sur prize, when Events are ·produc d out of 
Caufcs contrary to our ExpeCtation: that is ~vhen 
the Incidents produce eacli other, not meerly fol-
low after each other : f')r if it· do not neceffarily 

· · follow 
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follow, 'tis · o Incident fo.r , Tragedy. The Surprize, 
muft he the Effect of D fign not C!;hance, of pre• 
cedent Incidents; ali~wing frill, that there are Ac
cidents, which are by Chance, which yet feem done 
by Defign', · as the. Fall of the Statue of Mitys Oll; 
his Murderer, which kill'd him, for that Accident 
looks like the Work of Providence. Thofe Fa
bles where this is Obferv'd will always appear 
the fineft. Thus Oedipus is the beft Subjea: for 
Tragedy, that ever was, For all that happen'd 
to him is the EffeCt of For,tune, y;et every Body. 
may fee, that all the Accidents have their Caufes, 
and ('fall out according to the Defign of a Particular 
Providence. · · 
. As the Actions imitated by, Tragedy, fo are 

a11 its Fables Simpl~, or implex. .TJle Simple is 
that, , in which there is neither a Change of the 
Condition or State of the .principal Perfun,or Perfons 
wnich is call'd the Peripetie, or Difcov.ery, and the 
unravellin_g the Plot~ is only a fingle Pa~age o£ 
Agitation or Trouble, or Repofe Land Tranquili ... 
tyr;.. as in the Medea and Hecubt: of Erupides, 
and th<1 Philoctetes, ~nd Ajax of Sophocles. The 
fan1e · i~ the Fable of 1the Ilia; and that of the · 
uf:neis. T.lie implex Fable is that, which has a 
Peripetie or a Difco:very or both, which is the mof~ 
beautiful, and the -leaft Common: ~ In the .Antigone of 
Sophocles there is the Change of the State and For.,. 
tune of Creon, and that produc'd by the Effect of his 
own barbarous Decree and Obftinacy. But in l1is 
Oedip,usi and E!eilra there is both a Peripetie and 
Difcov:ery the firft t~::> ·I\1ifery, the later to Re
vengC! and Happinefs. OedipuJ with l;is change of 
Fortune Clifcovers, that he is th~ S0n of Jocaft~t. 
and Laim, .and fo guilty of Inc~ft and Parricid~. 
El~ilra ·difcov.ers Orejles to be her Brother, and 
· · · changcq 
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chang-es her Miferies into Happinefs in the ·Re..; 
venge .of her Father's Death. In the lphigeni:e in 
Ttmri.r (of which l\1r. Dennu ha$ "given us a very 
good Tragedy with the fame Beauties to which the 
Englifh Reader may hav.~ Recourfe) lphigenia 
making a Difcovery, t~t Orefles is her Brother 
€hanges both their Fortunes from Defpair to a 
happy ·Efcape from the barbarous Altars ofTaurica. 
But the 'Peripetie ~an neither be neceffary, nor pro
bable c~vithout which the Qilalities they are good 
for nothing) if they are not the natural Refult
or at leaft t .he EffeCt of the previous ACtions, or 
the Subjett it felf. The Oedipu.r and Elellra of .. 
Sophocles ~re the tnoft ex~el.len t in this Kin a, 
and ought to · be throughly frudieJ by the Poets 
\vho wou'd excell in their Art; 

But not to give you Terms without a thorough 
Explanation, A Peripetie is a Change of one For
tune into another: either from Good, to Bad, or 
from Bad to Good contrary to our Expectations; 
and tl1is Change (as I have obferv'd) ought to 
happen either necefJarily or probably : as in the 
Oediptu of Sophocles, for he who comes to · bring 
him ·agreeable News, which ought to deliver him 
from thofe Apprehenfion~, into which his fear of 
committing Inceft with his Mother, had thrown 
him, does quite the contrary in making it out 
to him who and what he is. The Matter lies 
thus in the Fourth ACt- A l\1efienger from ·ea: 
rinth brings Oedipus Word of the Death of Poly
bus and invites him to go and take Poilt1)Jon of 

, that Kingdom :· but Oedipm _affTaid to commit 
the lncefr, the Oracle had told him of, belieying 
Polybtts his Father, declar'd that he never wou'd 
go to the Place where his Mother i was. The 
Co;.-,:;;thian told him that he did not know himfeif, 

. difturbing 
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.happy. for the Gu£lty. Tho' this is more proper of t1 
for Comedy; where the greateft Enemies go off re41 wor 
concil'd. the 
· Terror and Compaffion being the Chief End of flag' 
Tragedy and that beigg prodvc'd only by the Fa- for 
ble, Jet us confider what Incidents (which eo m- rin 
]Jofe the FaLle) are the tnoft productive ofthefe I 
two Paffions. the 

All Incidents are Events, that happen betwixt J~h 
fome Body or othe~; and all Incidents, that are Pm 
terrible or pitifnl happen betwixt Friends, Rela
tions, or the like, for what happens bt.:twixt E ... 
Iiernies have no Tragical Effeft. Thus when a 
:Brother is going to kill, or kills his Brother; 
the Father his Son, or the Son the . at her; the 
Mother the Son, or the Son the Mother. And 
thefe 'are the proper Incidents, that: a Poet fhou'd 

ploy all his Search and Study to · find out. Now 
a 1 thefe Attions may be devided thus; into thofe, 
which the Attor perform with an entire Know
ledge of what he does or is going to do, as Me• 
Jett when £he kill'd her Children ; Alcm£on, when 
he kill'd liis Mother and the like. 

Another way is when the Heinoufnefs of the 
Crime, which they are going to commit or do 
commit is not known to the Actors till after the 
:Oecd is done, when they, that did it, come to 
difcover the Relation of th~ Perfons they have 
defrroy'd , as Eryphile in :AjiydamM kileW not that 
it was his Mother" w horn he had kill'd till after 
her Death ; and Tclerzonus difcover'd that it was 
his Father Vlyjfes he '"'had mortally wounded after 

· the FaCt was done. The third fort of Incident 
and the moft beautiful is when a l\1an or Wo
nJan "is going to kill a Relation, who is not known 
to him or lier, and is prevented by a .Difcovcry 

· of 
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of their Friendfhip and Relation. rfhe firft is the 
worfr, the laft the befr, and the fetond next to 
the third in Exceltence beca ufe here is nothing 
fl.agitious and inhumane. but the Sin of .Ignorance 1 
for then the Dtfcovery IS very pathetic and mo.; 
:ving as that of Oedipus killing Laiui. 

