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Dramatis Perfonz.

Hefeus, Duke of Athens.

Egeus, az Athenian Lord.
Lviander, in Love with Hermia.
Demetrius, 772 Love with Hermia.
Quince, the Carpenter.
Snug, the Foiner.
Bottom, zhe Weaver.
Flute, the Bellows-mender.
Snowt, the Tinker.
Starveling, the Tailor.

Hippolita, Princefs of the Amazons, betrothed to
T hefeus.

Hermia, Daughter to Egeus, in love with Lyfan-
der.

Helena, 7z love with Demetrius.
ATTENDANTS,

Oberon, King of the Fairies.
Titania, Queen of the Fairies.
Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, 2 Fuiry,

Peafebloffom,
Cobweb, i
Moth, % Fairzes.
Mouftardfeed,

Otler Fairies attending on t/oe King and Queen.

SCEN E Athens, and a Wy
not far from it.
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Midfummer-Night's Dream.

AR LSS CEP-T

Enter Thefeus and Hippolita, with Attendants.

T HESEYS

1O W, fair Hippolita, our Nuptial Hour
Draws on apace; four happy Days bring in
Another Moon: Butoh, methinks, how {low

This old Moon wanes | She lingers my De-
fires

Like to a Step-dame, or a Dowager,
Long withering out a young Man’s Revenue,
Hip. Four Days will quickly fteep themfelves in Nights,
Four Nights will quickly dream away the Time ¢
And then the Moon, like to a Silver Bow,

New bent in Heaven, fhall behold the Night
Of owur Solemnities,

The. Go, Philoftrate,
Stir up the Arhenian Youth to Merriments,
Awake the pert and nimble Spirit of Mirth,

Turn Melancholly forth te Funerals :

Vor II. B2 The
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468 A Midfummer-Night's Dream.

The pale Companion is not for our Pomp.

Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my Sword,

And won thy Love, doing thee Injuries ¢

But I will wed thee in another Key,

With Pomp, with Triumph, and with Revelling,
Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyfander, and Demetriuss

Ege. Happy be Thefens, our renowned Duke.

The. Thanks, good Egens; what’s the News with thee 2

Ege. Full of Vexation, come I, with Complaint
Agamnft my Child, my Daughter Hermia,

Stand forth Demetrius. My Noble Lord,

i This Man hath my Confent to marry her.

|| Stand forth Lyfander. And, my gracious Duke

This hath bewitch’d the Bofom of my Child :
Thou, thou Lyfander, thou haft given her R himes,
And interchang’d Love-tokens with my Child :
Thou haft, by Moon-light,. at her Window fung,
With feigning Voice, Verfes of feigning Love,
And ftol’n the Impreffion of her Fantafie,

With Bracelets of thy Hair, Rings, Gawds, Conceits,
Knacks, Trifles, Nofegays, Sweet-meats, Meflengers
Of {trong Prevailment in unharden’d Youth ;

With Cunning haft thou filch’d my Daughter’s Heart,
Turn’d her Obedience, which is due to me,’

To ftubborn Harthnefs. And, my gracious Duke,
Be it fo fhe will not here before your Grace
Confent to marry with Demetrins,

I beg the antient Privilege of Athens,

As fhe is mine, I may difpofe of her:

Which fthall be either to this Gentleman,

Or to her Death, according to our Law,
Immediately provided in that Cafe.

The. Whatfay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fair Maid
To you your Father fhould be asa God; :
One that compos’d your Beauties; yes, and qne
To whom you are but as a Form in Wax
By him imprinted; and within his Power,

To leave the Figure, or disfigure it:
Demerrins is a worthy Gentleman,

Hey,
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Her. So is Lyfander.
The. Inhimfelf he is;
But in this kind, wanting your Father’s Voice,
The other muft be held the worthier.
Her, I would my Father look’'d but with my Eyes.
The. Rather your Eyes muft with his Judgment look.
Her. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me,
I know not by what Power I am made bold,
Nor how it may concern my Modefty
In fucha Prefence here to plead my Thoughts :
But I befeech your Grace, that I may know
The worft that may befall me in this Cafe,
If I refufe to wed Demerrius.
The. Either to die the Death, or to abjure
For ever the Society of Men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, queftion your Defires,
Know of your Youth, examine well your Blood,
Whether, if you yield not to your Father's Choice,
You can endure the Livery of a Nun,
For Aye to be in fhady Cloifter mew’d,
To live a barren Sifter all your Life,
Chanting faint Hymns to the cold fruitlefs Moon.
Thrice blefled they that mafter o their Blood,
To undergo fuch Maiden Pilgrimage.
But earthlier happy is the Rofe diftilld,
Than that which withering on the Virgin Thorn,
Grows, lives, and dies, in fingle Bleflednefs.
Her. So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord,
E'er I will yield my Virgin Patent up
Unto his Lordfhip, to whofe unwifh’d Yoak
My Soul confents not to give Sovereignty.
The. Take time to paufe, and by the next New Moon,
The fealing Day betwixt my Love and me,
For everlafting Bond of Fellow(hip,
Upon that Day either prepare to die,
For Difobedience to your Father’s Will,
Or elfe to wed Demetrius as he would,
Or on Diana’s Altar to proteft,
For aye, Aufterity and fingle Life.
Dem. Relent, {weet Hermia, and Lyfander, yield
Thy crazed Title to my certain Righ,

B3 Ly
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' 490 A Midﬁtmmer-Night’s Dream.

Lyf. You have her Father's Love, Demetrius;
il Let me have Hermia’s; do you marry him.
Ege, Scornful Lyfander ! true, he hath my Love;
And what is mine, my Love fhall render him.
And fhe is mine, and all my Right of her
I do eflate unto Demetrius,
Ly[: T am, my Lord, as well deriv’d as he,
g As well pofleft: My Love is more than his;
‘ My Fortune’s every way as fairly rank'd,
If not with vantage, as Demetrins :
And, which is more than all thefe Boafts can be,
b I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia.
il Why fhould not I then profecute my Right?
: Demetrius, Ull avouch it to his head,
Made Love to Nedar's Daughter, Helena,
And won her Soul; and fhe, fweet Lady, doats,
Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry,
Upon this fpotred and inconftant Man,
The. I muft confefs, that T have heard fo much,
And with Demetrins thought to have fpoke thereof;
But being over-full of Self-affairs,
My Mind did lofe it. But Demerrins come,
And come Egeus, you fhall go with me,
I have fome private fchooling for you both.
For vou, fair Hermia, look you arm your felf,
To fit your Fancies to your Father’s Will;
Or elfe the Law of Athens yields you up
(Which by no Means we may extenuate)
To Death, or toa Vow of fingle Life,
Come my Hippol.ta, what Cheer, my Love?
Densetrius and Egens 10 along,
I mi ft emplcy you in fome Bufinefs
Acgainft our Nuptials, and confer with you
Of fomerhing nearly that coneerns your felves.
Ege, With Duty and Defire we follow you.
Manent Lyfander }:nd Hermia,
Lyf: How now, my Love? Why is your ¢
Ingfc"arce the Rons there do faﬁe fg, faft 2 heek fo pale 2
H r. Belike for want of Rain, which I could wel]
Berecm them f1om the Tempeft of mine Eyes,
L)[. Hermia, for ought that ever I could read,

[Exesns,

Could




B R A e

A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 471

Could ever hear by Tale or Hiftory,
The Courfe of true Love never did run fmooth,
But either it was different in Blood
Her. O crofs! too highto be enthrall’d to Love.
Lyf. Or elfe mifgraffed, in refpe& of Years
Her. O Spight! too old to be engag’d too young.
Lyf. Or elfe i ftood upon the choice of Merit——
Her. O Hell! to chufe Love by another’s Eye.
Lyf. Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice,
War, Death, or Sicknefs, did lay Siege toit;
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 Earth;
And e’er a2 Man hath Power to fay, Behold,
The Jaws of Darknefsdo devour it up;
So quick bright Things come to Confufion,
Her. If then true Lovers have been ever croft,
It ftands as an Edi& in Deftiny :
Then let us teach our Trial Patience,
Becaufe it is a cuftomary Crofs,
As due to Love, as Thoughts, and Dreams, and Sighs,
Withes and Tears, poor Fancy’s Followers.
Lyf. A good Perfuafion; therefore hear me, Hermin,
I have a Widow-Aunt, a Dowager,i
Of . great Revenue, and fhe hath no Child;
From _thens is her Moufe removid feven Leagues,
And fhe refpe@s me as her only Son:
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee,
And to that Place, the tharp _Arhenian Law
Cannot purfue us.  If thou lov’ft me, then
Steal forth thy Father’s Houfe to Morrow Night;
Ard in the Wood, a League without the Town,
Where I did meet thee once with Helena,
To do Obfervance for a Morn of May,
There will I ftay for thee.
Her. My good Lyfander,
I fwear to thee, by Cupid’s frongeft Bow,
By his Beft Arrow with the Golden head,
By the Simplicity of #nus Doves,
By that which knitteth Souls, and profpers Love,
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| 472 A Midﬁtmmer-Nigbt’y Dream.

il And by that Fire which burn’d the Carthage Queen,
i When the falfe Trojan, under Sail, was feen;
I By all the Vows that ever Men haye broke,
it In number more than ever Women fpoke,
In that fame Place thou haft appointed me,
o Morrew truly will I meet with thee,
Ly/. Keep promife Love, Look, here comes Helena,
‘ Enter Helena,
; Her. God fpeed fair Helena, whither away?
‘ Hel. Call you me fair? that fur again unfay,
Demetrius loves you fair; O happy fair !
: Your Eyes are Load-ftars, and your Tongue’s fweet Air,
‘ More tunable than Lark to Shepherd’s Ear,
M When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds appear.
Sicknefs is catching: O were Favour fo,
Your Words I°d catch, fair Hermia, ¢'er I go,
My Ear fhould catch your Voice, my Eye your Eye,
My Tongue fhould catch your Tongue’s fweet Melody.
Were the World mine, Demserrigs being bated,
The reft T'll give to be to you tranflated,
O teach me how you look, and with what Are
You fway the Motion of Demetrins Heare.
Her, 1 frown upon him, yet he loves me ft]],
#el. O that your Frowns would teach my Smiles fuch
Her. 1give him Curfes, yet he gives me Loye, (Skill,
Hel. O that my Prayers could fuch AffeGion move,
Her. The more I hate, the more he foliows me,
Hel, The more I love, the mare he hateth me,
Her, His Folly, Helena, is none of mine,
Hel, Nonebut your Beauty, would that Fault
Her. Take Comfert; he no more thall fee
Lyfander and my {elf will fly this Place,
Before the time I did Lyfander fece,
Seem’d Arhens like a Paradife to me,
O then, what Graces in my Love do dwe]),
That he hath turn'd a Heav’n into Hejj 2
Lyf0 Helen, to you our Minds we will unfold,
To Morrow Night, when Phabe doth beholq
Her Silver Vifage in the wat’ry Glafs,
Deecking with Liquid Pearl the bladed Grafs,

were mine,
my Face,
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A Time that Lovers Flights doth ftill conceal,
Through Arhens Gate have we devis’d to fteal.
Her. And in the Wood, where often you and I
Upon faint Primrofe-beds were wont to lye,
Emptying our Bofoms of their Counfel {well'd;
There my Lyfander and my felf fhall meet,
And thence from Athens turn away our Eyes,
To feck new Friends and ftrange Companions.
Farewel fweet Play-fellow, pray thou for us,
And good Luck grant thee thy Demetrius.
Keep Word, Lyfander, we muft ftarve our Sighe
From Lovers Food, ’till Morrow deep Midnight.
[ Exit Hermia.
Lyf. I will, my Hermia. Helena adieu,
As you on him, Demetrius doats on you. [ Exit Lyfander.
Hel. How happy fome, o’er otherfome can be!
Through Athens T am thought as fair as fhe.
But what of that; Demetrins thinks not fo:
He will not know, what all but he doth know.
And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s Eyes,
So I, admiring of his Qualities:
Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity,
Love can tranfpofe to Form and Dignity ;
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind,
And therefore is wing’d Cmpid painted blind :
Nor hath Love’s Mind of any Judgment tafte;
Wings and no Eyes, Figure unheedy hatt.
And therefore is Love faid to be a Child,
Becaufe in Choice he often is beguil’d.
As waggilh Boys themfelves in Game forfwear,
So the Boy Love is perjur’d every where.
For &cr Demetrins lookt on Hermia’s Eyne,
He hail’d down Oaths that he was only mine.
And when this Hail fome Heat from Hermia felt,
So he diffolv’d, and Showers of Oaths did mek.
I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s Flight:
Then to the Wood will he to Morrow Night
Purfue her; and for this Intelligence
If I have Thanks, it is a dear Expence,
But herein mean I to enrich my Pain, -
T o have his Sight thither, and back again, [ Exir.

Enter
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| 474 A Midfummer-Night's Dream,

fill Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snows, and:Straveling,
‘ Quin. Tsall our Company here?

Bot. You were beft to call them generally, Man by Man,
according tothe Scrip,

QOwmin. Hereis the Scrowl of every Man’s Name, which is
thc;?g‘ht fit through all Athens, to Play in our Enterlude be-
fore the Duke and the Dutchefs, on his Wedding.day at
! nght.
fil§ Bot. Firft, good Peter Quince, fay what the Play ‘treats
on; then read the Names of the A&ors; and fo 8row on
to a Point. ;

Qzin. Marry, our Play is the moft lamentable €omedy,
and moft cruel Death of Pyramns and Thisky.

_1 Bor. A very good piece of Work I aflure you, and 2
‘ merry.  Now goeod Perer Quince, call forth your A&ors
by the Scrowl. Mafters fpread your felves,
Quin. Anfwer as T cql] you.  Nick, Bottom the Wes-
ver.
Bot. Ready: Name what part I am for, and proceed.
Ownin.  You, Nick Bottoms, are fer down for Pyramus,
Bor. What is Pyramus, a Lover, or a Tyrant 2
Qunin. A Lover thar kills himfelf moft gallantly for.
Love. '

Bot. That will ask fome Tears jn the true performing of
it; if T doit, let the Audience look to thejr Eyes; T will
condole in fome meafure, To the reft yer, my chief Hu-
mour is for a Tyrant; I could Play Eycles rarely, or a pare
to tear a Catin, to makeallfplit to raging Rocks, and fhiver-
ing Shocks fhall break the Locks of Prifon-Gates, and ppip.
bus’s Carr fhall thine from far, and make and mgr the Fool-
ith Fates.  This was lofty.  Now name the reftof the play.
ers, This is Ercles Vein, a Tyrant’s Vejn LA
condoling.

Otin. Francis Fiute the Bellows-mender,

Flu. Here Peter Quince.

Ouin. You muft take Thisby on you,

Flu. W hat is Thishy, a wandring Knighe 2

Quin. It is the Lady that Pyramus mufk loye,

Flu. Nay faith, let not me Play a Woman, I have 4 Beard
coming., . :

5 a Lover is more

Quin,
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Quin. That’s all one, you fhall play it in a Mask, and
you may fpeak as fmall as you will.

Bot. And I may hide my Face, let me play 7hisby too;
I’ll fpeak in a monftrous little Voice, Thifne, Thifne, ah
?mmm my Lover dear, thy Thisky dear, and Lady

ear.
nQ:_in. No, no, you muft play Pyramus, and Flute your

isby.

Bo{. Well, proceed.

Ownin. Robin Starveling the Taylor.

Star. Here Peter Quince.

. Qwin, Robin Straveling, you muft play Thishy's Mo-

ther.
Tom Snowt, the Tinker.

Snowt. Here Peter Qunince.

Quin. You Pyramus's Father; my felf, Thisky’s Father ;
Snug, the Joiner, you the Lion’spart; and I hope there is a
Play fitted.

Snug. Have you the Lion’s Part written? Pray you if it
be give it me, for I am flow of Study.

Owin. You may do it Extempore, for it is nothing but
Roaring.

Bat, Let me play the Lion too, I will roar, that I will
do any Man’s Heart good to hear me. I will roar, that T
will make the Duke fay, Let him roar again, let him roar
again.

Quin. If you fhould do it too terribly, you would fright
the Dutchefs and the Ladies, that they would fhriek, and
that were enough to hang us all.

All, That would hang us every Mother’s Son.

Bat. 1 grant you Friend, if that you fhould fright the
Ladies out of their Wits, they would have no more Dif-
cretion but to hang us; but T will aggravate my Voice fo,
that I will roar you as gently as any fucking Dove ; I will
roar and ’twere any Nightingal.