In thofe Incidents of the third kind to make 
them petfell:ly beautiful like that of Jl1erope and 
Jphigenia in 'Euripides it will be neceflary, tnat tne 
Poet take care to let the Audience know the Re
lation of his Oramatic Perfons, tho' the Perfons 
themfelves muft 1-10t know it till the Difcovery. 
For thofe Stories of Merope and Iphigenia were 
perfefrly known to the Audience, whicH gave them 
all along a concern for the danger of the Brot~er 
and the Son; and rais'd their Joy and Satisfat!ion 
when the Difcovery came and prevented the Event. 
'Tis true that it is no eafy Matter to meet with 
fuch a .story, or indeed to form it without Ob
fcurity and imperfe8: Beauty, yet if it be done, 
it anfwcrs the LabOur and Pains of the Study 
and Search. . 

We come now to the Manners, w hidi is the 
next thing to the Fable in Excellence, a?d in Con
fideration. The lvfamrers diftinguiih the CharaB:ers, 
and if the Manners be ill cxprefs'd we CJn never 
be acquainted with them, and tonfequently never:
be terrify'd by forefeei ng the DJngers they will 
produce to the Characters or Dramatic Perfons; 
·nor melt into Pity by feeling their Sufferings. Ail 
Dram cttic therefore as well as Epic Petfous ought 
to have the .lvfP.nners; that is their Difcourfe ought 
to difcover their J nclinations, and what Rcfolu~ 
tions they will certainly purft1e. The Manners 
thFreforc fhon 'd have four ~alities; they muft 
be ( 1) Gved (2) like (3) convenient (4) Equal. Goo_J, 

d 19 
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is wh n they an~ mar 'd; that is when the Dif· 
cO'Irfe of the er:f 1 :- nakes us clearly and diftinfr-
1 y fee their l1 c ; ti'1ns, and what good or evil 
Refolutions, th are certain to take. Like relates 
only to known and p blic Perfons, whofe Cha~a
c!ers are in Hifrory, with which the Poetic Gha· 
ratters tnufr agree,_ ~hat is, the Poet mu!t np! give 
a Perfon a~y Q1a11ty contrary. to any that Hi .. 
ifory has giy~n him. Convenient, that is th fe muft 
be agreeable to the Age, Sex, Climate, Rank, and 
Condition of the Perfon, that has them 

RefPicerc Exemplar Vittt, morumq; jubebo 
Doflum Imitatorem, verafque .hinc ducere vocu. 

Thus Horace advifes us to ftudy, Mankind, and 
from the Obfervation of t em to draw the Pro
prieties of CharaCters or Manners. But a througlt 
Confideration of Ethics will be a very great Help 
to the Onfer:vation; for when you have once got 
the true Know ledge of the various Habits of .the 
Mind in their Juft Order, and the nature of their 
feveral Blendings and Mixtures, and Compofition ; 
you will with much greater Eafe make an Advan
tage of your Study of Men, in Regard to what we 
are now difcourfing of. 

:As to the Likenefs you muft remember, that the 
Ev.il Qualities given by Hiftory to Princes, and 
Great l\1e11, ought to be omit~ed by the Poet if 
they are contrary to the Charatl:er of a Prince, &c. 
but the Virtues oppofi te to thofe kuown Vices 
ought not to be impos'-d. Equal that is Conftant, 
and Confiftent. 

Q._ualis incep,it . 0- ftbi conflet. Her. 

But 
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. But if any CharaCter be ot unequal Manners, as in 
Nature,fo in Poetry,whichis an Imitation of Nature; 
the Variety and Inequality of tpe Manners muft be 
rqual. The Fearful muft not be 13rave; nor the Brave, 
Fearful; the Avaritious 1nuft not be generous and the 
like. 

The Manners therefore of the principal Perfons; 
at leafr, ought to be fo clearly and fully mark'd as 
to diftinguifh them from all other Men ; For Nature 
l1as made as great a Diftinttion between every in
~ividual Man by the Turn of his Mind .as by the 
Form of his CountenaQce . . In this Shdkefptar has 
excell'd all the Poets, for he has not only difl:in
guifh'd his principal ferfqns, bu~ there is r~arce a 
Meffenger comes in but is vifibly different front 
all the Rcft of the Perfons in the Play. So that 
you need not to n1ention the Names of the Per
fan, that fpcaks when you read the Play~ the Man
ners of. the Perfons will fufficiently inform .yon 
\vho it is fpcaks; whereas in our Modern Poets.,· 
if the Natne of the Perfon fpeaking be not read., 
you can never by what he fays diftinguiih ou.e 
from the Other. ' 

But befides thefe four Qualities of the Manner$ 
there is a fifth eflcntial to t~ir Beauty, that is, that 
they be Nerej{t.try ; that is, that no vicious, or b1fe 
Quality or Inclination ought to be given to 21ny. 
Poetic Pcrfon, unlcfs it appear to be abfolute .... 
ly necefiary and rcquifite for the dtrrying on of 
the Acrion. 

To make this a little plainer- There aFe three 
forts of Qualities compofe the Cha,ratter of a: 
Hero. Firft, fueh as are abfolntely MceJ1ar.Y for 
the F~tble and AClion; and th@fe are moft to ap~ 
pear, and evidently prevailing above the Reft, 
o that the Hero is to be known and diftinguilh'd 

d ~ by, 
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by them. The Second, are the to imbelifh the 
firfr, and the Third are to fuftain both. But an 
Exam le will explain this. The firft of thefe in 
t/Eneas is the tranfcendent Goodneji of his .~.:~ature: 

., The fecond, that beautifies this is his folid Piety, 
and entire Refignation to the Will of the Gods; 
the third that fuftains both is an Heroic Fortitude, 
·which is abfolutely neceifary to the carrying on 
of any great Defign. Thus in Vlyjfes we find 
Diilimulation, fet off by prudence and fuftain'd by 
Valour. In Achilles Rage fct off by a noble Vehc
lnence, and fuftain'd by a wonderful Valour. This 
firft Q9ality, 2S Gor;dnefs in uf:nea;., is to appear 
through his whole CharaCter ; Rage through Achil
les and Diffimulation tl}rough Vlyf[es. 