Owin. You can play no Part but Pyramus, for Pyramnsis
a fweet-fac’d Man, a proper Man as one fhallfee ina Summer’s
Day; a moft lovely Gentleman-like-man, therefore youmuft
needs play Pyramms.

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What Beard were T beft
to play it in? 38

Onin,
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476 A Midfummer-Night's Dyean,.

fill Quine Why, what you will,

Bor. I will difcharge it in either your Straw-colour
jig Beard, your Orange-tawny Beard, your Purple-in-grain
Beard, or your French-crown-colour’d; Beard, your perfe&
yellow.

Quin. Some of your French-Crowns have no Hair at all,
and then you will play bare-fac’d. But Mafters here are
fil your Parts, and I am to entreat you, requeft you, and defire
flg you, to con them by to Morrow Night; and meet me in
i the Palace-Wood, a Mile without the Town, by Moon-

light, there we will Rehearfe; for if we meet in the City,
we fhall be dog’d with Company, and oy Devices known.
i In the mean time I will dray % Bill of Properties, fuch gs
it our Play wants, I Pray you fail not,
Boz. We will meet, and there We may rehearfe more ob-
fcenely and courageoufly. Take pain, be perfedt, adieu.
Omnin. At the Duke’s Ogk we meet, |
Bor. Enough, hold or cur Bow-ﬁrings. [Exennt.

ACT II. SCENE |

Enter a Fairy at one Door, ayd Puck o5 Robin
at another,

Puck, HOW now Spirit, whither wanderyou?
Fai, OverHill, oyer Dale,through Bud1
Over Park, over Pale, through Flood, throy
I do wander every where, {wifter thay th
And I ferve the Fairy Queen, to dew he
The Cowflips tall her Penfioners be,
In their gold Coats Spors you feée,
Thofe be Rubies, Fairy favours,
In thofe Freckles live their Savours;
I muft go feek fome Dew-Drops here,!
And hang a Pearl in every Cowflip’s Ear,
Farewel thou Lob of Spirits, I'll be gone,
Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon;
Puck, The King doth keep his Revels here ¢ Nighe,
» : .

s Take

~goodfellow

(Green.
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Take heed the Queen come not within his Sight,
For Oberon is pafling fell and wrath,
Becaufe that fhe, as her Attendant, hath
A lovely Boy ftol’n from an ZIndian King,
She never had fo fweet a Changeling,
And jealous Oberon would have the Child
Knight of his Train, to trace the Forefts wild;
But fhe per-force with-holds the loved Boy,
Crowns him with Flowers, and makes him all her Joy:
And now they never meet in Grove, or Green,
By Fountain clear, or fpangled Star-light fheen,
But they do fquare, that all their Elves for fear
Creep into Acorn Cups, and hide them there. :
Fai. Either I miftake your Shape and Making quite,
Or elfe you are that threw’d and knavifh Sprite
Call’d Robin-goodfellow. Are you not he,
That fright the Maidens of the Villageree,
Skim Milk, and fometimes labour in the Quern,
And bootlefs make the breathlefs Hufwife chern,
And fometime make the Drink to bear no Barme,
Mifs-lead Night-wanderers, laughing at their Harm,
Thofe that Hobgoblin call you, and fweet Puck,
You do their Work, and they fhall have good Luck.
Are not you he?
Puck, Thou fpeak’ft aright;
I am that merry Wanderer of the Night:
I jeft to Oberon, and make him fmile,
When I a fat and bean-fed Horfe beguile,
Neighing in likenefs like a filly Foal:
And fometimes lurk I in a Goflip’s Bowl,
In very likenefs of a roafted Crab,
And when fhe drinks, again her Lips I bob,
And on her witliered Dewlop pour the Ale.
The wifeft Aunt telling the faddeft Tale,
Sometime for three-foot Stool miftaketh me,
Then flip I from her Bum, down topples the,
And Tailor cries, and falls into a Cough,
And then the whole Quire hold their Hips, and loffe,
And waxen in their Mirth, and neeze and fwear,
A merrier Hour was never weafted there.
But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. =
Whe
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478 A Midfummer-Night's Dream,

Fai, And here my Miftrefs :
Would that we were gone, ‘
Enter Oberon King of Fairies ar one Door with bis Train,
and the Queen at another with bers,
04, T'll met by Moon-light,
Proud Zitania,
Qneen. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy, skip hence,
I have forfworn his Bed and Company,
Ob. Tarry rath Wanton, am not I thy Lord?
Queen. Then I muft be thy Lady; but I know
When thou waft ftol’n away from Fairy Land,
And in the fhape of Corin fate all Day,
Playing on Pipesof Corn, and verfing Love
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,
Come from the fartheft fteep of India?
But that forfooth the bouncing Amazen,
Your buskin’d Miftrefs, and your Warrior Love,
To Thefens muft be wedded, and you come,
To give their Bed Joy and Profperity.,
0b. How can’ft thou thus for thame, Titania,
Glanceat my Credit with Hippolita,
Konowing I know thy Love to Thefens ?
Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering Night
From Peregenia, whom he ravifhe ¥
And make him with fair eLyle break his faith,
With Ariadne, and Antiopa?
Ouneen. Thefe are the Forgeries of Jealoufie,
And never fince the middle Summer’s Spring,
Met we on Hill, in Dale, Foreft, or Me,d,
By paved Fountain, or by rufhy Brook,
Or in the beached Margent of the Sea,
To dance our Ringlets to the whiftling Wind,
But with thy Brawls thou haft difturb’d gur Sport.
Therefore the Winds piping to us in vain, -
As in Revenge have fuck’d up from the Sea,
Conragious Fogs; which falling in the Land,
Hath every petty River made f» proud,
That they have over-born their Continents,
The Ox hath therefore ftretch’d his Youk in v,i,
The Ploughman loft his Sweat, and the green Co;n
Hath rotted, ¢’er his Youth attain’d a Beard
‘ . 4
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The Fold ftands empty in the drowned Field,
And Crows are fatted with the Murrien Flock,
The Nine-mens-morris is fill’'d up with Mud,
And the queint Mazes in the wanton Green,
For lack of tread are undiftinguifhable,

The human Mortals want their Winter here,
No Night is now with Hymn or Carol bleft ;
Therefore the Moon, the Governefs of Floods,
Pale 1o her Anger, wathes all the Air;

That Rheumatick Difeafes do abound.

And through this Diftemperature, we fee

The Seafons alter; hoary-headed Frofts

Fall in the freth Lap of the Crimfon Rofe,
And on old Hyem’s Chin and Icy Crown,

An odorous Chaplet of {weet Summer Buds

Is as in Mockery fet. The Spring, the Summer,
The childing Autumn, angry Winter change
Their wonted Liveries, and the amazed World,

By their increafe, now knows not which is which :

And this fame Progeny of Evil comes
From our Debate, from our Diflention,
We are their Parents and Original.

0b. Do you amendlit then, it lyes in you.
Why thould Zitania crofs her Oberon 2
I do but beg a little changeling Boy,
To be my Henchman.

Qmneen. Set your Heart at reft,
The Fairy-land buys not the Child of me.
His Mother was a Votrefs of my Order,
And in the fpiced /ndian Air by Night
Full often fhe hath goffipt by my fide,
And fate with me on Neptane's yellow Sands,
Marking th’ embarked Traders of the Flood,
When we have laught to fee the Sails conceive,
And grow big-bellied with the wanton Wind:
Which fhe with pretty and with {wimming Gate,

Following (her Womb then rich with my young Sjuire)

Would imitate, and fail upon the Land,

To fetch me Trifles, and return again,

As from a Voyage rich with Merchandize.
But fhe being mortal of that Boy did dye,

o eI PV 0 e

479

o S0 A0 A St W o - S WS R

G & e SO > o M0



480 A Midfummer-Night's Dream.

And for her fake I do rear up her Boy,
And for her fake T will not part with him,
0. How long within this Wood intend you ftay?2
Queen. Perchance *till after Thefens's Wedding-day:
If you will patiently dance in our Round,
And fee our Moon-light Revels, go with us;
If not, fhun meand I will fpare your Haunts,
Ob. Give me that Boy, and I will go with thee;
Queen. Not for thy fairy Kingdom. Fairies away:
We f(hall chide downright, if I longer flay. [Exennt,
0b. Well, go thy way ; thou fhalt not from this Grove,
*Till I torment thee for this Injury,
My gentle Puck come hither; thou remembreft
Since that I fate upon 2 Promontory,
And heard a2 Mermaid on a Dolphin’s Back,
Uttering fuch Dulcet and Harmonious Breath;
“That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song,
And certain Stars fhot madly from their Sphears,
To hear the Sea-maid’s Mufick,
Puck, I remember,
Ob. That very time I faw, but thou could't not,
Flying between the cold Moon and the Earth,
Cupid all arm’d; a certain Aim he took
At a fair Veftal, throned by the Weft,
And loos’d his, Love-fhaft {martly from hig Bow,
As it would pierce a hundred thoufand Hearts;
But I might fee young Cupid's fiery Shaf
Quench’d in the chafte Beams of the wat’ry Moon,
And the Imperial Votrefs pafled on,
In Maiden-Meditation, fancy-free,
Yet mark’d T where the Bolt of Coupid fel),
It fell upon a little weftern Flower;
Before, milk-white, now puy le with Ioye’ '
And Maidens eall it, Love ir, Tdjor o '* Wound,
Fetch me that Flower; the HerbI fhew'q
Theé Juice of it, on {leeping Eye-lids laid
Will make 2 Man or Woman madly doat
Upon the next live Creature that it fees,
Fetch me this Herb, and be thou here again
E'er the Leviathan can fwim 2 League.

3
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Puck. Tll pur-a Girdle about the Earth in forty Minutes, 3
by , [ Exiz. ‘
oy, 0b. Having orice this Juice, . 3
Pll watch Tirania when fhe is afleep, ¥
And drop the Liquor of it in her Eyes: v
The next thing which fhe waking looks upon, '
) (Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, ?
: Or medling Monkey, or on bufie Ape)
T She fhall purfue it with the Soul of Love;
Gn And eer I take this Charm off from her Sight;

(As I can take it with another Herb)
I’ll make her render up her Page to me.
But who comes here? I am invifible,
And I will over-hear their Conference.
Enter Demetrius, Helena folloowing him.
Dem. 1 love thee not, therefore purfue me not.
Where is Lyfandsr, and faiv Hermia?
The one I'll ftay, the other ftayeth me.
Thou told'ft me they were ftol’n dnto this Wood ;
And here am I, and Wood *within this Weod,
Becaufe I cannot meet my Hermia.
Hence get thee gone, and follow me no thore,
Hel. You draw me, you hard-heirted Adamant,
But yet you draw not Iron ; for my Heart
Is true as Steel. Leave you your Power to draw;
And T fhall have no Power to follow you.
Dem. Do I entice you? Do I fpeak you fair?
Or rather do I not in plaineft Truth,
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you?
Hel. And even for that do I love thee the miore ;]
I am your Spaniel, and, Demerrius,
The more you beat me I will fawn on you:
Ufe me but as your Spaniel, {purn me, ftriké the,
Neglect me, lof¢ me; only give me Leave,
Unworthy as I am, to follow you.
What worfer Place can I beg in your Love,
(And yet a Place of high Refpe& with me)
Than to be ufed as you do your Dog?
Dem. Tempt not too much the Hitred of my Spiit,
For I am fick when I do look on thee, :
Hel. And I fick wher I look not on you.
Vor. II. C o : Dem.
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482 A Midfummer-Night's Dyeam.

Dem. You do impeach your Modeﬂy too much,
To leave the City, and commit your felf
Into the hands of one that loves you not,

To truft the Opportunity of Night,
And the ill Counfel of a defart Place,
With the rich Worth of your Virginity,

Hel, Your Virtue is my Privilege ; for that
It is not Night when T do fee your Face;

Therefore I think I am not in the Night.

Nor doth this Wood lack Worlds of Company,
For you, in my refpe@, are all the World.
Then how can”it be fajd I am alone,

When all the World is here to look on me?

Dem. Tll run from thee and hide me in the Brakes,
And leave thee to the Mercy of wild Beafts.

Hel. The wildeft hath not fuch a Heart as you;
Run when you will, the Story fhall be chang’d :
<pollo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace;

The Dove purfues the Griftin, the mild Hind
Makes fpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootlefs fpeed !
When Cowardize purfues, and Valour flies.

Dem. T will not ftay thy Queftions, let me go;
Or if you follow me, do not believe,

But T'fhall do thee Mifchief in the Wood.

Hel. Ay, inthe Temple, in the Town and Field
You do me Mifchief, Fye, Demetrins,

Your Wrongs do fet a Scandal op my Sex :

We cannot fight for Love, as Men may do;

We fhould be woo’d, and Were not made to woo,
I follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell,

To dye upon the Hand 1 love {o well,

Ob. Fare thee well, Nymph, €er he do leave th
Thou thalt fly him, and he fhall feck thy Love.
Haft thou the Flower there? Welcome Wanderer,

Enter Puck,

Puck. Ay, there it is.

Ob. I pray thee give it me;

I know a Bank where the wild Time blows,
Where the Oxflips and the nodding Violet grows,
Quite over cannopy’d with lufcious Woodbine,
With fiweet Musk Rofes, and with Eglatine,

[ Exeunt,
is Grove

There
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There {leeps Zitania, fome time of the Night,

Lull'd in thefe Flowers, with Dances and Delight;

And there the Snake throws her enammel’d Skin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in:

And with the Juice of this I'll ftreak her Eyes,

And make her full of hateful Fantafies.

Take thou fome of it, and feck through this Grove;

A {weet Athenian Lady is in love

With a difdainful Youth; anoint his Eyes,

But do it when the next thing he efpies

May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the Man,

By the Athenian Garments he hath on,

Effect it with fome Care, that he may prove

More fond of her than fhe upon her Love ;

And look you meet me ¢’er the firft Cock crow.
Puck, Fear not my Lord, your Servant fhalldo fo. [Exir,

Enter Queen of Fairies, with ber Train.
&

Oueen. Come, now a Roundel, and a Fairy Song:
Then for the third Part of a Minute hence,
Some to kill Kankers in the Musk-Rofe Buds,
Some war with Reremife for their leathern Wings,
To make my fmall Elves Coats, and fome keep back
The clamorous Owl that niglitly hoots, and woaders
At our queint Spirits. Sing me now afleep,
Then to your Offices, and let me reft.

Fairies Sing.

Yon [potted Snakes with dowble Tongne,
Thorny Hedgehogs be not feen,

Newts and blind Worms do no wroeng,
Come not near our Fairy Queen,
Philomel with Melody,

Sing in your fiweet Lullaby,

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lnlla, lulla, lullaby :
Never barm, nor [pell, nor charm,

Come onr lovely Lady nigh,

So good night with Lullaby.

C:2 2. Fairy.
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484 A Midfummer-Night's Dream.
2. Fairy.

Weaving Spiders come not here
Hence you long-leg’d Spinners, hence:
Beetles black approach nor near,
Worm nor Swail do no Offence,
Philomel with Aelody, &c.
1. Farry.
Hence away; now all is well: ,
One aloof, [tand Centinel, | Exeunt Fairies,

Enter Oberon.

Obe. What thou feeft when thou doft wake,
Do it for thy true Love take,
Love and languith for his fake;
Be it Ounce, or Cat, or Bear,
Pard, or Boar, with briftled Hair,
In thy Eye that thall appear ;
When thou wak'ft, it is thy Dear;
Wake when fome vile Thing is near, | Exit Oberon,
Enter Lyfander and Hermia,
Lyf: Fair Love, you faint with wandring in the Woods;
And to fpeak troth, I have forgot our Way :
Well veft us, Hermia, if you think it good,
And tarry for the Comfort of the Day,
Her, Beit fo, Lyfander; find you out a Bed
For I upon this Bank will reft my Head, :
Ly[: One Turf fhall ferve 55 Pillow for us both
One Heart, one Bed, two Bofoms, and ope Troth,
Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my Sake, my Dear
Lye further off yet, do not lye fo near, 4
Lyf: O take the Senfe {weet of my Innocence
Love takes the Meaning in Love’s Confer £
I mean that my Heart unto yours is knit,
So that but one Heart can you make of jg .
Two Bofoms interchanged with an Oath,
So then two Bofoms; and a ﬁngle Troth:
Then by your Side no Bed-room me deny
For lying fo, Hermia, I do not lye.
Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily;
Now much bethrew my Manners, and my Pride
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander ly'd, 3

ence;
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But gentle Friend, for Love and Curtefie
Lye further off in human Modefty;
Such Separation-as may well be faid
Becomes a virtuous Batchelor, and a Maid;
So far be diftant, and good night {weet Friend,
Thy Love ne’er alter *till thy {weet Life end.
Lyf. Amen, Amen, to that fair Prayer fay I,
And then end Life when I end Loyalty:
Here is thy Bed, Sleep give thee all his Reft.
Her. With half that Wifh, the Wifhers Eyes be preft.
[ They fleep,
Enter Puck.
Puck. Through the Foreft have I gone,
But Athenian find 1 none,
On whofe Eyes I might approve
This Flower’s Force in ftirring Love:
Night and Silence; who is here?
Weeds of Athens he doth wear;
This is he, my Mafter faid,
Defpifed the Athenian Maid;
And here the Maiden fleeping found
On the dank and dirty Ground
Pretty Soul, fhe durft not lye
Near this Lack-love, this kill Curtefie.
Churl, upon thy Eyes I throw
All the Power this Charm deth ows:
When thou wak’t, let Love forbid
Sleep his Seat on thy Eye-lid:
So awake when I am gone,
For I muft now to Oberon. [ Exit.
Enter Demetrius and Helena running.
Hel, Stay, tho’ thou kill me, fweet Demetrius.
Dem. 1 charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus.
Hgl. O wile thou Darling leave me 2 Do not fo.
Dem. Stay on thy Peril, I afone will go. [ Exit Demetrius.
Hel. O I am out of Breath in this fond Chace,
The more my Prayer, the lcffer is my Grace.
Happy is Hermia, wherefoe’er fhe lyes;
For fhe hath bleffed and attraive Eyes.
How came her Eyes fo bright? Not with falt Tears;
If fo, my Eyes are oftner wath’d than hers:

3 No,
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No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear;
For Beafts that meet me run away for fear;
Therefore no marvel, tho’ Demerrisy;

Do as a Monfter, fly my Prefence thus,
What wicked and diflembling Glafs of mine,

lade me compare with Hermia's fphery Eyn?

But who is here? Lyfander on the Ground:
Dead or afleep? I fee no Blood, no- Wound:
Lyfander, if you live, good Sir awake,
43/ And run thro’ Fire I wil] for thy fweet Sake.
L%éﬂfgc

Tranfparent Helena, Nature here fhews Art,

That through thy Bofom makes me fee thy Heart,s
here is Demerrins 2 OR how fit a Word
Is that vile Name, to perith on my Sword?

- Hel. Do not fay fo, Lyfander, fay not fo;
What tho’ he Jove your Hermia? Lord, what tho’?
Yet Hermia il loves you; then be content, /

Lyf> Content with Hermia? No+ I do repent
The tedious Minutes with her have fpent;
Not Hermia, but Helews now I love:

Who will not change a Raven for 4 Dove?
The Will of Man is by his Reafon fwayd,
And R eafon fays you are the worthier Maid.
hings growing are not ripe until thejy Seafon;
Sol being Young, °till now ripe not to Reafon;

hen at your Hands did 1 deferve this Scorn?
¥s’t not enough, is’t nor enough, young Map,
That I did never, no nor never can
Deferve a fiweet [ook from Demetriyss Eye,
But you muft floue my Infufficiency
Good troth you do me wrong, good footh
In fuch difdainful manner me to wogq -
Bur fare you well. Perforce I muft confef;,

I thought you Lord of more trye Gentlenef;,

you do,

Ok,
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Oh, that a Lady of one Man refusd,

Should of another therefore be abus’d. [ Exiz.

Lyf. She fees not Hermia, Hermia{leep thou there,
And never may’ft thou come Lyfander near;
For as a Surfeit of the fweectelt Things,
The deepeft loathing to a Stomach brings ;
Or as the Herefies that Men do leave,
Are hated molt of thofe they did deceive;
So thou, my Surfeit and my Herefie,
Of all be hated, but the moft of me;
And all my Powers addrefs your Love and might,
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight. [Exir
Her. Help me, Lyfander, help me, do thy beft
To pluck this crawling Serpent from my Breaft:
Ay me, for Pity, what a Dream was here?
Lyfander look, hcw I do quake with Fear;
Me-thought a Serpent eat my Heart away,
And yet fate fmiling at his cruel Prey:
Ly[ander, what remov’d2 Lyfander, Lord,
What out of hearing, gone? No found, no word?
Alack where are you? Speak, and if you hear,
Speak of all Loves; I fwound almoft with Fear.
No, then I well perceive you are not nigh,
Either Death or you I'll find immediately. [ Exit.

ALY T ST ENET

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt and Starveling.
The Queen of Fairies lying afleep.

Boy. R E we all met?

Quin. Pat, pat, and here’s a marvellous conveni-
ent Place for our Rehearfal. This green Plat fhall be our
Stage, this Hauthorn brake our tyring Houfe, and we will
do it in A&ion, as we will do it before the Duke.

Bot. Peter Quince.

Ouin. What fay’ft thou Bully Bottom 2

Boz. There are Things in this Comedy of Piramus and
Thishy, that will never pleafe. ~ Firlt, Pivamus muft draw a

C 4 Sword
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488 A4 Mij ummer-Night's Dyeam,

Sword to kill himfelf, which the Ladies cannot abide, How
anfwer you that?

Snouty Berlaken, a parlous Fear,

Star, I believe we muft Jeave the Killing out, when alljs
done.

Bot. Not a whit, I have 2 Device to make all well; write
me a Prologue, and let the Prologue feem to fay, We will do
no harm with oyr Swords, and that Piramus is not kill’d ip-
deed ; and for the more better Aflurance, tell them, that I
Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the Weaver; this will
put them out of fear,

Onine Well, we will have fucha Prologue, and it hall be
written in Eight and Six.

Bot. No, make it two more; let it be written in Eighe
and Eight,

Snowe. Will not the Ladies be afeard of the Lion

Star. 1 fear it, T promife you,

Bor. Maflers, you ought to confider with your felves; to
bring in, God fhield us, a Lion among Ladies, is 2 moft
dreadfuy] Thing; for there is not 2 more fearful wild Fowl
than your Lion living; and we ought to look to jt,

Snowt. Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not a

ion,

Bot. Nay, youmuft name his Name, and haif his Face
mult be feen through the Lion’s Neck, and he himfelf muft
fpeak througk, faying thus, or to the fame defedt; Ladies, or
fair Ladies, I would wifh you, or I would requeft you, or
I wo .Id Intreat you, not to fegr, 1Ot to tremble ; my Life for

my Life; no, I am no fuch thing, ¥ am 3 My, asother Men
are; and there indeed let him name his Name, 354 tell them
Plainly he is Snug the Joiner,

Quin. Well, it thall be fo; but there js two hard Thin s
that 15, to bring the Moon-light into 4 Chambe, , e (%uj
know Pyrawmmus and Thisby meet by Moon-ljght, : y

Snyg. Doth the Moon thine that Night we Play our pl,y 2

Bot. A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanycl . gll.d
out Moon-thine, find out Moon-fhine, s

Quin. Yes, it doth fhine that Night.

Bot, Why ‘then may you leave a Cafemen, of ‘the gres

4
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ChamberWindow, where we play, open, and the Moon myy
fhine in at the Cafement.

Quin, Ay, or ellc onemuft come in with a Bufh of Thorns
and a Lanthorn, and fay he comes to disfigure, or to prefent
the Perfon of Moonfhine; then there is another thing, we
muft have a Wall in the greac Chamber, for Pyramus and
Thisby, fays the Story, did talk through the Chink of a Wall,

Snug. You can never bring in a Wall. What fay you
Bottom ?

Bot. Some Man or other muft prefent. Wall, and let
him have fome Plafter, or fome Lome, or fome Rough-caft
about him, to fignify Wall, or let him hold his Fingers
thus ; and through the Cranny fhall Pyramus and Thisby
whifper.

Quin. If that may be, thenall is well. Come, fit down
every Mother’s Son, and rehearfe your Parts. Pyramus you
begin; when you have fpoken your Speech enter into that
Brake, and fo every one according to his Cue.

Enter Puck.

Puck, What hempen Home-{puns have we {waggering here
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen?

What, a Play toward 2 I'll be an Auditor;
An Acor too perhaps, if I fee Caufe,

OQwnin. Speak Pyramus; Thisby ftand forth.

Pyr. Thisby, the Flowers of odious Savour’s {weet.

Quin. Odours, Odours.

Pyr. Odours favors {weet,

So that thy Breath, my deareft Thishy dear.
But hark, a Voice; ftay thou but here a while,
And by and by I will to thee appear. [ Exit Pyr.

Puck. A Stranger Pyramys than €'er plaid here.

Thif. Muft I fpeak now?

Ownin. Ay marry muft you; for you muft underftand he
goes but tofee a Noifethat he heard, and is to come again.

Thif. Moft radiant Pyramys, mott lilly white of Hue,

Of Colour like the red Rofe on triumphant Bryer,
Moft brisky Fuvenal, and eke moft lovely Few,
I’ll true as trueft Horfe, that yet would never tire,
As meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's Tomb.

Qnin. Nipus Tomb, Man; why you muft not fpeak that
yet; that you anfwer to Pyramns; you fpeak all your Part at
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490 A Midfummer-Night'’s Dyeam.

once, Cues and all.  Pyramus enter, your Cue is paft; it is
never tire.
Enter Pyramus,
Thif. O, as true as trueft Horfe, that yet weuld never tire,
Pyr. 1f I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine.
Q#in. O monftrous! O ftrange ! We are haunted; pray
Mafters, fly Mafters, help. | Zhe Closwns Exennt.
Puck. I’ll follow you, I'll lead you about a Round,
Through Bog, through Bufh, through Brake, through Bryer;
Sometimes a Horfe I’ll be, fometimes a Hound,
A Hog, a headlefs Bear, fometime a Fire,
And neigh, and bark, and grant, and rore and burn,
Like Horfe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Fire, at every turn. [ Ewit,
Enter Bottom with an A5 Head.
Bot. Why do they run away? This is a Knavery of them
to make me afeard.
Enter Snowt.
Snowt. O Bottom, thou art chang’d ; what do T fee on
thee ?
Bor. What do you fee? You fee an Afs-head of your own,
do you?
Enter Quince,
Quin. Blefs thee Bottom, blefs thee, thou art tranflated.
’ e [Exit.
Boz. 1 fee their Knavery, this is to make an Afs of me, to
. fright me if they could; but T will not ftir from this Place
do what they can; I will walk up and down here, and will’
fing that they fhall hear I am not afraid, :
The Woofel Cock, fo black of hue,
With Orenge-tawny Bill, :
The Throftle will his Note {o true,
The Wren and little Quill,
Oneen. What Angel wakes me from my flowry Bed 7
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, [Waking:
The plain-fong Cuckow gray,
Whofe Note full many a Man doth mark,
And dares not anfwer nay.
For, indeed, who would fet his Wit to fo fooli :
Who would give a Bird the Lye, tho’ he ¢ry gluil](il;? ic-‘
ver fo ¢ '

Queen,
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Oueen. 1pray thee, gentle Mortal, fing again,

Mine Ear is much enamour’d of thy Note;

On the firft view to fay, to fwear I love thee.

So is mine Eye enthralled to thy Shape,

And thy fair Virtues force (perforce) doth moveme.

Bot. Methinks, Miftrefs, you fhould have little R eafon
for that : And yet, to fay the truth, Reafon ind Love keep
little Company together, now a-days. The more the pity,
that fome honeft Neighbours will not make them Friends.
Nay, Ican gleek uponoccafion.

Quneen. Thou art as Wife as thou art Beautiful.

Bor. Not fo neither: But if T had Wit enough to get out
of this Wood, Thave enough toferve mine own turn.

Queen. Out of this Wood do not defire to'go,

Thou fhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or ne.

I am a Spirit of no common Rate;

The Summer {till doth tend upon my State,

And I do love thee; therefore go with mey

I'll give thee Fairiesto attend on thee ;

And they (hall fetch thee Jewels from the Deep,

And fing, while thou on preffed Flowers doth {leep:

And I will purge thy mortal Grofnefs fo,

That thou fhalt like an airy Spirit go.

Enter Pealebloflom, Cobweb, Moth, Muftardfeed, and

fowr Fairies.

491

1 Fiar. Ready.

2 Fair. And .

3 Fair. And],

4 Fair. And I, Where fhall wego?

Queen. Bekind and courteous to this Gentleman.
Hop in his Walks, and Gambole in his Eye,
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries,

With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries,
The Honey Bags {teal from the Humble Bees,

And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs,
And light them at the fiery Glow-worm’s Eyes,
To havemy Love to Bed, and to arife:

And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies,

To fan the Moon-beams from his fleeping Eyes.
Nod to him Elves, and do him Courtefics.

1 Fair,
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492 A Midfummer-Night's Dream,

Y Fair. Hail Mortal, Hail,

2 Fair. Hail,

3 Fair. Hail,

Bot, 1 cry your Worfhip’s Mercy heartily, Ibefeech your
Worfhip’s Name.

Cob, Cobweb.

Boz, 1 thall defire of you more Acquaintance, good Ma-
fer Cobweb; if I cut my Finger, I {hallmake bold with you,
Your Name, honeft Gentleman ?

Peaf. Peafebloffom.

Bot. I pray you commend me to Miftres Szuafb your
Mother, and to Mafter Peafecod your Father. Good Mafter
Peafebloflom, I thall defire of you more Acquaintance too.
Your Name, I befeech you, Sir?2

Muf. Muftardfeed,

Bot. Good Mafter Muftardfied, 1 know your Patience
well: That fame cowardly Giant-like Ox-beef hath devour'd
many a Gentleman of your Houfe, I promife you, your
Kindred hath made my Eyes water e’er now, | defire more
of your Acquaintance, good Mafter Muffardfeed,

Queen. Come wait upon him, lead him to my Bower,
The Moon, methinks, looks with 3 watry Eye, '
And when fhe Weeps, weep every lictle Flower,

Lamenting fome enforced Chaﬁity.
Tye up my Lover’s Tongue, bring him filently, [Exennt,
Enter King of Fairies folus, : '
Ob. 1 wonder if Titaniy be awak’d :
Then what it was that Next came in her E (5
Which the muft dote on in Extremit '
Enter Puck,
Here comes my Meflenger : How noy mad Spirit.
What Night-rule now about this haunted Grove?

Puck. My Miltrefs with a Monfter is in love,

Near to her clofe and confecrated Bower,
While the was in her dall and flceping Hour,
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanicals,

That work for Bread upon drhenian Stalls,
Were met together to R chearfe a Play,
Intended for great Thefeus Nuptial Day,
The thallowef} thick Skinof that barren fort,
Who Pyramus prefented,  in their Sport

3

Forfoek
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Forfook his Scene, -and entred in a Brake,
When I did him at this Advantage take,
An Afs’s Nole I fixed on his Head;
Anon his Thisby muft be anfwered,
And forth my Mimick comes; When they him fpy:
As wild Geefe, that the creeping Fowler eye,
Or ruff¢t-pated Choughs, many in fort,
Rifing and Kawing at the Gun’s report,
Sever themfelves, and madly fweep the Sky;
So at his fight, away his Fellows fly,
And at our ftamp here o’er and o’r one falls 3
He Murder cries, and help from Arhens calls.
Their Senfe thus weak, loft with their Fears thus ftrong,
Made fenfelefs things begin to do them wrong.
For Briars and Thorns at their Apparel fnatch,
Some Sleeves, fome Hats, from Yieldersall things catch.
Iled them on in this diftra&ed fear,
And left {weet Pyramus tranflated there :
When in that moment ({o it came to pafs)
Zitania wak'd, and ftraightway lov’d an Afs.
Ob. This falls outbetter than I could devife.
But haft thou yet latch’d the Arhenian Eyes
With the Love Juice, asIdid bid thee do 2
Puck. I took him {leeping; tha is finifh’d too;
And the Athenian Woman by his fide,
That when he wak’d, of force fhe muft be ey’d.
Enter Demetrius and Hermia.
Ob. Stand clofe, this is the fame Athenian.
Puck, Thisis the Woman, but not this the Man,
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you fo?
Lay Breath fo bitter on your bitter Foe.
Her. Now Ibut chide, but I fhould ufe thee worfe;
Forthou, I fear, haft given me caufeto Curfe,
If thou haft {lain Zyfander in his {leep.