Having thus run through the Mannen as briefly as 
I cou'd to give the Reader any juft Idea of theit 

,.ature; I fhall now conclude my difcourfe on 
the feveral forts of DISCOVERIES becaufe well 
manag~d they add a wonderful Beauty to the 
Piece; tho' it is a Beauty indeed alm.oft entirdy 
11nknown to our Stage. 

The firft fort of Difcavery i• by certain ?\{arks 
in the Body, either Natural or Accidental, as 
fome Families have I\1arks peculiar to them, as 
tl1e Founders of r[J;ebes and their. Ifihe had a 
Lance naturaly in their Bodies. Accidental, as 
the Wound Vly.ffis had formerly receiv'd in his 
Thigh by a Boar in P arnajfus ; or Tokens fuch as 
the Casket of Ion, w hi eh makes the Difcovery of 
l1is Mother Creu/a, whom he was going to kill. 
uho' this be the lcaft beautiful and Artful Difc_o-
!1-'ery, yet it may be more or lefs Artfully manag"d, 
as t 11at oi Vly!fes is ia the Od;ffis where tbe 

-.urfe wafuing hi3 Feet difcovers the \Vound and 
y 'th~t Vly(Jcs ; but wheu he is oblig'd to Ihc~{ 
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it to the Shepherds to confirn1 them, that he was 
Vlyffis it is lefs artificial. 

].'he fecond fort of Difcivery and that likewifc 
unartful is when, it is made by certain Tokens, 
a.s when OreJ!es had come to the Knowledge of 
his Sift er Iphigenia, by a Letter which fhe gave 
Pylades to carry to Oreftes at 'Argas, and tolu him 
the Qontents by word of I\!outh left the Letter 
fbou~d be Loft; he difcovers himfelf to her by 
mentioning her \;Vorking a fine piece of Ta
piftry, th~t was in her Appartmcnt, and the 
Lance of Pelops &c. for thefe ~okcns are no 
great Matter of Invention, fince he n1ight have 
made them twenty other ways. 

The third fort of l)ij(:overies is · what is made 
by Remembranc;e, that is, when the fight or hearing 

. of any thing makes us remember our Misfortunes, 
r:)--c. as when V!yf[es heard Domodocu.r fing his AG.!ions 
at Troy the n1emory :ftruck him, and drew '"f.ears 
from him, which difcoyer'd him to vllcinous. 'Ih~ 
fourth fort of Difcoveries are made by Reafoning, . 
Thus Iphigenia aq;;ues in the Ccepf.Jores of ~fchyln.s. 
Iiither is a Man come like me, N..o Body's like me 
but Orelles, it muft therefore be Orefles. Tha~ of 
Polyides is beautiful and pathetique, for ih t:he 
lphigenia of that poet (as we have it in Ari]lotle) 
Orejles Kneeling at the Altar, and juft opening 
his Bofome to Recdve the Sacred Knife, he cries. 
out 'tis not fujficent that my Sift er has been Sacrific' d 
to DJANA, But I mujl be fo too. 

1~he fin eft fort is that which rifes from the 
Subject: or the Incidents of the Fa~le, a.s th~t 
of Oed£pus from his exceffive Curiofity; and the 
I .. etter of lphigenia, for it ·was very lqqtural that 
llie fhou'd write to her Broth-::r. • 

' 3 
Having 



liv An EsSAY on the ART, R 1 s :c Ai 

Having thus confider'd the two main Points VG'Y 

pf the Th~ory, 1 fball fay a word or two of the !aft~ 
Pra&ice. As the Duke of Buckingham has obferv'd, t~e 
the firft Bufinefs of a Tr4gic Poet is to draw a ~ut 
P~an of his _Defi6n, a~d having plac'd it in a ju~ ~eth 
Light, an~ 111 Ole ¥leW he may beft judge ofit~ a!en 
:probability. Bu: then ne ll1Uft confider' tha~ aio 
in this Plan truft fi ·ft be drawn the Fable in B 
general, befor~ he thinks · of · the Epifodes, that Ma, 
particularife and circumftantiate it. I'll give you 
that whic~ is ~nwn up by Ariftotle himfelf, be
~aufe it may h:.ve the greater Authority with 
you.- A young P-n"?Jfe[! is plac' d fJn the Altar to be 
Sacrific' d, dij:tpp~vrs of a fuddain from the Eyes of: the 
Speflators, ana t"s carry'd into another ~ CoJtntry, where 
the ,uftorp is to )acfijife Strangers to the GJtardian 
Goddefl of that foJmtry. They m11.ke her Priejlef of . 
that Temp!~. S.o1;e years after, the Brother of that 
Frincefs arriv~s tl' the {ttme flace, in Obedfence to an 
f)r11cle; he no {?01er arriv' d but is taken, and as he 
is g~ing to ~e Sa:rifi~'d the Difcovery is made, that. 
he u Brother. to ~hf P.riejfefs which Javes his ~ife. 

· This is the &rieral and univerfal Fable ·with
out Names, ~n~ vpich may yet receive any ~ames 
the Poet pleafes) ·who adding the Epifodes, circum-
11:antbtes and JI1lkes it particular; as the ackling 
the 1\tailncfs of f)rij/es,'and t~e like, rpakes it proper 
to that Stpry. · 

~Vhen the Po~t com~s to write and work up 
his'J Scenccs · .Arijotle advifes1 and Otrvay's Practice 
<:onfir.ms, that he Jhou'd put himfelt into tlic fame 
Paffiori he write~, ·and ~mitate the Gefrures, and 
:A:crions ' of th9ff, "\VhOnl he makes to fpeqk· 

The Poet" ought · t~ take car~ in the Unravel
ling the Plot in which many I\'1ifcarry; The Plot 
~s all the Play foro 'the Beginning to th~ Difco-
~ ·· · ' · ' · · · \ · v~r~ 
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the Cardinal to know what Anfwer he fhou'd 
have to a Letter he had fent him. 

·Now if the forming our outward figure cou'd 
be of fuch ufe, as to make us think like another, 
certainly whep the Imagination proceeeds by its 
own Strer!gtJ1, and Force to liken the Soul as well 
as the Body., it muft have a wonderful Effect. But 
this cannot · qe done but by a . great Gertius. 

I fl1a11 fax no more of the Sentiments here, becaufe 
th.yy ar~ to .b~ learn'q fr:-on1 the Art ofRhetQric more 
than that 9( P9etry. For t~e Sen · ments being 
all that makes up the Difcourfe, they confifi.; in 
proving, refuting, exciting and exprefling the P f
.fions, as Pity, Anger, Fear arid all"the others;to 
raifc or debafe the· Value of any thing. The Rea
fqns of Poets and Orator~ are the fame when · 
they wou'ci make things appear worthy of Pity, 
or terrible~ 9r great or probable. Tho' fome 
thi1:gs arte ~·en~cr'4 fo by . ~rt, and o.tlwrs b,y 
their own Natu ·e. - · ~ 
· The Diilion o1· Laqgua'ge is that, which next 

come under our Confideration; which tho' mac;le 
fo conijderaq.le '! Part by ou~ Mod;rn Playwrigh~s 
(w hq ippecd ·have little elfc ~o value · themfelves 
upon~ was . hy Arijlotle thought of the leaft Impor
tance; tho' jt i~· conf~fs~d whep ~ the ~locution ~s 
proper ~nd Elegant a11Cl va~·y's as. It ought, It 
gives a great, and v~ry a.4vantagcous Beauty to a 
£lay. l~he r:¥ible, t~e Manners, anA the Sentiments 
:.rre Y~ithout qouht the 1no~ confiderable, for as 
.Ariftotle obferves a Trag~dy may be perfecr with
out the 'Ailiftance of ·Elocution ; for the Subjefr 

_.Jnay be wc11 manag'd, the Mann~rs well 1nark'd ; · 
and the Sentiments may be juft and fine tho' ill 
Exprefs'~· A~~ ill ~locution rcnde:s th~ Difcourfq . 
~ar, but that deftroys n~t ~he ·Beauty of theho-

. · t er 
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ther Parts. Befides a .. fragedy may be wrote iu 
Profe as well as Verfe, that is thofe other three 
parts n1ay be as well exprefs'd in Profe as Verfe · 
but Verfe is made ufe of becaufe more Harmo~ 
nious, and by Canfequence more agreeable. 

But as we err as much in this Part of Tra .. 
gcdy as in the other three it wou?d be neceffary 
to give fome Rule~ of DiftinCl:ion on this Head. 
But that I have not Room to do in this place; 
an~ propriety and Elegance of DiCtion muft be 
learn' a from Grammar and Rhetoric~ .However I 
wilrnqt pafs this entirely in filence, but fha11 giv:e 
t.w~ · oi· three Rules which are abfolutely nocef
fary to give any true beauty to a Dr~m~£tic Di
llion. 

Some . h~ve been betray'd by their. Ignorance of 
Art and Nature to ima£l;ine, that becaufe the StylC' 
of Milton's Paradifo Loft is admirable in the Epic 
Poem, that it will be fo in Tragedy; not confi
dering, that Milton himfelf has var.y'd his ftyle 
mightil¥, in his Sampfon Agoniftes, from tnat of his 
Paradiff. And Mr. 1Jr~den's Criticifm is very jufi: 
ip ~ his Epiftle to the Marquifs of Norm£tnby (the 
prefent Duke of Buckingham) before the v£neu, 
where quoting from Segrau, and BvfJu- that the 
Style of an Heroic Poem ought to be m~re lofty, tha;r. 
that of the DRAMA- " The Critic is in the 
" Right, fays he, for tlie Reafon already urg'd. 
'' The \Vork of Tragedy is on the Paffions, in 
" Dialogue: both of tben1 abhor Strong Meta
'' phors, in which the Epopee dGlights; a Poet 
~' cannot fpeak too pl4inly on the Stage, <$-c. 

And Boileau a Judicious Critic as well as Poet 
has \Vords to this Effect.- Wou'd you deferve the 
-;1.pplaufe of th~ Public? in 1Vriting diverjify your Stile 
-;'ucej]iuitl)', too eqttttl, and t~o unifo.rm ft Manner jhines 

ft) 
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1nay find fome extraordinary Strokes that way 
likcwife ; But the Beauties of the Manners we 
1hall find every where, as I Ihall Ihew iu my: Exa
men of his Plays. 

It may perhaps be expetled, that I Ihou'd fay 
fomething of Comedy. But I have infenfibly fwell'd 
this Difcourfe to a greater Bulk, than I at firft 
defign'd fo that I fi1all only fay in Generai, that 
Comedy particiP.ates in many things with the Rules 
of Tragedy, that is, it is l:lil Imitation both of A
£lion and Manners, but thofe muft botli hav.e a great 
deal of the Ridiculum in them, and indeed · Hu
mour is the Charafreriftic of this Poem, without 
which a Comedy lofes its Name; as we have ma
ny of late, who fall from the Ridiculum into a 
1neer Dialogue diftinguifh' d only_ by a pert fort 
of Chit Chat, and little Aims at Wit. Ben J.ohn-
fon is our beft Pattern, and has given us this Ad
vantage; that tho' the Englif!!_ Stage has fcarce yet 
been acquainted with the Shadow of Tragedy., yet 
have we excell'd all the Ancients in Comedy. 

There is no Man has had more of this vis Co
mica than our Shake(pea~., in particular Characters 
and in the Merry Wives of WINDSOR be has gi
ven us ~ P.lay that wants but lit:t)e of a perfect 
Regularity. Comedy in England has met with the 
Fate of Tragedy in Athens for that only has yet 
been cultivated, whereas the polite Athenians took 
firft Care of Tragedy, and it was late e'er the 
l\1agiil:rat~ took any notice of Comedy, or thought 
it worthy their InfpcB:ion. 
· All Arts indeed improve as they . find Encou· 
ragement, our Statefmen have never yet thought 
it worth their while to refcuc the Drama from 
the Hands of the Ignorant, and the Benefit of pri
vate Perfons, under which Load of Obfracles it 

\ .• : .. , • t can 



X '.An EssAy on the ART, RIsE 
can never rife to any PerfeC:ti~n; and place fuch 
Men in tHe Management of it, as may turn it to 
the Advantage of the public. Whether this be 
any Proof of their good Politics or not I 1ball 
not here determine ; but I am fure, that very po
litic Nations, that is the Greeks, and· the J?,omtms 
llad far other Sentiments. 