Being o’er Shoes in Blood, plunge inthe deep, and kill me too,

The Sun was not {o true unto the Day

Ashe to me. Would he have ftollen away

From fleeping Hermia ? 1'll believe as foon

This whole Earth may be bor'd, and that the Moon
May through the Center creep, and fo difpleafe
Her Brother’s Noon-tide, with th’ Anzipodes,

It
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It cannot be but thou haft murderd him,
So thould a Murtherer look, fo dead, fo grim,

Dem. So thould the Murtherer look, and fo fhould ) A
Pierc’d through the Heart with your ftern Cruelty ;

Yet you the Murderer look as bright and clear,
As yonder enus in her glimmering Sphere.

Her. What's this to my Lyfander 2 Where is he 2
Ah good Demerrins, wilt thou give him me 2

Dem. °d rather give his Carkafs to my Hounds.

Her. Out Dog, out Cur; thoy driv’ft me paft the bounds
Of Maiden’s Patience. Haft thou flain him then?
Henceforth be neyer numbred among Men,

Oh! oncetell true, and eyen for my fake,

Durtt thou a look’d upon him, being awake?
And haft thou kill'd him fleeping2 O brave touch :
Could not a Worm, an Adder do fo much?

An Adder did it, for with doubler Tongue

Than thine, thou Serpent, never Adder ftung,

Dem. You fpend your Paffion on amifpriz’d mood;
I am not guilty of Lyfander’s Bleod,

Nor is he dead for ought that I cap te]],

Her, 1pray thee tellme then that he is we]],

Dens. Andif1 could, what fhould I get therefore2

H?r. A II:ri\]:ilegée Dever to fee me more;

And from t ated Prefenceparc I, §
Whether heybe dead or no, : e [ Exit

Dem. Thereis no followin :

8 her in this § :
Here therefore for a while T will remain, erce Vein,

So Sorrows heavinefs doth heavier groy
For Debt that Bankrupt {leep doth
Which now in fome flight meafure ¢ will pay
If for his tender here T make fome ftay, 5 ELicidiins
Ob. What haft thoy done? Thou haft miftaken i
And laid thy Love-Juice on fome true Loye’s ﬁghtq. >
Of thy Milfprifion muft perforce enfie -
Some true Love turn'd, and not a falfe turn’d ¢pye
Puck. Then Fate o’er-rules, that one Man hojdjp Trotha
A Million fail, confounding Oath on Ogth, & & roth,
06. About the Wood go {wifter than the Wing
And Helenaof Athens fee thou find. .
All Fancy-fick theis, and pale of Cheer,

With
/’\;
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With fighs of Love, that cofts the freth Blood dear;
By fome Tllufion fee thou bring her here;

T'll charm his Eyes againft fhe doth appear.
Puck, I go, I go, lookhow I go,
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Swifter than Arrow from the Turzar’s Bow. [ Exit,

Ob. Flower of this purple dye,
Hit with Cupid’s Archery,
Sinkin Apple of his Eye,
When his Love he doth elpy,
Let her fhine as glorioufly
As the Venns of the Sky.
When thou wak'ft, if the be by,
Beg of her for Remedy.
Enter Puck.
Puck, Captain of our Fairy Band,
Helena is here at hand,
And the Youth miftook by me,
Pleading for a Lover’s Fee.
Shall we their fond Pageant fee?
Lord, what Fools thefe Mortals be !
Ob. Stand afide: The noife they make
Will caufe Demetrius to awake.
Puck. Then will two at once woo one;
That muft needs be Sport alone.
And thofe things do beft pleafe me,
That befal prepofterouly.
Enter Lyfander and Helena,

Ly/- Why fhould you think that I thould woo in fcorn 2
Scornand Derifion néver come in Tears.

Look whenI vow, I weep, and Vows fo born,
In their Nativity all Truth appears: '

How can thefe things in me feem Scorn to you 2
Bearing the badge of Faith to prove them' true.

Hel, Youdoadvance your Cunning more and more,
When Truth kills Truth, O devilifh holy Fray !
Thefe Vows are Hermias, Will you give her o’er?
Weigh Oath with Oath, and you will nothing weigh.
Your Yows to her and me, put in two Scales,

Will even weigh, and both as light as Tales.
Ly/. 1 had no Judgment when to her I fwore. a
Hel, Nor none,inmy mind, now you give her o’er. Ll
I8
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Ly[. Demetrinsloves her, and he loves ot you.

Dem. [ Awaking.] O Helen, Goddefs, Nymph, perfed,

divine,
Towhat, my Love, fhall I compare thine Eyne?
Cryftal is muddy; O how ripe in fhow,
Thy Lips, thofe kifling Cherries, tempting grow !
That pure congealed white, high Tanrss Snow,
Fann’d with the Eaftern Wind, turns to a Crew,
When thou hold'ft upthyhand. O let me kifs
This Princefs of pure white, this {eal of Blifs.

Hel. O Spight, O Hell, I fee you are all bent

To fet againft me, for your Merriment:

If you were civil, and knew Courtefie,

You would not do me thus much Injury,

Can you not hate me, a5 I know youdo,

But you muft join in Souls to mock me too?
If you are Men, as Men you are in thow,

You would not ufe a gentle Lady fo :

To vow, and fwear, and {uperpraife my Parts,
When I am fure you hate me with your Hearts,
You both are Rivals, and love Hermia,

And now both Rivals to mock Heleya,

A trim Exploit, a manly Enterprize,

To conjure Tears up in a poor Maid’s Eyes,
With your Derifion: None of Nobler {ort
Would fo offend 2 Virgin, and extort

A poot Soul’s Patience, all to make you fpore,

Lyf: You are unkind, Demetrius; be not fo,
Foryou love Hermia; this youknow I knoy,
And here with all good will, with a] my heare
In Hermia’s Love I yield you upmy pare;
And your’s of Helena to me bequeath,

Whom I do love, and will do to my Death,

Hel. Never did Mockers wafte more idle Bregely,

Dem. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia, T wil none-a
If e’er Ilov’d her, ali that Love is gone, s
My Heart to her, but as Gueft-wife {ojourn’q
And now to Helen it is home return’d, ,
There to remain,

Ly[: Itis not fo, ;

Dem. Difparage not the Faith thou doft not kngyy;

Left
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?m‘ Left to thy peril thou abide it dear.
MY Look where thy Love comes, yonder is thy Dear.
| Enter Hermia.
el Her, Dark Night, that from the Eye his Fun&ion takes,
The Ear more quick of Apprehenfion makes.
ow! Wherein it doth impair the feeing Senfe,
) It pays the Hearing double recompence.
Thou art not by mine Eye, Lyfander, found,
Mine Ear, I thank it, brought me to that Sound:
But why unkindly didft thou leave me fo?
it Lyf: Why hould he ftay, whom Love doth prefsto go?
Her. What Love could prefs Ly[ander from my fide?
Ly/[. Lyfander's Love, that would not let him bide ;
Fair Helena, who more engilds the Night,
Thanall yon fiery O’s and Eyes of Light.
Why feek'ft thou me2 Could not this make thee know
The Hate I bear thee, made me leave thee fo?
Her. You fpeak not as you think: It cannot be,
Hel. Lo, fhe is one of this Confederacy ;
Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three,
To fathion this falfe Sport in fpight of me.
Injurious Hermia, moft ungrateful Maid,
Have you confpird, have you with thefe contriv'd
To bait me, with this foul Derifion?
Is all the Counfel that we two have fhar’d,
The Sifters Vows, the Hours that we have fpent,
When we have chid the hafty footed Time,
For parting us: O/ and isall forgot?
All School-days Friendfhip, Childhoods Innocence 2
We, Hermia, like two Artificial gods,
Have with our Needles, created both one Flower,
Both on one Sampler, fitting on one Cuthion;
Both warbling of one Song, bothinone Key;
Asifour Hands, our Sides, Voices, and Minds
Had been incorporate. So we grew together,
Like toa double Cherry, feeming parted,
But yet an Union in partition ;
Two lovely Berries molded on one Stem,
So with two feeming Bodies, but one Heart,
Two of the firft Life, Coats of Heraldry,

Due but to one, and crowned with one Creft.
Vor.II. D
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And will you rend our ancient Love afunder,

To join with Men in fcorning your poor Friend?
It is not friendly, ‘tis not maidenly ;

Our Sex as well as I may chide you for it,
Though I alone do feel the Injury,

Her. Iam amazed at your paffionate words:

I fcorn you not; it feems that you fcorn me.

Hel. Have you not fet Lyfander, as in fcorn,
To follow me, and praife my Eyes and Face 2
And made your other Love, Demetrins,

Who even but now did fpurn me with his Foot,
To call me Goddefs, Nymph, Divine, and Rare,
Precious, Celeftial 2 Wherefore fpeaks he this
Toher he hates? And wherefore doth Lyfander
Deny your Love, fo rich within his Soul,

And tender me, forfooth, Affe&ion,

But by your fetting on, by your Confent ?
What thoughT be not fo in grace as you,

So hung upon with Love, fo fortunate 2

But miferable moft, to love unlov’d,

This you fhould pity rather than defpife.

Her. I underftand not what you mean by this.

Hel. Ay, do, perfevere, counterfeit fad Looks,
Make Mouths upon me when I turn my Back,
Wink each at other, hold the fweet]e{} up:

This fport well carried, fhall be chronicled.
If you have any Pity, Grace, or Manners,
You would not make me fuch an Argument s
But fare ye well, ’tis partly mine own faule,
Which Death or’ Abfence foon fhall remedy.

Ly/. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my Excufe;
My Love, my Soul, fair Heleyg.

Hel. O Excellent !

Her. Sweet, do not fcorn her fo,

Dem. If fhe cannot entreat, I can compel,

Ly/. Thou canft compel no more thap fhe entreae
Thy Threats have no more ftrength than her weak p;-aifc
Helen, 1 love thee, by my Life I do; -
I fwear by that which I will lofe for thee,

To prove him falfe that fays I love thee not,

Dem. 1 fay, 1 lovethee more than he can do,

Lyfs
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Lyf. If thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it too.
Dem. Quick, come,
Her. Lyfander, whereto tends all this ?
Ly[: Away, you Lthiope.
Dem. No, no, Sir, feem to break loofe;
Take on as you would follow,
Butyet come not ; you are a tame Man, go.
Ly/. Hang off thou Cat, thou Burre; vile thing let loofe,
Or I will fhake thee from me like a Serpent.
Her. Why are you grown fo rude?
What change is this, fweet Love?
Ly[. Thy Love? Out tawny Turtar, out;

Out loathed Medicine; O hated Poifon, hence,
Her. Do you not jeft?2

Hel. Yes footh, and fo do you.

Lyf: Demetrins, 1 will keep my Word with thee.

Dem, 1 would I had your Bond; for I perceive
A weak Bond holds you; I’ll not truft your Word.

Lyfc What, thould I hurt her, ftrike her, kill her dead?
Although I hate her, I’ll not harm her fo.

Her. What, can you do me greater harm than hate?
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what News, my Love?
Am not I Hermia? Are not you Lyfander ?

I am as fair now, as I was ere-while.
Since Night you lov’d me; yet fince Night you left me:

Why then you left me, O the gods forbid !
In earneft, fhall I fay?

Lyf. Ay, by my Life,
And never did defire to {ee thee more,
Therefore be out of hope, of queftion, of doubt,
Be certain, nothing truer; ’tis no jeft,
That I do hate thee, and love Helena.

Her. O me, you Jugler, you Canker-bloffom,
You Thief of Love; what have you come by Night,
And ftollen my Love’s Heart from him?

Hel. Fine, r'faith!

Have you no Modefty, no maiden Shame,
No touch of Bafhfulnefs 2 What will you tear
I'mpatient Anfwers from my gentle Tongue?
Fie, fie, you Counterfeir, you Puppet, you.
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Her. Puppet! why fo? Ay, that ways go the Games
Now I perceive that (he hath made compare
Between our Statures; fhe hath urg’d her height,
And with her perfonage, her tall perfonage, .
Her height, forfooth, the hath prevail’d with him.
Andare you grown fo high in his Efteem,
Becaufe I am fo dwarfifh, and fo low?
How low am I, thou painted Maypole? Speak,
How low am 12 I am not yet fo low,
But that my Nails can reach unto thine Eyes.
Hel, 1 pray you, though you mock me, Gentlemen,
Let her not hurt me, I was never curft
I have no gift at all in Shrewifhnefs ;
I am a right Maid for my Cowardize :
Let her not ftrike me. “You perhaps may think,
Becaufe fhe’s fomething lower than my felf,
That T can match her.
Her. Lower! Hark again.
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me,
I evermore did love you, Hermia,
Did ever keep your Counfels, never wrong’d you,
Save that in Love unto Demetrius,
I told him of your ftealth into this Wood :
He follow’d you, for Love I follow’d him,
But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me
To ftrike me, fpurn me, nay to kill me too;
And now, fo you willlet me quiet go,
To Athens will I bear my Folly back,
And follow you no further. Let me go,
You fee how fimple, and how fond T am,
Her. Why get you gone; who is’t that h; '
Hel. A fcz,oﬁﬂw Hear%, that T leave here bI:l?iirds =
Her. What with Lyfander ? -
Hel. With Demetrins.
Lyf. Be not afraid, the will not harm th
_D)fm. No, Sir, fhe fhall not, though youeS;kHclmd'
Hel, O, when fhe’s angry, fhe is keen and
She was a Vixen when fhe went to School ;
And though fhe be but little fhe is fierce,
Her. Littleagain? Nothing but low and little?
Why will you fuffer her to flout me thys?
Letme come to her.

e her part.
threwd,

Lyf:
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Ly[: Get you gone, you Dwarf,
t You Minimus, of hindring Knot-grafs made,
’ You Bead, you Acorn,
: Dem. You are too officious
‘ In her behalf that fcorns your Services.
Let her alone, {peak not of Helena,
Take not her part: For if thou doft intead
Never {o little fhew of Love to her,
Thou fhalt abide it.
Ly/: Now fhe holds me not,
Now follow if thou dar'ft, to try whofe Right
Of thine or mine is moft in Helena.
Dem. Follow? Nay, I'll go with thee Cheek by Jowl.
[ Exit Lyfander and Demetrius.
Her. You Miftrefs, all this Coylis long of you:
Nay, gonot back,
Hel. I will not truft you,
Nor longer ftay in your curft Company.
Your Hands than mine are quicker for a Fray,
My Legsare longer though, to run away. [Exennt.
Enter Oberon and Puck.
0¢. This is thy Negligence, ftill thou miftak’ft,
Or elfe committ’ft thy Knaveries willingly.
Puck. Believe me, King of Shadows, I miftook:
Did not you tell me I fhould know the Man,
By the Athenian Garments he hath on?
And fo far blamelefs proves my Enterprize,
That I have "nointed an Athenian’s Eyes;
And fo far am I glad, it did fo fort,
As this their Jangling I efteem a Sport.
0b. Thou feeft thefe Lovers feck a Place to fight;
Hie therefore, Robin, overcaft the Night,
The Starry Welkin cover thou ‘anon
With drooping Fog, as black as 4cheron,
And lead thefe tefty Rivals fo aftray,
As one come not within another’s way.
Like to Ly/ander {ometime frame thy Tongue,
Then fir Demerrins up with bitter Wrong;
And fometime rail thou like Demetrins ;
And from each other look thou lead them thus,

D 3 “Till
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“Till o'ertheir Brows, Death-counterfeiting Sleep
With leaden Legs and batty Wings doth creep;
Then crufh this Herb into Lyfander’s Eye,
Whofe Liquor hath this virtuous Property,
To take from thence all Error, with its Might,
And make his Eye-balls rowl] with wonted fight.
When they next wake, all this Derifion
Shall feema Dream, and fruitlefs Vifion ;
‘And back to 4rhens fhall the Lovers wend
With League, whofe date’till Death fhall never end.
Whiles I in this Affairdo thee imploy,
T'll to my Queen, and beg her Zndian Boy;
And then I will her charmed Eye releafe
From Monfters view, and all things fhall be Peace,
Puck. My Fairy Lord, this muft be done with hafte,
For Night’s fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft,
And yonder fhines <wrora’s Harbinger ;
At whofe approach, Ghofts wandring here and there,
Troop home to Church-yards; Damned Spirits all,
hat in Crofs-ways and Floods have Burial,
Already to thejy wormy Beds are gone,
For fear Jef} Day fhould look their Shames upon,
They wilfully exile themfelyes from Light,
And muft for aye confort with black-brow’d Night.
_ Ob. But we are Spirits of another fore;
I with the Morning-Love have oft made fport,
And like 2 Forefter the Groves may tread,
Even *till the Eaftern Gate all fiery red,
Opening on Neptune with fair blefled Beams,
urhs1nto yellow Gold his falt-green Streams,
But notwithftanding hafte, make no delay;
We may effe& this Bufinefs yet eer Day. = [Exi Oberon.
LPuck. Up and down, up and down, T wilj lead them up
anddown; I am £ ear’d in Field and Town, Goblin, lead them
up and down. Here comes one.
Enter Lyfander.
Lyf. Where art thou, Proud Demetriys »
Speak thou now.
Puck. Here, Villain, drawnand read « Where 2
Lyf. T will be with thee ftraight. . S
Fack. Follow me then to plainer Ground,