This naturally leads me to the Rife of the Stage 
in Greere, where it was entirely rais'd by Trave
dy, For Th~fpu firft made a moving Stage for that 
Foern, tho' it was not then as it is now pure and 
llnmixt, for the ill Snbjecrs, ~hat Thefpii chofe, threw 
him upon ·a fort of Tragicomedy; which Error rVEf 
&hylus correCted by drooling only noble Subjects, 
and an exalted Stile, that being before too bur
lefque. So that as far ·as we may Ghefs, the Plays 
of Thefpu, were not unlike fome of thofe of our 
Shalcefpear. For it was fome time, before the Stage 
came to its Magnificence and Purity even in Greece 
it felf, at leaft in Comedy ; For the People are ge
.Rerally the fame in all Countries, and obftinate
l y retain Licentious and Obfceue things; and it 
i~ the Property of Roughnefs, and Barbarifm to 
give place to Politenefs with a great deal of Dif
ficulty. Nay SophDcles was the firit that purg'd 
Tra_gedy it felf entirely, and brought it to its true 
.i\fajefry and Gravity. For as Dacier obferves, the 
Changes that Tragcd_y and Comedy underwent were 
brought about by little and little, becaufe it was 

- ~rnpoflible to difcover what was proper for them 
at Once; and .new Graces were added to them 
as the Nature of thefe Poems came better to be 
underfrood. 

'Tis true that tile Idea of Tragedy was taken 
from the IliJds and Od;ffis of Homer; and of Co-
1nedy from his .Poen1 call'd Margites; but that was 
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after thefe Poems had been in ufc in a ruder A1an
ner, then Homer infpir'd the Improvers and Re 
formers of the Stage with this noble Idea. Tra
c(edy indeed had a very advantageous Rife in Greece 
falling immediately under tbe Infpettion of th; 
Magiftrate, being founded on Religion ; and this 
carried it fo foon to Perfecrion; to which it wou'd 
never have arriv'd had it been in the Hands of 
private Perfons, and mercenary Players, ignorant 
of its Beauties and its Defects; and whofe Thoughts 
reach no farther, than what they are us'd to, which 
turning to a tolerable Advantage to their Pockets, 
they believe there is no ·greater Perfection. But 
.Athens was too wife too polite a State to let that 
fade and remain ufelefs i.u the Hands of the Ig .. 
norant, which by the Care of the Wife and Know
ing might be turn'd to the Publick Adv~tntage ana 
Glory. 

Tragedy as I have faid had the .Advantage of 
being grafted on tl:ie Goatfong, or Vintage-Song in 
the Honour of B~tcchJ&S, wh1ch, being a Recita
tion only, The [Pis firft made a Stage and introduc'd 
one .Ailor. v£fctyy[us added a fecond AB:or; and 
fixt his Stage, and adorn'd it in a more Magnifi
cent manner; but then the fame Ornaments ferv'd 
all Plays. Sophocles added a third Actor and vary'd 
the Ornaments and brought Tragedy to Perfe
B:ion, and into fuch E.frecm with the Athenia;.u, that 
they i~pent more in the Decorations of the The
atre, than in all their Perfi:m Vlars; nay the Mo~ 

. ncy appropriated to that Uf~, was look'd on as 
fo facrcd, that Demojlhenes \Vith Difficulty and a 
great Deal of Art attempted to alienate fon~c of 
it to the Defence of Gree'e agai.nft Philip ot frfA-

r:.rdou. 

The 
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The .Alterations tliat were made in this Poem 
jn fo little a Time w re almoft in every part ~f 
it ; in the very Numbers as well as in the Sub
jefl, Manners, and Ditt:ion. For the firft Verfe of the 
carlieft Trag~dies were Tetrameters or a Sort ofBur
lefque, and fi_t for Country mens Songs, and not 
unlike our Dogrel. But on the Reforh1ing the 
Stage it was turn'd into Trimeter Iambt'cs ; for as 
Dacier from Ariftotle obfcrves, thofe Numbers were 
fitteft for Tra(Tedy, which were 1noft like our corn .. 
mon Difcourfe, and confequently it was Trimeter 
Iambics, for that was moft us'd in familiar Con
verfation, and Tragedy fays 11e, being an Imitation, 
ought to admit nothing but what is eafy and Na ... 
tural. ' 

But as this feems to relate cheifiy to the Gree~ 
and Latin Dicrion, fo it will not be amifs to give 
you fomething like it in the Engli{h, at the Rife 
of the Dra.ma here. I .fhall take the Examples of 
both from Shakefpe~tr alone, to fhow this Error 
mended by himfelf and brought to fuch a Perfe
ction, that the higheft praife is, to imitate his Stile. 

· What cy call'd their Tetrameters may be an-
fwer' by t he Dogrel in the Comeay of Errors, and 
Loves Lttbours loft. 

Bal. Good Meat, Sir, is common, that every Churle 
~Jfor'ds. 

E. Ant. And Welcome more common, for that's no- ' 
thin(! but Words. 

S. rom. Either get thee from the Door, or fit down 
at the Hatch, 

Doft thou conjure for Wenches, that thoJt call'ftfor [ucl1 
Store? 

When One iJ one too many? go get thee from the Door. 

But 
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But left this ihou'd be thought paffable in the 

Mouths of the Dromi~;, and their M~fters we 
Jhall fee in thofe of Lords and Princes, in Loves 
Labour1 Loft firft Boyet of the Retinue of tbe 
Princefs ot France ; and the Princefs her felf. 

Princefs. It tvas we// done of you to tttke him at his 
Word. 

Boyet. I WM tU willing to graple, as hew M to board. 
Maria one of the ? Two hot Sheeps, J11arry, and 

·Ladies of Honour. ) therefore n{Jt Ships. 
Boyet. No Sheep, fweet Lamb, unlefs we feed o1~ 

your 'Lips. 
Princefs. Good Wits will be jangling, but Gemef}[-; 

~gree-- . 
71ie civil War cf JVits were much better us' d 
OnNAP:!ARRE,and hu Rook me11,[or here 'tis abus'd. 