Enter
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Enter Demetrius,
Dem. Lyfander, fpeak again ;
Thou Run-away, thouCoward, art thou fled?
Speak in fome Bufh : Where doft theu hide thy Head 2
Puck, Thou Coward, art thou begging to the Stars,
Telling the Bufhes that thou look'ft for Wars,
And wilt not come 2 Come Recreant, come thou Child,
I'll whip thee with a Rod, he is defil'd
That draws a Sword on thee.
Dem, Yea, art thou there?
Puck, Follow my Voice, we’ll try no Manhood here. [ Exe.
Ly/. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on,
When I come where he calls me, then he’s gone.
The Villain is muchlighter heel’d thanI:
I follow'd faft, but fafter he did fly ; [Shifting places.
That fal’n am I in dark uneven way, ¥
And here will reft me, Come thou gentle Day: [ Lyes down.
For if but once thou fhew me thy gray Light,
I'll find Demerrins, and revenge this Spight.
Enter Puck and Demetrius.
Puck, Ho, ho, ho, Coward why com’ft thou not2
Dem. Abide me, if thoudar'ft : For well I wot,
Thou runn’ft before me, fhifting every place,
And dar’'ft not ftand, nor look me in the Face.
Where art thou?
Pruck. Come hither, T am here.
Dem. Nay thenthoa mock’ft me; thou fhalt buy this dear,
If ever I thy Face by Day-light fee.
Now go thy way : Faintnefs conftraineth me,
To meafure out my length on this cold Bed,
By Day’s approach look te be vifited. [ Lyes down,
Enter Helena.
Hel. O weary Night, O long and tedious Night,
Abate thy Hours, fhine Comforts from the Eaff,
That I may back to Athens by Day-light,
From thefe that my poor Company detet,
And Sleep, that fometimes fhuts up Sorrow’s Eye,
Steal me 3 while from mine own Company, [ Sleeps.
Puck, Yet but three? Come one more,
Two of both Kinds makes up four.
Here the comes, curft and fad,

D4 Cupid
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Cnpid is a knavifh Lad,
Thus to make poor Females mad. _
Enter Hermia,
Her. Never fo weary, never {o in Woe,
Bedabbled with the Dew, and torn with Briars,
I can no further crawl, no further go;
My Legs can keep no Pace with my Defires:
Here will T reft me °til] the Break of Day;
Heav’ns (hield Ly[ander, if they mean a Fray. [Lyesdown,
Puck. On the Ground {leep found,
I'll apply to your Eye, gentle Lover, remedy,
LSgueezing the Fuice on Lyfander’s Eye,
When thou wak’ft thou takeft
True Delight in the Sight of former Lad
And the Country Proverb known,
That every Man fhould take his own,
In your waking fhall be known.
Fack thall have Fill, naughe fhall go ill
The Man fhall have his Mare again, and all be well, [ Ex.Puck,

[Zhey fieep.
AC Tav SCENE 1.

Enter Lueen of Fairies, Bottom, £,

King behind then,

Oneen. Ome; fit thee down upon this flowry Bed,
While I thy amiable Checks do coy,

And ftick Musk R

ofes 1n thy fleek-fmooth Head,
And kifs thy fair large Ears, my gentle Joy,

Bot. W here’s Leafebloffom ?
Peafe. Ready.

Bot. Scratch my Head, Beafebloffor,.

Cobsweb?
Cob. Ready,
Bor, Monﬁ}eur Cobweb, good Monfieur
Pons in your Hand, and kil me a red-hipg
the Top of 4 Thiftle, and good M

y’s Eye,

zes attending, and the

Where’s Monfieur

8et your Wea-
Humble~Bee on
onfieur brin

break not; I would be loth to have
Honey-bag, Signior, Where’s Monfi
M. Ready; "7
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Bot. Give me your News, Monfieur Muftard;
Pray you leave your Curtefie, good Monfieur.

Muft. What’s your Will2

Bor. Nothing, good Monfieur, but to help Cavalera Cob-
web to fcratch. I muft to the Barbers, Monfieur, for me-
thinks I am marvellous hairy about the Face. And I
am fuch a tender Afs, if my Hair do but tickle me, I muft
fcratch,

Queen. What, wilt thou hear fome Mufick, my fweet
Love? :

Bor. I have a rcafonable good Ear in Mufick. Let us
have the Tongs and the Bones.

Mufick_Tongs, Rural Mufick,

Ouneen. Or fay, fweet Love, what thou defir'ft to eat.

Boz. Truly a Peck of Provender; I would munch your
good dry Oats. Methinks I have a great Defire to a Bot-
tle of Hay: Goed Hay, fweet Hay hath no Fellow.

Queen. 1 have a venturous Fairy
That fhall feck the Squirrels Hoard,

And fetch thee new Nuts.

Bor. I had rather have a handful of dried Peafe. ButI
pray you let none of your People ftir me, I have an Expo-
fition of Sleep come upon me.

Queen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my Arms;
Fairies be gone, and be always away:

So doth the Woodbine the fweet Hony-fuckle
Gently entwilt; the female Ivy fo

Enrings the barky Fingers of the Elm.

O how I love thee ! how I dote on thee!

Enter Puck.
0. Welcome, good Robin;

Seeft thou this fweet Sight?

Her Dotage now I do begin to pity;

For meeting her of late behind the Wood,
Secking fwect Favours for this hateful Fool,
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her;
For fhe his hairy Temples then had rounded
With Coronet of frefh and fragrant Flowers,
And that fame Dew which fometime on the Buds
Was wont to fwell like round and orient Pearls,
Stood now within the pretty Flouriets Eyes, :

: = Like
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Like Tears that did their own Difgrace bewail,
When I had at my Pleafure taunted her,

And fhe in mild Terms begg'd my Patience,
I then did ak of her, her changeling Child,
Which ftraight the gave mé, and her Fairy fent
To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land;
And now I have the Boy, I will undo

This hateful Imperfe@ion of her Eyes ;

And, gentle Fuck, take this transformed Scalp
From off the Head of this dsbenian Swain ;
That he awaking when the others do,

May all to Ahens back again repair,

And think no more of this Night’s Accidents,
But as the fierce Vexation of 2 Dream,

But firft I will releafe the Fairy Queen.

506

Be thor as thou waft wont to be;
See as thow waft wont 1o Jee:
Dian’s Bud, or Cupid’s Flower,
Harh fech Force and bleffed Posyer,

Now,my Titania wake you my fweet Queen,
Queen. My Oberon ! what Vifions have I feen !
Mcthoughe I was enamoured of an Afs.
Ob. There lies your Love,
Queen. How came thefe Things to pafs 2
Oh how mine Eyes do loath this Vifage now !
Ob. Silencea while Robin take off his Head:
Titiana, Mufick call, and ftrike more dead
han commor Sleep.  OF al] thefe find the Senfe;
Quneen. Mufick, ho Muficks fuch as charmeth Sleep.
Mufick. fill,
Pyck. When thou awak’ft, with thine own Fools Eyes
PEOh. Sound Mutick |
0b. Sound Mufick; comem ueen, take i
And rock the Ground whereory t(}?efe S}eepers}g:] i
Now thou and I are new in Amity,
And will to Morrow Midnight folemnly
Dance in Duke Theféns Houfe triumphantly,
And blefs it to il fair Pofterity :
There thall thefe Pairs of faithful Lovers be
Wedded with Thefens all in Jolliey, ~ -

Puck
7~
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Puck, Fair King attend and mark, l

nce, I do hear the Morning Lark. l
g, Ob. Then my Queen in Silence fad, !
y for Trip we after the Night’s Shade; :
We the Globe can compafs {con, Y

Swifter than the wandring Moon. ¥

Queen. Come my Lord, and in our Fligh, ¥

| Tell me how it came this Night, i
) That I {leeping here was found, ( Sleepers lye fill. §
With thefe Mortals on the Ground. [ Exenns, y

(Wind Herns. s

Enter Theleus, Egeus, Hippolita ana all his Train.
Thef. Go one of you, find out the Forelter,
For now our Obfervation is perform’d;
And fince we have the vaward of the Day,
My Love fhall hear the Mufick of my Hounds:
Uncouple in the Weftern Valley, let them go,
Difpatch I fay, and find the Forefter.
We will, fair Queen, up to the Mountains Top,
And mark the Mufical Confufion
Of Hounds, and Eccho in conjun&ion.
! Hip. 1 was with Hercules and Cadmus once,
When in a Wood of Crees they bay’d the Bear
With Hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear
Such gallant Chiding. For befides the Groves,
The Skies, the Fountains, every Region near,
Seem’d all one mutual Cry. I never heard
So mufical a Difcord, fuch fweet Thunder.
The/- My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,

p, So flew’d, fo fanded, and their Heads are hung
With Ears that fweep away the Morning Dew ;
e Crook-kneed, and Dew-lapt, like Theffalian Bulls,
Slow in purfuit, but match’d in Mouth like Bells,
bt Each under each. A Cry more tuneable

Woas never hallowd to, nor cheer’d with Horn,
In Grees, in Sparta, nor in Theffaly:
Judge when you hear. But foft, what Nymphs are thefc?
Ege. My Lord, this is my Daughter here afleep,
And this Lyfander, this Demetrins 1Sy
This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena ;
I wonder of this being here together.
j Thef.
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The/. No doubt they rofe up early, to obferve
The right of 2ay, and hearing our Intent,

Came here in grace of our Solemnity.

But fpeak Egens, is not this the Day :

That Hermia fhould give Anfwer of her Choice?

Ege. Itis, my Lord. ' ;

Thef. Go bid the Huntfmen wake them with their Horn

Horns, and they wake, -Shous withiny they all fars ",

Thef. Good Morrow Friends 5 Saint Palentine is paft:
Begin thefe Wood-birds but to couple now?

Lyf: Pardon, my Lord.

Thef: 1 pray you all ftand up:

I know you two are Rival Enemies.

How comes this gentle Concord in the World,

That Hatred is fo far from Jealoufy,

To fleep by Hate, and fear no Enmity 2

Lyf. My Lord, I thall reply amazedly,
Half {leep, half waking. But as yet I {wear,
I cannot truly fay how I came here:
But as I think, (for truly would I fpeak,)
And now I do bethink me, {o it is;
I came with Hermia hither. Our Intent
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be
Without the Peril of the Athenian Law,
£ge. Enough, enough, my Lord, you have
I beg the Law, the Law, upon his Head
They would have ftoll’n away, they would, Demetrins,
Thereby to have defeated you and me,
You of your Wife, and me of my Confent;
Of my Confent that (he thould be your Wife,

Dem. My Lord, fait Heley told me of thejy Stealth,
OfF this their Purpofe hither to the Wood, ;
And Tin Fury hither follow’d them
Fair Helena in Fancy follow’d me;

But, my good Lord, I wor not by what Power,

But by fome Power it is; my Love

To Hermia, melted ashthe Snow,

Seems to me now as the R emembrance of ani ~
Which inmy Childhood I did doat upon ; dle Gauge,
And all the Faith, the Virtue of my Heart,

The Obje@ and the Pleafure of mine Eye,

S,

enough;

7~
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Is only Helena. To her, my Lord,
Was I betrothed ¢’er I did fee Hermia;
But like a Sicknefs did I loath this Food;
But as in Health come to my natural Tafte,
Now do I wifh it, love it, long for it,
And will for evermore be true to it.
The[. Fair Lovers, you are fortunately met;
Of this Difcourfe we thall hear more anon.
Egens, I will over-bear your Will,
For in the Temple, by and by with us,
Thefe Couples fhall eternally be knit:
And for the Morning now is fomething worn,
Qur purpos’d Hunting fhall be fet afide.
Away with us to Athens, three and three,
We'll hold a Feaft in great Solemnity.
Come Hippolita, [Exit Duke and Lords,
Dem. Thefe Things feem fmall and undiftinguifhable,
Like far-off Mountains turned into Clouds.
Her. Methinks I fee thefe things with parted Eye,
When every Thing feems double.
Hel. So methinks;
Anrd T have found Demetrius like a Jewel;
Mine own, and not mine own.
Dem, Tt {feems {o to me,
That we fleep, we dream. Do not you think
The Duke was here, and bid us follow him?
Her, Yea, and my Father,
Hel. And Hippolita.
Lyf. And he bid us follow to the Temple.
Dem. Why then we are awake ; let’s follow him, and by
the Way let us recount our Dreams. [Exenns.
[Bottom wakes.
Bot. When my Cuc comes, call me, and I will anfwer. My
next is, Moft fair Pyramus—~-Hey ho, Peter Quince! Flute the
Bellows-mender ! Swout the Tinker! Starveling ! God’s my
Life! Stol'n hence, and left me afleep. I have had a moft
rare Vifion. I had a Dream paft the Wit of Man to fay
what Dream it was : Man is but an Af if he go about to
expound this Dream. Methought I was, there is no Man
can tell what. Methought I was, and methought I had.
But Man is but a patch’d Fool, if he will offer to fay what
! ' : methoughe
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methought I had. The Eye of Man hath noe heard, the
Ear of Man hath not feen; Man’s Hand is not able to tafte,
his Tongue to conceive, ner his Heart to report what my
Dream was. L will get Peter Quince to write a Ballad of this
Dream; it fhall be call’d Bottoms’s Dream, becaufe it hath no
Bottom; and I will fing it in the latter End of 4 Play be.
fore the Duke: Peradventure, to make it the more gracious,
I fhall fing it at her Death. [Exit.
Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby, Snowt and Starveling,
Qnin. Have youdent to Borrom’s Houfe 2 Is he come Home
et¢
Y Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tranf-
ported.

Thif. 1f he come not, then the Play is marr’d. Tt goes for-
ward, doth it?

Quin. 1t is not poflible; you have not 2 Manin all Arhens
able to difcharge Pyramus bue he.

7hif: No, he hath fimply the beft Wit of any Handyeraft
Man in Athens.

Ownin. Yea, and the beft Perfon too; and he is 3 very Pe-
ramour for a {weet Voice,

7hif. You muft fay, Paragon; a Paramour js (God blefs

us) a Thing of naught,
Enter Snug,

Snng. Mafters, the Duke is comin

and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more marri-
ed; If our Sport had gone forward, we had all been made
Men.

Thif. O {weet Bully Bottom ; thus hath he loft Six pence
aDay during his Life; he could not have “feaped six pence
a Day; and the Duke had not given him Six Pence a Day for
Playing Pyramus, I'll be hang’d : He woulg have defervd it.
Six pence a Day in LPyramus, or nothing,

Enter Bottom,

Bot. Where are thele Lads? Where are thefe Heargs?

Ouin, Bottom,; Q moft couragious Day | moft happy
Hour ! PPY.

Bor. Ma_ﬂers, I am to difeourfe Wonders; but ask me a6t
what; for if T tell you, I am no true “thenian, T will cell
you every thing as it fell oue, ‘

g from the Temple,

Onin,

(o
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o n Bot. Not a Word of me; all I will tell you, is that the il 4
ite1 B Duke hath dined. Get your Apparel together, good Strings [t S
CCau{ej;;l to your Beards, new Ribbeons to your Pumps, meet pre- ! ¢
d ofgm.;' fently at the Palace, every Man look o’er his Part; for the It TR
be g, fhort and the long is, our Play is preferred « In any cafe let il R
5"%; Thishy have clean Linnen; and let ot him that playsthe Lion 1R
S pare his Nails, for they fhall hang out for the Lion’s Claws; iR
ey ! and moft dear A&ors, eat no Onions, nor Garlick, for we i
1} are to utter {weet Breath; and I do not doubt to hear them LN 7
s, fay, it is a fweet Comedy. No more Words ; away, go a- it i ¢
i way. [Exennt. | Ei 3
| | §
rd, 1E
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i ACT V.. SCENEL LK
ity Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Egeus and bis Lords. " [ :
isay| H,-I,)TIS ftrange, my Thefeus, that thefe Lovers fpeak of. | :
(6 Thef. More ftrange than true. Inever may believe
ity Thefe Antick Fables, nor thefe Fairy Toys;
Lovers and Madmen have fuch feething Brains,
b T Such fhaping Phantafies, that apprehend more

! Than cool Reafon ever comprehends.

fm:‘;: 1’ The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet,

i | Are of Imagination all compact :

o7l | One fees more Devils than vaft Hell can hold;

§f‘Pc‘ff That is the Madman. The Lover, all as frantick,

o Sees Helen's Beauty in a Brow of Egypr.

b The Poet’s Eye in a fine Frenzy rowling,

e Doth glance from Heav’n to Earth, from Earth to Heav'n:
And as Imagination bodies forth the Forms of Things
Unknown ; the Poet’s Pen turns them to Shapes,

And gives to Airy Nothing a local Habitation,

il And a Name. Such Tricks hath ftrong Tmagination,
Fhat if it would but apprehend fome Joy,

It comprehends fome Bringer of that Joy:

L Or in the Nighr, imagining fome Fear,

, How eafic is a Bufh {fuppos’d a Bear ?
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Hip. But all the Story of the Night told over,
And all their Minds transfigur’d fo together,
More witnefleth than Fancies Images,
And grows o fomething of great Conftancy;
But, howfoever, ftrange and admirable, :
Enter Lyfander, Demetrius, Hermia s and
Helena. :
Thef. Here come the Lovers, full of Joy and Mirth.