In lliort thefe falfe Numbers and Rhimes are 
almoft through the whole Play; which muft con• 
finn any One, that this was one of his firft. But 
that Verfe, which anfwers both the Llfltin, and 
the Greek is our Blank Verfe, which generaly con
fifts of Iambics, and fo fit for the Drama, that tho' 
Mr. Dryden had once brought Rhiming on the 
Stage, fo much into Fafhion, that he told us plain ... 
ly in one of his · Prefaces, that we iliou'd fcarce 
fee a Play take in this Age without it; yet as 
foon as the Rehearfol was atl:ed the violent, and 
unnatural Mode vanifh'd~ and Blank Verfe refum'd 
its Place. A thoufai~a be~utiful Examples of this 
Verfe might be taken out of Shake [pear, here fcarce 
·being a Play of his which will not furnifh us with 
many ·; I fhall fatisfy my felf here with an Inftance 
or two out of the Much Ado about Notbing. 
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.Aml bid her fteal into the plea.fhed Bower, 
JVhere Hcney ... Suckles, ripen'd by the Sun, 
Forbid the Sun to enter; like Fa/?lo~trites's 
Made proud by Princes, that advance their Pride 
.Againft that Power, that made it, &c. 
~he pleafantefl Angling is to fee the Fijh 
Cut with their golden Oars, the fiiver StreAm 
And gre~dily devour the treacherous Bait. 

Comedy on the other hand lay long unculti
vated in private Hands, among the Mob, or Coun .. 
try fellows, without any Regard of the Govern
ment; till at laft Epicharrn~ and fome others 
taking the Idea from the Margites of Homer, 
:purg'd the Country Raileries of their Licentiouf
nefs, the Magiftrates of ..Ath6ns took it into their 
Confideration, that it might be of ufe to the Pu.
·blic in the Hands, and under the Managments of 
tbe Public. And thus by the Encouragement and 
lnfpettion of the Government the Drama of bQth 
Kinds arriv'd to Perfettion in not many Years after 
their Appearance in the World~ 

Bot it was not fo in Rome it was in the 399th 
Year of the City, when any thing like a Stage 
got into Rome, and tho' it was introduc'd to 
appeafe a gre:1t Plague which cou'd not be averted 
by any other Propitiation, yet they being origi
nally perform'd hy Strangers, the Romans had lit
tle Rcsard to them. For on this Q<;cafion they fent 
for Players out of Etn1ria, whom in thC'\r Lan
~uage they ~an Hifttr, from whence the Romans· 
call'd their At!ors Hifiriones . Nor did thefe make 
ufe of auy Verfe but d~nc'd to the Tunes of their 
Pipes with Meafures not indecorous after the Thuf 
can 1\fanner. The young Sparks began to imit~tc 
them hy rallying one another in undigdted Verfes. 

· vVith 
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With their Voices their Motions agreed; to that 
the Matter was receiv'd and by often Repetition 
came into a Mode. But the Players did not, a~ 

·in the Fefcenine Verfes rally one another witll 
Extempore Verfes; but reprefenting Paftorals call'd 
Satyrs, with Vocal Mufick, fet to the Inftrumen..; 
tal, and a regular Action perform'd tlieir Par.ts. 
~ut Livia; Andronic~ a Greek by Nation, was the 
firft (fome years after this) who ventur'd to ruin"" 
gle a :Fable with thefe Songs, aaing himfelf in 
thefe Performances, as then all the Po'etg did. 
This Livy tells us, and the -fame we find in Ya4 

lerim Maxirttu Lib. 2. cap. 4· From which iPe fee, 
f~om what [mall Beginnings the Scenic Plays· ar?fe 1 
Ftrft Players were Jent for out of ETRURTA,· wh<J 
danc' d without either Verfe or Piper; after this, rude 
and unpolijh' d Verfe came in ~tnd Motions fomething 
agreeable to the Voice: but at klft all things were improv' d 
by .Art. Tho' thefe two Accounts do not agree in 
every particubr we cafily fee the Low Rife of the 
Stage in this City, w hi en tho' brought in at firfr 
for the appeafing a raging Peftilence, yet the Play• 
ers, who belong'd to the Drama had their Names 
put out of the Lift of their Tribe, fome fay by 
way of Difgrace-, and were never permitted to 
have the Honour to go to the Wars but on the 
greateft Extremity; yet this might be in Rcfpect 
to their Prcferv~tion, as the .Athenians made a Law, 
when Eupolis was kill'd in a Sea Fight, that Poets 
ihou'd go no more to the Wars. But be this as 
it will; yet in Time when it had work'd it felfout 
X:>f the Dreggs of the People the State took.No• 
tice of it, and no Pl:J y was permitted to be acted, 
which was not approv'd by the t.Aidile, who had 
the fame Care of the Stage in Rome, as the Cho-

~ rag~ 
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ragm had in Athens ; Agrippa was v£dile in Rcme-, 
and the great Themi.ftocles was Choragu.r in Athens. 

But notwithfranding the f!Vf.diles took care at laft 
of the Roman Stage, yet that never came to the 
Excellence of that of ..Athens; at Ieaft if we may 
judge of the Tragedies by thofe of Senua, which 
are in oothing comparable to· thofe of th e Greek 
.Poets. The Medea of Ovid had it been Extant, 
might perhaps have fhown us fomething more 
perfefr, for he was much better qt1alify ~d for that, 
than the PhiJofopher. 