Joy, gentle Friends, Joy and frefh days of Love
Accompany your Hearts,
Ly/. More than to us,

Wiait on your Royal Walks, your Board, your Bed.
Thef. C

ome now, what Masks, what Dances fhall we
have,

To wear away this long Age of three Hours,
ctween our after- fupper and Bed-time ¢
ere is our ufug] manager of Mirth 2
hat Revels are in hand? Is there no Play
To eafe the Anguifh of 3 torturing Hour 2
Call Egens,
£Ege. Here, mighty Zhe/zys, 7
Zhel: Say, what Abridgement haye you for this Evening?
What Mask? Whae Mufick? 1

Ege. There j Yy Sports are rife:
Make choice of whicl, your Highn

Ly/. The Battel wiik the Centaur, to be fung
By an Atheyiy, Eunuch, to the Harp,

The/: We'll none of that.  That have T told my Love,
In glory of my Kinfman Hercyles,

Lyf. The Riot of the tipfie Bachanals,

_ > Mmourning for the Death of
Learning, late deceas’d in Beggary, A

The/. That isfome Satyr keen and critical,
Not forting with 3 Nuptial Ceremony,

Ly/. A tedious brief Scene of young p

8 L)ramus,
And his Love Thisby; very tragical Mirch.

Thef:

—
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g Thef. Merryand Tragical? Tedious and Brief? That'is,
hot Ice, and wondrous ftrange Snow. How fhall we find
y; the Concord of this Difcord?
Ege. A Play there is, my Lord, fome ten Words long,
Nty af Which is as briefas I have known a Play;

But bK ten Words, my Lord, it is too long,

M T W 8 Oy S
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and I Which makes it tedious: For in all the Play
ey There is not one Wordapt, oné Player ficted.

And Tragical, my Noble Lord, it is:

For Pyramus therein doth kill himfelf,

Which when I faw rehears’d, I muft confefs
[l; ch:dib" Made mine Eyes water; but more merry Tears

The paffion of loud Laughter never fhed.
Zhef. What are they that do play it?
Ege. Hard-handed Men, that workin Athens here,
Which never labour’d in their Minds till now ;
And now have toiled their unbreathed Memories
With this fame Play, againft your Nuptials.
Thef. And we will hear it.
£ge. No, my Noble Lord, itisnotfor you. I have heard
It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the World,
 Eve Unlefs you can find fport in their Intents,
; Extremely ftretch'd, and conn’d with cruel Pain,
To do you Service.
Zhef. T will hear that Play: For never any thing
Can be amifs, when Simplenefs and Duty tender it.
Go bring them in, and take your Places, Ladies.
Hip. Ilove not to fee Wretchednefs o’ercharg’d,
0w, And Duty in his Service perifhing.
Zhe[. Why, gentle Sweet, you fhall fee no fuch thing.
Hip. He fays they can do nothing in this kind. :
The/. Thekinder we, to give them Thanks for not
Our Sport fhall be, to take what they miftake;
And what poor Duty cannot do, noble Refpe&t
of Takes it in Might, not Merit.
Where I have come, great Clerks have purpofed
To greet me with premeditated Welcomes;
Where I have feen them fhiver, and look pale,
Make Periods in the midft of Sentences,

Throttle their pratis’d Accent in their Fears,
Vo II, E :
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And in conclufion, dumbly have broke off,
Not paying me a Welcome.  Truft me, Sweet,
Out of this Silence yet I pick'd a Welcome:
And in the modefty of fearful Duty,
I read as much, as from the ratling Tongue
Of fawcy and audacious Eloquence. ;
Love therefore, and Tongue-tide Simplicity,
In leaft, fpeak moft, to my Capacity. :
Ege. So pleafe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft.
Zhefc Let him approach, [ Flor, Trum.
Enter Quince for the Prologue.
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will,
That you fhould think we come not to offend,
But with good will. To fhew our fimple Skill,
"That is the true beginning of our end.
Confider then, we come but in defpight.
We do not come as minding to content you,
Our trueintentis.  All for your delight,
We are not here. That you (hould here repent you,
The A&ors are at hand ; and by their Show,
You fhall know all, that you are itke to know,

Thef. This Fellow doth not ftand upon his Points.

Ly/: He hath rid his Prologue like a rough Colt; he
knows not the ftop, A good Moral, my Lord. It is not
enough to fpeak, but to {peak true.

#jp. Indeed he hath play’d on his Prologue, like a Child
on the Recorder; 2 found, but not in government,

Thef. His Speech was like a tangled Chain; nothing im-
pair'd, but all diforder'd. Who is the next?

Tawyer with a Trumper before them,
Enter Pyramus, and Thisby, Wall, Moon-fhine,
awnd Lion,

Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this Show,

But wonder on, *till Truch make all things plain,

This Man is Pyramus, if you would know ;

This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certain,

This Man with Lime and Rough-caft, doth prefent
Wall, the vile Wall, whichdid thefe Lovers {under ;
And through Wall’s Chink, poor Souls, they are content
To whifper, At the which, let no Man wonder,

This
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This Man with Lanthorn, Dog, and Bufh of Thorn,
Prefenteth Moon-fhine: For, if you will know,
By Moon-fhinedid thefe Lovers think no {corn
To meetat Ninus Tomb, there, there to woo.
This grizly Beaft, which Zion hight by Name,
The trufty Zhisby, coming firft by Night,
Did fcare away, “or rather did affright:
And as fhe fled, her Mantle the did fall;
Which Lion vile with bloody Mouth did ftain.
Anon comes Pyramus, {weet Youth and tall,
And finds his gentle Thisby’s Mantle flain;
Wherear, with Blade, with bloody blameful Blade,
He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody Breaft,
And Thisby, tarrying in the Mulberry Shade,
His Dagger drew, and died. For all the reft,
Let Lyon, Moon-[bine, Wall, and Lovers twain,
At large difcourfe, while here they do remain.
[ Exennt all but Wall.
Thef. 1 wonder if the Lior be to fpesk.
Dem. No wonder, my Lord; ene Liozmay, when many
Afles do,
Wall. In this fame Interlude it doth befal,
ThatI, one Srowt by name, prefent 2 Wall :
And fucha Wall, as T would have you think,
That had in it a crannied Hole or Chink;
Through which the Lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,
Did whifper often very fecretly.
This Loam, this Rough-caft, and this Stone doth thew,
That I am that fame Wall; the truth is fo.
And this the Cranny is, right and finifter,
Through which the fearful Lovers are to whifper,
Thef. Would you defire Lime and Hair to {peak better?
Dem. It is the wittieft Partition that ever I heard dife
courfe, my Lord.
Zhef. Pyramns draws near the Wall : Silence.,
Enter Pyramus.
Pyr. O grim look'd Night | O Night with hue fo black!
O Night, which ever art when Day is not !
O Night, O Night, alack, alack, alack,
L fear my Zhisby’s Promile is forgor.

E 2 And
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And thou, O Wall, thou fweet and lovely Wall,
That ftands between her Father’s Ground and mine;
ThouWall, O Wall, O fweet and lovely Wall,
Shew me thy Chink, to blink through with mine Eyn. :
Thanks, courteous Wall; Fove fhield thee well for this.
But whatfee 12 No Zhisby do I fee.
O wicked Wall, through whom I fee no BIifs,
Curft be thy Stones for thus deceiving me.

Zhef. The Wall, methinks, being fenfible, thould Curfe
again,

Pyr. Noin truth, Sir, he thould not.  Deceiving me,
Is Thisby's cue; fhe is to enter, and I am to fi
Her through the Wall.  You fhall fee it will fall

Enter Thisby.

Pat. T told you; yonder fhe comes.

Thif: O Wall, full often haft theu heard my Moans,
For parting my fair Pyramns and me.
My cherry Lips hath often kifs'd thy Stones;

~~Thy Stones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee,

Pyr. I heara Voice; now will I to the Chink,
To fpy and I can fee my Thisky's Face. Thishy ?
7hif. My Love thou art, my Love, I think.
Pyr. Think what thou wilt, Tam thy Lovers Grace,
And like Limander am 1 trufty ftill,
Thif. And 1like Helen, ’till the Fates me kill.
Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was {o true.
Thif. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.
Pyr. O kifs me through the hole of this vile Wall.
Thif. 1 kifs the Wall’s hole, not your Lips at all.
Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny’s Tomb meet me ftraightway ?
7hif. Tide Life, tide Death, I come withoue delay.
Wall. Thus have I Wall, my part difcharged fo:
And being done, thus Wall away doth go. [ Exit.
- Thef. Now is the Moral down between the two Neigh-
ours,

Dem. No remedy, my Lord, when Walls are fo wilful
to hear without warning. :

Hip. This is the fillieft Stuff that e’er I heard,
The/: The belt in this kind are bue Shadow

: Ty S, and the
worftare no worfe, if Imagination amend them, -

Hip,

()
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Wil, Hip. Tt muft be your Imagination then, and not theirs.
d mig, Thef. If we imagine no worfe of them than they of them-
Wil felves, they may pafs for Excellent Men. Here comes two
mine Fyy noble Beafts, ina Man and a Lion.
well it Enter Lion and Moon-fhine.
” Lion, You Ladies, you, whofe gentle Hearts do fear

li The fmalleft monftrous Moufe that creeps on floor,

* May now perchance both quake and tremble here,
. ol When Lion rough in wildeft Rage doth roar,

Then know that I, one Saug the Joiner, am
o No Lion fell, norelfe no Lion’s Dam:
o For if I fhould as Lion come in Strife
! Into this place, *twere pity of my Life,
[l Thef. A very genile Beaft, and ofa good Confcience.
Dem. Thevery beft at a Beaft, my Lord, that¢er I faw.
Ly/. This Lion is a very Fox for his Valour.

) Mois The/. True, and a Goofe for his Difcretion.
Dem. Not fo, my Lord ; for his Valour cannot carry his
Difcretion, and the Fox carries the Goofe,
2 Thef: His Difcretion I am fure cannot carry his Valour;
, for the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well: Leave it to

his Difcretion, and let us hearken to the Moo,
Maeon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon prefent.
Brict, Dem. He fhould have worn the Horns on his Head.
Zhe/. He is no Crefcent, and his Horns are invifible, with-
in the Circumference.
Maon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon prefent :
My felf the Man i'th’ Moon doth feem to be.
, Thefe This is the greateft Errorof all the reft: ' the Man

fhould be put into the Lanthorn: How is it elfe the Man
! ’th’ Moon?

. Dem. He dares not come there for the Candle;
For you fee it is already in Snuff.
[ Hip. I am weary of this Moon; would he would
Neigh Change.
Thef. It appears by his fmall Light of Difcretion, that he
ilf) is in the Wane 5 but yet in courtefie, in all reafon, we muft
ftay the time.
Ly/f: Proceed, Aoon. :
the Moon. All that I have to fay, is to tell you, that the
53 Lanthorn

)
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Lanthorn is the Moon; I, the Man in the Moon; this Thorn
Buth, my Thorn Buth ; and this Dog, my Dog.

Dem. Why, allthefe thould be in the Lanthorn; for they
are inthe Moon.  But filence; here comes Thisby

Enter Thisby.
Thif? This is old Ninny’s Tomb; where is my Love?
Lion, Oh. [7%e Lion roars, Thisby runs off.
Dem. Well roar’d Lion.
he[. Well run Thisby.

Hip. Well thone Aoon.

Truly the Aoon fhines with good grace.
Thef. Well mouth’d Lion.
Dem. And then came Pyramaus.
Lyf: And fo the Lion vanifh’d.

Enter Pyramus,
Pyr. Sweet Moon, Ithank thee for thy funny Beams;
I thank thee, Moon, for thining now fo bright :
Forby thy gracious, golden, glittering Streams,
I truft to tafte of trueft Thisbys fight,
But flay: O fpight! but mark, poor Knight,
What dreadful dole is here?
Eyes do you fee! How can it be!
O dainty Duck! O Deer!
Thy Mantle good; what ftain’d with Blood !
Approach you Furies fell :
O Fates! Come, come: Cut Thred and T
Quail, crufh, conclude, and quell,
The/. This Paffion, and the Death ofad
Would go near to make a Man look fad.
Hip. Befhrew my Heart, but I pity the Man,
Pyr. O wherefore, Nature, didft thou Lions frame?
Since Lion wild hath here Deflour’d my Dear :
Which is——No, no which was the fairef} Dame.
That liv'd, ehat lov'd, ehat Lik'd, that look'd wich, oy eer
Come Tears, confound: Qut Sword, and wound :
The Pap of Pyramus.
Avy, that left Pap, where Heart doth hop :
Thus die I, thus, thus, thus,
Now am I dead, now am I fled, my Soul is in the Sky,

hrum,

ear Friend,

Tongue

/‘\
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Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy flight,
Now die, die, die, die, die.

Dem. No Die, but an Ace for him ; for he is but one,
hL]ﬁ Lefs than an Ace, Man; for he is dead; he is no-
thing.

Thef: With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover,
and prove an Afs.

Hip. How chance the A7oon- (hine is gone, before
Thisby comes back, and finds her Lover?

Enter T hisby.

Thef. She will find him by Star-light.

Here the comes ; and her Paffion ends the Play.

Hip. Methinks fhe fhould not ufe a long one for fuch a
Fyramus: 1 hope (he wil! be brief,

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

Ly/. She hath fpied him already with thofe {fweet Eyes.

Dem. And thus the means, videlicet.

Thif. Afleep, my Love? What, dead, my Dove?

O Pyramus arife :

Sreak, fpeak. Quite dumb? Dead, dead? A Tomb
Muft cover thy fweet Eyes.

Thefe lilly Lips, this cherry Nofe,

Thefe yellow Cowflip Cheeks

Are gone, aregone: Lovers make moan.
His Eyes were green as Leeks,

O Sifters three, come, come to me,
With Hands as pale as Milk;

Lay them in gore, fince you have fhore
With Sheers, this Thread of Silk.
Tongue not a word; Come trufty Sword;
Come Blade, my Breaft imbrue:

And farewel Friends, thus Zhishy ends;
Adieu, adieu, adieu.

Thef: Moon-[bine and Lion are left to bury the Dead.

Dem. Ay, and Wall too.

Bor. Noy I aflure you, the Wall is down that parted
their Fathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue, or
to hear a Bergomask Dance, between two of our Com-
pany 2

E 4 Thef.
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Thef: No Epilogue, I pray you; for your Play needs no
excufe. Never excufe; for when the Players are all dead,
there need none to be blamed. Marry, 1f he that writ it
had play'd Pyramus, and hung him{elf in Thishy’s Garter, it
would have been a fine Tragedy: And fo it is truly, and
very notably difcharg’d. But come, your Burgomask; let
Your Epilogue alone. | #ere 4 Dance of Clowns,
The Iron Tongue of Midnight hath told twelve,

Lovers, to Bed, *tis almoft Fairy time,
I fear we fhall out-{leep the coming Morn,
As much as we this Night have over-watch’d.
This palpable grofs Play hath well beguil'd
The heavy Gate of Night. Sweet Friends to Bed.
A Fortnight hold we this Solemnir 5
In nightly Revel, and new Jollity.
Enter Puck,
Puck, Now the hungry Lion roars,
And the Wolf beholds the Moon :
Whilft the heavy Ploughman fnoars,
All with weary “Task fore-done.
Now the wafted Brands do glow,
Whilft the Scritch-Owl, feritching loud,
Puts the Wretch that lyes in Woe
In remembrance of a Shroud.
Now it is the time of Night,
That the Graves, all gaping wide,
Every one lets forth his Spright,
In the Church-way Paths to glide ;
And we Fairies, that do run
By the triple Hecates team,
From the prefence of the Sun,
Following Darknefs like a Dream,
Now are Frolick; not 2 Moufe
Shall difturb this hallowed Houfe,
I am fent with Broom before,
To fweep the Duft behind the Door,

Enter King and Queen of Fairies,

Ob. Through the Houfe give
By the dead and drowfie Fire,

[ Exennt,

with their Train,

glimmering Lighe,

Every
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Every EIf and Fairy Spright,

Hop as light as Bird from Brier,

And this Ditty after me, Sing and Dance it trippingly.
Queen. Firlt rehearfe this Song by roar,

To each Word a warbling Note.

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace,

Will we fing and blefs this Place.

The SON G.

Now wuntil the break_ of Day,
Throngh this Houfe each Fairy ftray,
T0 the beft Bride-bed will we,
Whick by ns [ball Bleffed be ;

And the Iffue there create,

Ewer [ball be Fortunate :

So fball all the Couples three,
Ever true in loving be :

And the Blots in Nature’s Hand
Shall not in their Iffue fand;
Never Mole, Haye-lip, nor Scar,
Nor mark, Prodigions, [uch as are
Defpifed in Nativity,

Shall upon their Children be.

With this Field Dew confecrate,
Ewvery Fairy take his Gate,

And cach [everal Chamber blefs,
Throngh this Palace with fiveet Peace,
Ever (ball in Safety reft,

And the Owner of it bleft,

Trip away, make no ftay ;

Meet me all by Break of Day.

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

And
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And as I am honeft Puck,

If we have unearned Luck,

Now to “fcape the Serpent’s Tongue,

We will make Amends e’e; long :

Elfe the Puck a Liar call,

So good Night unto you all,

Give me your Hands, if we be Friends,

And Robin fhall reftore Amends, LExennt omnes,
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Dramatis Perfong,

UK E of Vepice.

Morochius, ¢ Moorifh Prince. Suiters to
Prince of Arragon. Portia,
Anthonio, zhe Merchant of Venice,
Baflanio, Ais Friend, in love with P
Salanio,

Solarino, %Frimc/s to Anthonio gzd BafTanio,
Gratiano, ;

ortia,

Lorenzo, iz love with Jeflica.

Shylock, « Jew.

Tubal, « Jew, bis Friend

Launcelot, » Clown, Servant ¢, the Jew.
Gobbo, ez old Man, Fatber ¢, Launcelot,

Portia, an Hezrefs of grear RQuality and Fortune.
Nerifla, Confident to Portia,

Jeflica, Daughter 1, Shylock,

Senators of Venice, Officers,
and othey Atten

SCENE partly

Servants 10 Portia,
dants.

at Venice, and

partly at Belmont, the Seat of
Portia upon the (¢,

tinent.
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- The Merchant of V enice.
0rfga
and B .
Ewnter Anthonio, Solarino and Salanio.
" ANTHONIO,.
'do'r =] N footh I know not why I am fo fad,
i JE| It wearies me; you fay it wearies you;
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it;
il What Stuff *tis made of, whereof it is born,
' I am tolearn; and fuch a want-wit Sadnefs

makes of me,

That I have much ado to know my felf.
Sal. Your Mind is toffing on the Ocean,

1o Pt There where your Argofies with portly Sail,
Like Signiorsand rich Burgers on the Flood,
Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea,

Y Do over-peer the petty Traffickers

gy W That Curtfie tothem, do them Reverence,

kﬂf i As they fly by them with their woven Wings.

! Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch Venture forth,

The better Part of my Affections would
Be with my Hopes abroad. I fhould be ftill
Plucking the Grafs, to know where fits the Wind,
Peering in Maps for Ports, and Peers, and Roads;

ﬂé) And every Obje& that might make me fear
Misfortune to my Ventures, out of doubr,
Would make me fad.

Sal,
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Sal. My Wind cooling my Broth,
Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought
What harm a Wind too great might do at Sea,
I thould not fee the fandy Hour-glafs run,
But I thould think of Shallows and of Flats,
And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in Sand,
* Vailing her high Top lower than her Ribs,
To kifs her Burial: Should I go to Church
And fee the holy Edifice of Stone,
And not bethink me firaight of dangerous R ocks 2

Which touching bue my gentle Veflel’s Side,

Would fcatter all her Spices on the Stream,

Enrobe the roaring Waters with my Silks ;

And in a word, but even now worth this,

And now worth nothing, Shall T have the Thought

To think on this, and fhall T lack the Though,

That fuch a Thing bechanc’d would make me fad2

But tell not me, I know Anthonio

Is fad to think upon his Merchandize,
<nth. Believe me, no, I thank my Fortune for it,

My Ventures are not in one Bottom trufted,

Nor to one Place; nor is my whole Efiate

Upon the Fortune of this Prefent Year:

Therefore my Merchandize makes me not {ad,

Sola. Why then you are i Love.
Anth, Fie,.ﬁe.

Some that will evermore peep through their Eyes,
And laugh like Parrots at 4 Bag-piper;

And other of fuch vinegar Alpe®,

That they’ll not thew their Teeth in way of Smile,
Though Nefor fwear the Jeft be laughabe, :

Enter Baflanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano,
Sal. Here comes Baffanio,

Your moftnoble Kinfman;
Gratiano and Lorenzo: Fare ye well;
We leave you now with better Company,

/‘\
1

Sela,

|
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Sola. I would have ftaid ’till I had made you merry,
If worthier Friends bad not prevented me.
Anth, Your Worth is very dear in my Regard:
I take it your own Bufinefs calls on you,
And you embrace th’ Occafion to depart.
Sal. Good Morrow, my good Lords.
Baf]. Good Signiors both, when fhall we laugh? fay when 2
You grow exceeding ftrange ; muft it be fo?2
Sal. We'll make our Leifures to attend on yours.
Solas My Lord Baffanio, fince you have found Anthonio,
We two will leave you; but at Dinner Time,
I pray you have in mind where we muft meet.
Bafl. 1 will not fail you. [ Exennt Solar. and Sala.
Gra. You look not well, Signior Anthonio;
You have too much Refpeé& upon the World:
They lofe it that do buy it with much Care.
Believe me, you are marvelloufly chang’d.
Anth. 1 hold the World but as the World, Gratiano;
A Stage where every Man muft play his Part ;
And mine a fad one.
Gra. Let me play the Fool
With Mirth and Laughter; let old Wrinkles come,
And let my Liver rather heat with Wine,
Than my Heart cool with mortifying Groans:
Why fhould a Man, whofe Blood is warm within,
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter?
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the Jaundies
By being peevith 21 tell thee what, Anthoxio,
I love thee, and it is my Love that fpeaks:
There are a fort of Men, whofe Vifages
Do cream and mantle like a ftanding Pond,
And do a wilful Stilnefs entertain,
With purpofe to be dreft in an Opinion
Of Wifdom, Gravity, profound Conceit,
As who fhould fay, I am; Sir, an Oracle;
And when I ope my Lips, let no Dog bark.
O my Anthonio, 1 do know of thefe,
That therefore only are reputed Wife,
For faying nothing ; who I .am very fure,
If they thould fpeak, would almoft damn thofe Ears,
Which




I’ll tell thee more of this another time:
But fifh not with this melancholly Bait,
For this fool Gudgeon, this Opinion,

I’ll end my Exhortation after Dinner.
Lor. Well, we will leave you then *till

For Gratiano never lets me fpeak.
Gra. Well, keep me Company but two
Thou fhalt not know the Sound of thine

: tg il Gra. Thanks i’faith; for Silence is only

«Anth. Isthat any thing now 2

the Search.

Anth. Well; tell me now what Lady is
To whom you fwore a fecret Pilgrimage,
That you to Day promis'd to tell me of 2

How much I have difabled mine Eftate,

Than my faint Means would gran
Nor do I now make Moan to be abridg’d

Is to come fairly off from the great Debts
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal,
Hath left me gag’d: To YOU, Anthonio,

I owethe moftin Mony, ard in Love,

And from your Love I have a Warrant
To unburthen all my Plots and Purpofes,
How to get clear of all the Debts I owe.

And if it ftands as you your felf fill do,
Within the Eye of Honour, be affur’d

Lye all unlock’d to your Occafions,

£
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Which hearing them, would call their Brothers Fools,

Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while,

Dinner-time,

i I muft be one of thefe fame dumb wife Men;

Years more,
own Tongue,

<Anth. Fareyou well; I'll grow a Talker for this Gear.

commendable

e In a Neats Tongue dry’d, and a Maid not vendible. [ Exit,

i Baf|. Gratiano {peaks an infinite deal of nothing, more than
e any Man in all Pznice: his R eafons are two Grains of Wheat
hid in two Buthels of Chaff; you may feek all Day e’er you
find them, and when you have them, they are not worth

the fame

Bafl. °Tis not unknown to you, Anthonio,

By fomething thewing a more {welling Port
t continuance to;

From fuch a noble Rate; but my chief Care

<Anth. I pray you, good Bafanio, let me know jt,

My Purfe, my Perfon, my extreameft Means

Baf.
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Otk Baf. In my School-Days, when I had loft one Shaft, :
I fhot his Fellow of the felf-fame Flight .

The felf-fame way, with more advifed Watch, -
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both,

) I oft found both. T urge this Child-hood Proof,
Becaufe what follows is pure Innocence.

Dinnery I owe you much, and like a wilful Youth,

eny That which I owe is loft; but if you pleafe

0 M0 A G . o e W 4 S

To fhoot another Arrow that felf way
Vears oy Which you did fhoot the firft, I do net doubt,
wnTw -~ As I will watch the Aim; or to find both,
for th: Or bring your latter Hazard back again,

© - 0

ommags And thankfully reft Debtor for the firft. : !
vendil Anth. You know me well, and herein fpend but Time B

; To wind about my Love with Circumftance; '
g o And out of doubt you do to me more Wrong, ¢
o In making Queftion of my uttermoft,
1D Than if you had made wafte of all I have: B
i n}o,".'. Then do but fay to me, what fhould I do,

That in your Knowledge may by me be done,

£ And I am preft unto it: Therefore fpeak.

Baff. In Belmont is a Lady richly left,
And fhe s fair, and fairer than that Word,
Of wondrous Virtues; Sometimes from het Eyes
I did receive fair fpeechlefs Meflages ;
Her Name is Portia, nothing undervalu’d
To Caro’s Daughter, Brutus Portia:
) Nor is the wide World ignorant of her Worth;
For the four Winds blow in frcm every Coaft
Renowned Sutors; and her funny Locks
Hang on her Temples like a golden Fleece,
Which makes her Seat of Belmont Cholches Strond,
And many Fafons come in queft of her.
O my Anthonio, had I but the Means
To hold a rival Place with one of them,
I have a Mind prefages me fuch Thrift,
That I thould queftionlefs be fortunate.

Anth. Thou know’ft that all my Fortunes are at Ses,
Neither have I Mony, nor Commodity
To raife a prefent Sum; therefore go forth,
Try what my Credit can in Penice do;

Vour, IL ' F That
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Chat fhall be rack’d even to the uttermoft,
To furnith thee to Belmons to fair Portia:
Go prefently enquire, and fo will I, :
Where Mony is, and I no queftion make
To haveit of my Truft, or for my Sake,

SCENEIL Belmont,

[Exenm,

Three Caskets are et ont, one of Gold, andther of Silver,

and another of Lead,
Enter Portia and Neriffa,

Por. By my Troth, Neriffa,
this great” World.

Ner. You would be, fweet
in the fame Abundag
for ought T fee, they are as fick ¢}
as they that flarve with nothing
Happinefs to be feated in the Mean
by white Hairs, byt Competency Jives longer,

Por. Good Sentences, and well pronouncid,

Ner. They would be better, i

Por. If to do were a5 eafie as to kno
do, Chappels had been Churches,
Princes Palaces : It js 4 good Divine that fo]
Inftru&ions ; I can eafier teach twent
be done, than to be one of the twe
teaching, The Brain may devife
hot Temper leaps o’er 3 c:
nefs the Youth, to skip o’er th
the Cripple, But this R eafon is not o
a Husband: O me, the Word chuf
whom I would, nep refufe whom 1 4
of aliving Daughter cyr
Is it not hard, Neriffa, t
nene?
Ner. Your Father
their Death hay

that he hith devifed in thefe three

bd by the W;
hat I "cannor chufe on

f well followd,

W what were good to
and poor Men

my little Body is weary of

Madam, if your Miferjes were
C¢ as your good Fortunes are; and yet,

1at {urfeit with too much,
s therefore it is no {fmall
5 Superfluity comes fooner

s Cottages

lows his own
Y what were goodto
oty to follow mine own
Laws for the Blood, but a
a cold Decree ; fuch 3 Hare js Mad-
¢ Methes of good Counfel
Falhion to chufe me
!' T may neither chufe
like, "fo is the Will
Ul of 2 dead Father:
¢, nor refufe

Chefts of Gol i
and Lead, whereof, who chufes hj old, Silyet,

s Meaning,

will no doubt never he chofen b

Y any rightly, b,
you thall rightly Jove, Bue what ok -k 9 who

Warmth 15 the
Affe@ion towards any of thefe Princ

readv come 2

P

re in your
¢ly Suters that are 4]

Por.
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Por. 1'pray thee over-mame them, and as thou nam’ft
them, I will defcribe them, and according to my Defcripti=
on, level at my Affection.

Ner. Firft there is the Neapelitan Prince.

Por. Ay, that’s a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing but
talk of his Horfe, and he makex it a great Appropriation
to his own good Parts that he can fhoo him himfelf : I am
much afraid my Lady his Mother plaid falfe with a
Smith.

Ner. Then is there the County Palentine.

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who fhould fay, and
you will not have me, chufe: He hears merry Tales and
{miles not, I fear he will prove the weeping Philofopher
when he grows old, being fo full 'of unmannerly Sadnefs in
his Youth. I had rather to be married to a Death’s Head
with a Bone in his Mouth, than to either of thefe. God
defend me from thefe two.

Ner. How fay you by the Fresch Lord, Monficur Le
Boun?

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pafs fora Man;
in truth I know it is Sin to be a Mocker; but he! wh
he hath a Horfe better than the Neapolitan’s, abetter bad Ha-
bit of Frowning than the Count Palentine, he is every Man
in no Man, if a Taffel fing, he falls ftraight a Capring; he
will fence with his own Shadow ; if I fhould marry him, I
fhould marry twenty Husbands; if he would defpife me, I
would forgive him, for if he love me to Madnefs, I thould
never requite him.

Ner. What fay you then to Fascosbridge, the young Ba~
ron of England}

Por. You know I fay nothing to him, for he underftands
not me, nor I him; he hath neither Latin, French, vor [ta-
lian, and you will come into the Court and fwear that I have
a poor Penny-worth in Englifh ; he is a proper Man’s Picture,
but alas who can converfe with a dumb Show? How odl
he is fuited! I think he bought his Doublet in Ttaly, his
round Hofe in France, his Bonnet in Germany, and his Be-
haviour every where,

: Negr. What think you of the other Lord his Neigl =
our

F 2 Por,

= a0 WO et e Ly A e
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Por, That he hath 2 neighbourly Charity in him, for
he borrow'd a Box of the Ear of the Englifb-man, and
{fwore he would pay him again when he was able, I think
the French-man became his Surety, and fealed under for 5
nother,

Ner How like you the young German, the Duke of
Saxony's Nephew 2

Por, Very vildly in the Morning when he is fober, and
moft vildly in the Afternoon when he is drunk; when heis
beft, he is a little worfe than a Man, and when he is worft,
ke is lictle better than a Beaft; and the worft Fall that ever
fell, I hope I fhall make fhift to go without him,

Ner. If he fhould offer to chufe, and chufe the right
Casket, you thould refufe to perform your Father’s Will, if
You thould refufe to accept him,

Por. Therefore for fear of the worlt, I pray thee fet 2
deep Glafs of Rbenifh Wine on the contrary Casket, for if
the Devil be within, and the Temptation without, I know
he will chufe it. T will do any thing, Neriffa, eer T will be
marry’d to a Spunge,

Ner. You need not fear Lady the having any of thefe
Lords, they have acquainted me with their Determinati-

on, which is indeed to return totheir Home, and to trouble

You with no more Suits, unlefs you may be won by fome

other fort than your Fathers Impofition, depending on the
Caskets.