In Engl~end Plays begun at the very Bottom of 
the People, and mounted by degrees to the State 
we now fee them in, the yet imperfett Diverfion 
{)f Ladies, and Men of the fi.rft ~1ality. ~1een 
Eliz...abeth firfr difringuiih'd Actors from Strolers and 
Vagabonds. by making them Gentlemen of her Bed
Chamber, as iDme fay, at leaft her Domeftic Ser
van-ts ; and then it wa:s that Shakefpear ennobl'd 
the ru<h: Scene, giving it a Grace~ which it knew 
not before-, and. fufficient to pleafe fo wife, and 
good a Prin<;efs. But the Glory of giving it Per
fettion yet remains for a n.o lefs Excellent Queen,and 
the l\1uies have reafon to hope, that fhc, that is. 
fo univerfal a Pa-tronefs of Liberty will not leave 
them i.n their. old Bondage. For while the Poet's 
Succefs depends 1.0 much upon the infudicious·Tafte 
of the I\1anagers, and the \Vhim of the unjudging 
Town it is impoilible, that this Glorious Art can 
eyer be brought to that Excellence, to which it 
arriv'd in Gresce. Opinion, or Chance, and the Ad .. 
. drefs of the Players having given many of our 
.Modern Tragedies a fort of temporary S.uccefs,. 
but becaufe in a little time thefe Plays, which were 
cary.'d up without Merit lofe G:t:ound and grow neg':" 
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leEtcd, fome of our Playwrights have pretended 
that our Tafre .of TrttfJ'cdy .is loft, and that the 
b.cft will not do.. But c~rtainly that is a very jll 
Argument, for we fee, that the Orphan, Venice 
Preferv' d and good Tra~edies increafe in Efte~m 
and bring as gooal Audiences as any Comedies .• 
Hut the fame Argument will hold againft Comedies; 
for after Opinion or Whim hav-e given them a fort 
of Run at their firft Ap_pearance, they flag in 
a little Time for Want of innate Mor·it, and Sink 
fo that in a Year or two they wiH not bring 
ten Pounds. And tho' an ingenious Gentleman 
has told us, that Tragi-comedies will do better 
than Tragedie§, I muft fay that the fame Rea
fon will hold againfr them; for I know fcarce 
one of them, except Shakefpear's, that bri.ng any 
great Audiences. But I am confident had we 
good Tragedies wr-itteu· according to the Art I 
have iaid clown, ancl that they had fair play at 
firft front the Managers, the Diverfion is fa noble 
and great they wou'd find another fort of Suc
cefs., than our Trifles have met with, and laft for 
ever. At leaft we have Reafon to think fo foc 
e~ll ~hat we have yet feen to the contruy in Ex-
perience. :,. "" 

Thus have I given my Thoughts on Sh4kc{pear; 
laid down the Rules of true Judging, and judi
cious V/riting., and given a View of the Rife 
and Progrefs of the Drama in Greece, Rome and 
England; from whence it is plain that the only 
Way to make the Stage fiouriil1 is to put it into 
the Hands of 'the Magiftrate, and the Manage
ment of Men of Learning and Genius.; which 
wou'd once again bring this admirable Art to its 
Old PerfeEtion. 

Az Au 



Explanatio11 of the Old 
· :o R D s us'd by Shakefpear 

n his ·W o R K s. 

A 

Rg~fles.· Snips, &c. 
Ajfttbjudigtt.te. Sub

due, &c. 
-Aroint. avant, be gone, 

Stand off, &.c. 
':Agniz..c. Acknowledge, 
· confefs, avow, &c. 

':Aclmown. known '.Ac
" knowledged, G:...c. 

B 

'R·trim.r. adorns decks, . 
&c. 

!Bosly. fat, fwell'd, &c. 
Bwky. id. or Woody. 

Braid. Ttim, finical; 
wove, &c. 

Born. Limits, .Bounds, 
&c. 

To Blench. Sin, fear, 
Be(mirch'd. Dawb'd. &c. 
Biggen. a Child's Coif. 

~ or Quoif. 
tlrach. a kind of Hound, 
.. &c. 
Blood-Boltet' d. Smear'd 

with dry Blood. 
Bij[onRhe~tm.BlindRheum. 
Ballow. P.o1e, Jong ftick, 
· quarter-ftatr, &_c. · 

c 
i3lencbes.· Faults. Cleep.r. calls, names, &c. 
dlevel. crooked, awry; Copesmate. Companion. 
iA.Brich. A Buckle,Brace- Congeft . . heap'd together. 

let, Noofe, Spit, &c. Cautlefs. Uncautious. 
$eteem. to bring forth, or · 
, breed, Can~ry'd, 

D 

D 
D 
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Canitry,d to it. Danc'd to 

it or was Joyful at it. 
To Carol to .fing 
A Callet. a Whore . . 
Cefs. a Tax. . 
Clake or Clack, to make 

an ingrateful No· fe, 
&c. 

Congreeing. for agreeing, 
&e. 

Cleap. haunt , attend , 
brood on, &c. 

Clinquant. Sounding &c. 
1."'he Cranks. Offices. 
Coftard. Head, or Block-

head. 
l;ringes. Hinges. 
Chujherel. Whore-mafter 
Debochee, &c. 

D 
Dank. Moiftl raw, &c. 
Dowle. A feather or ra

ther the fingle Parti
cles of the down. 

To daffe. to baffie banter, 
cheat, &c. 

Dumps. Melancholly, 
fixt, Sadnefs, &c. 

Dulcet. Sweet. 
Down-gyved, turn'd or 

ty'd down. 
De~~,rn. Solitude, &c. 

E 
Eld. Age Antiquity, 

Forefathers,old Times 
&c. 

lx:ix 
Empleached. bound toge

ther, interwove, &c. 
Enpatron' d. got a pa, .. 

tron. 
Enfeoff' d himfelf. took 

poi~effion o~ the In· 
hentance, C!rc. 

Exuflicare. blown, 
F 

~oy~on. Plenty, Abun
dance, Strength,Heart 
Juice,. Moifture, &c. 

Fends. defends, guards, 
&c. 

FamoHfed. made famous. 
Frampol' d troublefome, 

uneafy, &c. 
Foining Fence. Mafterly 

Defence. 
Flourieu. or Flourets , 

fmall flower, or Beds 
of Flowers. 

Fr~tnklin. a Freeman, or 
Gentleman, &c. 

To Fatigate. to tire, weary 
Cff'c. 

F oemen. Enemies. 
Finelefs. without End. 

G 
Guerdon' d. pay'd, rewar- , 

ded with, given to, 
&c. 

Gawds. Bawbles, gawdy 
things, or ridiculoui 
jefts, &c. 

To Gleek. Jeer, &c. 
Glyke. id. Geck, 
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Geck, or G;/l. to cheat, 
defraud. d--e. 

The Geft. A Bed, Couch, 
&c. 

Gimmals. A Ring of two 
Rounds •. 

Garifh. gay, glaring, &c. 
6~lcefuL Merry, lau~hing, 

&c. 
God-eyl'd m. God defend 

or do us good. 
G6urs of Blood· great 

Drops of Blood. 
To Gtbber. to flout, chat-

ter, &c. 
Gafted. frighted. 
To Gallow. To fright~ 
Gtfjlnefs. Fright. 
Grdjf. Graft, &c. 
Gofemore. a little light 

down, that flies about 
in the Air by every 
Wind blown about. 

H 
Hied or Hyed. made 

hafl:c to. 
Hejh. Commands. 
Flent. took hold of. 
Hight. call'd. 
liefted. as tender-hcfted, 

tenderly difpos'd, &c. 
Harried, daunted, fcold
, ed at, frighted handl'd 

him fo rough I y. 
I 

lntendment. Intention. 
Ingirts. Surrounds. · 

An lncony Wit. a Mimic
king Wit, &c. 

lmboft him. Noos'd him, 
circumvented him,&c. 

Immoment. of no Value. 
K 

Kam. a wry, quite from 
the matter. clean Kam 
quite fron1 the pur
pofe. 

L 
Lujh. Luxury, LewdnefsJ 

&c. 
Lafs-lorn. depriv'd, or 

deferred by his Lafie 
or Miftrefs. 

Lepnan. a Gallant, Stalli .. 
on, &c. 

Lover' d. have a Lover. 
LitherSky. lower,Lazy, 

plain, 
'Liejeft. Dearcft, &c. 

M 
Moody, or Mood. angry,. 

and Anger, &c. 
Mcecl. Reward . 
.flfurky. Obfcure, d1rk, 

&c. 
A fliaund. a Basket, 

Scrip, &c. 
.fofurk. Dark, <?:.t-:...c. 
To fi{e/1 . to meddle with 

or rningle, &c. 
Man.tkin. a little Man. 
.Wammeri'ng. Mutte~~~g. 

P, 
p 
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N 

Ni!l. will not. 
Nole. an Affeg Nole. 

Aifes Head and Neck. 
Nay .Word. A Word of 

Infamy or Contempt. 
0 

Orts. Scraps, Leavin.gs, 
&c. 

Orgillous. proud. 
p 

P4lmers. Pilgrims, &c. 
Poleclipt. clipt in the 

Head. 
Phrajlefs Hanrl. A Hand, 

w hofe Beauty no Phraie 
can exprefs: 

A Prifer. one that fights 
Prizes, or wreftles for 
Prizes, &c. 

Pight upon or over. 
Pight to do it, prop'd 

· fettled, caft, &c. 
Palliament. a Garment, 

Robe, &c. 
To Palter. to trifle, C:}··c. 

banter, C::)"c. 
P~1.rarron. Peer or Equal. 
Pann~l!ed me. follow'd; at

tended me, ~:...c. 
Q 

. f<!!ern. Churn. 
A Ouintine. a l\1eafure. 
~Q:t-;;.re/lous. Q!Iarrelfome 

P.lll of Complaint, &c. 

lx~ 
R 

Rank. full, a River ran~ " 
full. . _ 

Recketh, or Wrecketh, va
lues, thinks, refleB:s. 

Rigol. A Clavicord, o~ 
what 1nakes f\1erry, or 
diverts, &c. 

Recheate. a manner of 
Blowing the Horn to 
call the Dogs toge
ther . 

.Rebato. ·or Head-dre!fe. 
Reft. bereft, depriv'd of, , 

&c. 
,Raide. dreft. 
Roifting. Bullying, Noifie, 

&c. 
Ribald Crows. Noifie1 

impudent, &c. 
Ronyon. a Rak ~ C:}"c: 
The Romage of the Land, 

Difrurbances, &c. 
To Reverb. repeat, re

turn, reply, &c. 
To Renege. to deny. · 
Riggifh. rampant, rut

tifh, G:..c. 
s 

Sneap'd Birds. Beak,d,· 
bill'd, &c. 

Siege. Excrement . 
Suggefted. tempted, pro

vok'd, prompted. 
Sea-Marge. A Cliff, or 

the Banks of the Sea .. 
Ste.ll'd 
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Stefl' d. Stor'd, contain' d. 
To Shrive. to n1eet, re

vel, confefs, or hear 
· ones confeffion, Lifted 

in a Roll, &c. 
Smoog' d. Smoak'd. 
Sheew. Shine. 
To Square. To quarrel, 

&c. 
Saws. Maxims, Proverbs, 
· Sayiags, &c. 
A Bed-Swarver. One in

conftant to his Bed, a 
Rover, a Debochee,&c. 

Scath. Mifchief, ·Lofs; 
Wrong, Harm, Pre
judice, &c. 

Scr6yls. Corfairs. 
To Sker or Skir. to glide 

or move fwiftly. 
Soilure. a Blot. 

T 
Teen. Pain :, Anguifb , 

Wrath, Anger, &c. 
To Trajh. to lopp, &c. 
Trz.cllfey. brisk, :tctive, 

nimble, &c. 
Totter' d. Ihaken, totter

ing,weak tumbling,&c 
To Tar. to fet on, pro

voke, &c. 
Trenchant Sword. The 

Sword that cuts a gap, 
or Wounds, Inden
ture, &c. 

Thewes. Sinews, or l\1odes 
Manners, Cuftoms, &c~ 

To Stale a thing. To 
weigh it in Scales, &c. 

To Sow/e. To lugg one· 
by the Ears. 

Shrift. Confeffion, &c. 
Siar. Decay. 
To Sag. to waver,be dif

maid, &c. 
Scar. Care, or Value)&,, 

u 
Vmberd Face. A Face 

fmeerd with Vmber, 
or a yellowifh Face. 

Vnhouuled. Without the 
Sacrament. 

Vnanneal' d. Without Ex ... 
tream Unction, that is 
Unanointed.," 

Vnhoufed. Free, uncon
fin'd, &c. 

w 
Welltin. The Heavens, 

Skye, &c. 
Whileare. Lately. 
Wend, go. 
Wrecks. Thinks of, care 

for, or values. 
Withers. The Shoulders 

of a Horfe. 
Wother .Merit.,Beauty ,cJ"c. 
With a W nnion. With a 

Vengeance, &~. 

y 

Ycliped. Call'd. 
VENYS 
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