Por. If T live to be as old as Sibilla, 1 will die as chafte
a8 Diana, unlefs I be obtain’d by the manner of my Fa-
ther’s Will : T am glad this Parcel of Wooers are fo rea-
fonable, for there is not one among them but I doat on his
very Abfence, and with them a fair Departure,

. Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father’s
time, a Penetian, a Scholar and a Soldier that came hither
in Company of the Marquifs of Mountferrar?

: ”P;r. Yes, yes, it was Baffanio, as 1 think, fo was he
call’d.

Ner. True Madam, he of all the Men
foolith Eyes look’d upon, was the beft
Lady.

Por. 1 remember him well, and I
of thy Praife,

that ever my
deferving a fair

remember him worthy

Enter
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Enter a Servant,

Ser. The four Strangers feck you, Madam, to take their
Leave; and there is a Fore-runner come from a fifth,

The Prince of Adorecco, who brings Word the Prince his
Matfter will be here to Night.

Por. If I could bid the Fifth welcome with fo good Heart
as I can bid the other four farewel, I fhould be glad of
his Approach; if he have the Condition of a Saint, and
the Complexion of a Devil, I had rather he fhould fhrive
me than wive me, Come Neriffa, Sirrah go before; whiles
we fhut the Gate upop one Wooer, another knocks at the
Door. [Exennt.

L
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SCEN E IIl. Penice.

Enter Baflanio and Shylock.

Sky. Three thoufand Ducats, well,

Baff. Ay Sir, for three Months.

Shy. For three Months, well,

Baff. For,the which, as I'told you,
Anthonio (hall be bound,

Shy. Anthonio fhall become bound, well.

Baf. May you ftead me ? Will you pleafure me?2
Shall I know your Anfwer?

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats for three Months,
And Anthenio bound.

Baf. Your Anfwer to that,

Shys Anthonio is a good Man,

Bafl. Have you heard any Imputation to the contra-
ry
ySIJ]. No, no, no, no; my Meaning in faying he is a
good Man, is to have you underftand me, that he is fuffi-
cient; yet his Mcans are in fuppofition : He hath an Argo-
fie bound to 7#ipolis, another to the Zndies; T underftand
moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third at Mexico, a
fourth for England, and other Ventures he hath fquan-
dred Abroad. But Ships are but Boards, Sailers but Men;
there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water Thieves and
Land Thieves, I mean Pyrates; and then there is the Peril
of Waters, Winds, and Rocks; the Man is notwith{tanding

fufficient ; three thoufand Ducats, I think I may take his
Bond. e o e Baff.
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Bafl. Be affur’d you' may,

Few. I will be aflur'd § may; and that T may be affur'd,
I will bethink me; may I {peak with Anthenio?
Baff. If it pleafe you to dine with' us. G :
Few. Yes, to fmell Pork, to eatof the Habitation which
your Prophet the Nuzarire conjur'd the Devil into; T will
buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, walk vs.nth you,
'~ 2ad fo following; but I will not eat with you, drink with
you, nor pray with you.

What News on the Ryalto; who comes here ?

Enter Anthonio,
. Bafl. This is Signior _dnthonso,
Few. [ Afde. ] How like a fawning Publican he looks

I hate him, for he is a2 Chriftian -

ut more, for that in low Simplicity
He lends oue Mony Graris, and brings down
The Rate of Ufance here with us in Venice ;
I I can catch him once upon the Hip,
I will feed fat the antient Grudge I bear him,
He hates our facred Nation, and he rails

Even there where Merchants moft do congregate,
On me,

e, my Bargains, and my well-worn Thrift,
Which he calls Intereft.  Curfed be my Tribe
forgive him,
Bafl. Shylock, do yecu hear?

- Shy. I am debating of my prefent Store,
And by the near Guefs of my Memory,
I canpot inftantly raife up the Grofs

Of/ foll three thoufand Duycarss What of thae?
Tuball, , wealthy Hebrewy of my Tribe,
Wil furni

th me; but foft, how many Months
Do you defires Reft y

you fair, good Signior, [ 73 Anth,
Your Worth P was the lat Man in our Mouths,
“Anth, Shylock, albeir T neither lend nor borrow
By taking, rior by giving of Excefs,

Yet to fupply the ripe Wants of my Friend,
I'll break 2 Cuftom. Ts he yet poffet
How much he would?
Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand Ducats,
Anth, And for three Months,

S}b]a
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Shy. 1 had forgor, three Months you told me fo:
Weli then, your Bond: But let me fee, but hear you,
Methoughts you faid, you neither lend nor borrow
Upon Advantage:

Anth. 1 did never ufe it.

Shy. When Facob graz'd his Uncle Laban’s Sheeps
This Facob from our holy Abraham Wwas,

As his wife Mother wrought in his behalf,
The third Pofleffer, ay, he was the third.

Anth. And what of him, did he take Intereft?

Shy. No, not take Intereft, not as you would fay
Dirc&ly Intereft; mark what Facob did.

When Laban and himfelf were compromiz’d

That all the Ewelings which were ftreak’d and pied
Should fall as Facob’s Hire ; the Ewes being rank,
Inend of Autumn turned to the Rams;

And when the Work of Generation was

Between thefe woolly Breeders, in the A&

The skilful Shepherd pil'd me certain Wands,
And in the doing of the Deed of Kind,

He ftuck them up before the fulfome Ewes,

Who then conceiving, did in Yeaning time

Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thofe were Facob's.
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft;

And Thrift is Blefling, if Men fteal it not.

Anth. This was a Venture, Sir, that Facob ferv’d. for;
A thing not in his Power to bring to pals,

But fway’d and fafhion’d by the Hand of Heav'n :
Was this inferted to make Intereft good?
Or is your Gold and Silver Ewes and Rams¢$

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

Anth. Mark you this, Baffanio,

The Devil can cite Scripture for his purpofe.
An evil Soul producing holy Witnefs,

Is like a Villain with a fmiling Check,

A goodly Apple rotten at the Heart.

© what a godly Outfide Falfhood hath !

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, *tis a good round Sum.
Three Months from twelve, then let me fee the Rate.

Anth, Wely Shylock, fhall we be beholding tp you?

F 4 Shy.
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If you repay me not on fuch a Day,

In fuch a Place, fuch Sum or Sums as are
Exprefs’d in the Condition, let the Forfeit
Be nominated for an equal Pound

Of your fair Flefh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your Body it pleafeth me.

Anth. Content, in Faith, I'll feal to fuch a Bond,
And fay there is much Kindnefs in the Few.

Baf. You fhall not feal to fuch a Bond for me,

'l rather dwell in my Neceffity.

Anth. Why fear not Man, I will not forfeit it ;
Within thefe two Months, that’s a Month before
This Bond expires, I do expe& return
Of thrice three times the value of this Bond.

Shy. O Father Abraham, what thefe Chriftians are!
Whofe own hard Dealing teaches them fufpeét
The Thoughts of others: Pray you tell me this,

If he (hould break his Day, what fhould I gain
By the exaion of the Forfeiture 2

A Pound of Man’s Fle(h taken from a Man,

Is not {o eftimable, profitable neither,

As Fleth of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. I fay,
To buy his Favour, I extend this Friendihip;
If he will take it, fo; if not, adieu;

And for my Love I pray you wrong me not,

Anth. Yes, Shylock, Y will feal unto this Bond.

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary’s,
Give him dire&ion for this merry Bond,

And T will go and purfe the Ducats ftraight :

See to my Houfe, left in the fearful Guard

Of an unthrifty Knave, and prefently

T'll be with you. [ Exiz,

Anth. Hie thee, gentle Few. This Hebrew will turn
Chriftian, he grows kind.

Baff. I like not fair Terms, and a Villain’s Mind.

<dnth, Come on, in this there can be no difmay,

My Ships come home a Month before the Day. [Exenn.
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i ACT L SCEN
| SCE NE Bilwons.

Enter Morochius 4 Tawny-Moor all in White, and three or

four Followers accordingly, with Portig, Neriflay and ber
Zrain. Flo, Cormets.

Aor. llike me not for my Comple&ion,
M The thadowed Livery of the burnifh’d Sun,

wafli To whom I am 2 Neighbour, and near bred.

' l Bring me the faireft Creature Northward born,

I Where Phabus Fire {carce thaws the Ificles,

il And let us make Incifion for your Love,

Ed To prove whofe Blood is reddeft, his or mine,

b4 I tell thee, Lady, this Afpe& of mine

i Hath fear'd the Valiant, by my Love I fwear,

i The beft regarded Virgins of our Clime

Have lov'd it too: I would not change this Hue,

Except to fteal your Thoughts, my gentle Queen,
Por. In terms of Choice I am not {olely led

By nice Dire&ion of a Maiden’s Eyes:

Befides, the Lottery of my Deftiny

Bars me the right of voluntary chufing

But if my Father had not fcanted me,

And hedg’d me by his Wit to yield my felf

His Wife, who wins me by that means T told you,

Your felf, Renowned Prince, then ftoed a5 fiir

As any Comer I have look'd on yet

For my Affe&ion,

i Mor. Even for that I thank you,

4 Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets

g i To try my Fortune : By this Scimitar,

g That flew the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince,

Fhat won three Fields of Sultan Solyman,

I would o’er-ftare she fterneft Eyes that look,

Out-brave the Heart moft daring on the Earth,

Pluck the young fucking Cubs from the She-

Yea, mock the Lion when he roars for Pre

Bear,

Ys
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To win the Lady. But alas, the while,
If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice, -
Which is the better Man¢ the greater Throw
May turn by Fortune from the weaker Hand :
So Is Alcides beaten by his Rage,
And fo may I, blind Fortune leading me,
Mifs that which one unworthier may attain,
And dye with grieving.
Por. You muft take your Chance,
And either not attempt to chufe at all,
Or fwear before you chule, if you chufe wrong,
Never to fpeak to Lady afterward
In way of Marriage; therefore be advis'd.
Aor. Nor will not; come bring me unto my Chance.
Por. Firft forward to the Temple, after Dinner
Your Hazard (hall be made.

Mor. Good Fortune then, [ Cornets.
To make mebleft or curfed’{t among Men. | Exenns.

SCENE I Peice.

Enter Launcelot alese.

Lann. Certainly, my Confcience will ferve me to run
frem this Few my Mafter: The Fiend is at my Elbow, and
attempts me, faying tome, Fob, Launcelor Fob, good Laun-
celot, or good Fob, or good Launcelor Fob, ufe your Legs,
take the ftart, run away : My Confcience fays no ; take
heed, honeft Launcelot , take heed, honeft Fob, or as afore-
faid, honeft Lguncelor Fob, do not run, fcorn running with
thy Heels: Well, the moft couragious Fiend bids me pack,
Via fays the Fiend, away fays the Fiend, for the Heav’ns roufe
up a brave Mind, fays the Fiend, and run, Well, my Con-
fcience hanging about the Neck of my Heart, fays very
wifely to me, My honeft Friend Zauncelor, being an ho-
neft Man’s Son, or rather an honeft Woman’s Son for in-
deed my Father did fomething {mack, fomething grow too;
he had a kind of tafte Well, my Confcience fays, Laun-
celot budge not; budge, fays the Fiend; ‘budge not, fays
my Confcienge ; Confcience, fay I, you counfel well;
Fiend, fay I, you counfel well; to be rul’d by my Confci-

ence
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ence I fhould ftay with the 7ew my Mafter, who, God

blefs the Mark, is a kind of Devil; and to run away from

the Few I (hould be ruled by the Fiend, who, faving your

Reverence, is the Devil himfelf, Certainly the Few 1s the

very Devil Incarnation, and in my Confcience, my Confci-

ence is a kind of hard Conlcience, to offer to counfel me to
ftay with the 7ew ; the Fiend gives the more friendly coun-
fel; 1 will run, Fiend, my Heels are at your Command-
ment, I will run, :

Enter Old Gobbo with a Baskes.

Gob. Mafter Young-man, you, Ipray you, which is the
way to Mafter Few's|

Lann. O Heav'ns, this is my true begotten Father, who
being more than fand-blind, high gravel-blind, knows me
not ; I will try Confufions with him.

Gob. Mafter young Gentleman, I pray you which is the
way to Mafter Few’s?

Laun, Turn upon your Right-hand at the nexe turning,
but at the next turning of all on your Left; marry ar the
very next-turning turn of no hand,” but turn down indire@-
ly to the Few’s Houfe.

Gob. By God’s fonties, ’twill be a hard way to hit; can
you tell me whether one Launcelor that dwells with him,
dwell with him or no?

Laun. Ta'k you of young Mafter Launcelor?2 Mark me
now, now will I raife the Waters; talk you of young Mafter
Lasncelor 2

Gob. No Mafter, Sir, but a poor Man’s Son, his Father,

tho’ I fay’c, is an honeft exceeding poor Man, and God be
thanked well to live,

Lann. Well, let his F
young Mafter Zauncelos.
Gob. Your Worfhip’s Friend and Launcelor,

Lann. But I pray you Er o, old Man, ErsoI b
talk you of your}:g )1;’1};ﬂ'er Lgﬂzmcelot.? AN
Gob. OF Launcelot, an't pleafe your Mafterthip,
Lann. Ergo Mafter Lanncelot, talk not of Mafter Laun-
eelor Father, for the young Gentleman according to Fatesand
Deftinies, and fuch odd Sayings, the Sifters three, and fuch

Branches of Learning, is indeed deceafed, or as you would
fay in plain terms, gone to Heaven, ~ ~ ° :

ather be what a will, we talk of

6ob,
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Gob. Marry God forbid, the Boy was the very Staff of
my Age, my very Prop.

Lann. Do I look like a Cudgel or a Hovel-poft, a Staff or
a Prop? Do you know me, Father?2

Gob. Alackthe day, I know you not, young Gentleman;
but I pray you tellme, ismy Boy, God reft his Soul, alive
or dead 2

Laun. Do you not know me, Father 2

Gob. Alack Sir, I am fand-blind, I know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your Eyes you might
fail of the knowing me: Itisa wife Father that knows his
own Child. Well, old Man, I will tell you News of your
Son, give me your Blefing, Truth will come to light,
Murder cannot be hid long, a Man’s Son may, but in the end
Truth will not.

Gob. Pray you Sir ftand up, I am fure you are not Laun-
celot my Boy.

Lann. Pray you let’s have no more fooling about it, but
give me your Blefling; I am Launcelor, your Boy that was,
your Son that is, your Child that fhall be.

Gob. I cannot think you are my Son.

Lann. 1 know not what I fhall think of that: But I am
Launcelos the Few'sMan, and I am fure Margery your Wife
is my Mother.

Gob. Her Name is Margery indeed, I'll be fworn if theu
be Lasuncelot, thou art mine own Flefh and Blood : Lord
worfhip’d might he be! what a Beard haft thou got; thou
haft got more hair on thy Chin, than Dobbin my Phil-horfe
has on his Tail.

Lawn. It fhould feem then that Dobbin’s Tail grows back-
ward. TIam fure he had more Hair on his Tail than T have
on my Face when I laft faw him.

Gob. Lord how art thou chang’d! how doft thou and
thy Mafter agree? I have brought hima Prefent ; how gree

you now 2

Laun, Well, well, but for mine own part, as I have fet
up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft ’till T have run
fome ground : My Mafter’savery 7ew: Give him a Prefent
give him a Halter: I am famifh’d in his Service. You may
tell every Finger I have with my Ribs. Father, I am glad
you are come, give me your Prefent to one Mafter Baﬂhnli]o.

: who
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who indeed gives rare new Liveries; If I ferve him not, I
will run as far as God has any Ground. O rare Fortune|
here comes the Man; to him Father, for T am a Fewif1
ferve the Few any longer.

Enter Baflanio with a Follower or two.

Baff. Youmay do fo, but let it be fo hafted, that Supper
be ready at the fartheft by five of the Clock: See thefe Lete
ters deliver’d, put the Liveries to making, and defire Gra-
?iano to come anon to my Lodging.

Lann. To him, Father.

Gob. God blefs your Worfhip.

Bafl.' Gramercy, would'ft thou ought with me?

Gob. Here’s my Son, Sir, a poor Boy.

Lann. Notapoor Boy, Sir, but the Rich Few's Man that
would, Sir, as my Father fhall {pecifie,

Gob. Hehathagreat InfeGion, Sir, as one would fay, to
ferve. ;

Lann. Indeed the thort and the long is, I fervethe Yew,
and have a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie.

Gob. His Mafter and he, faving your Worfhip’s R everence,
are fcarce Catercoufins,

Lann, To be brief, the very truth is, that the Few ha-
ving done me wrong, doth caufe me, as my Father, beingI
hope an old Man, fhall fiucifie unto you.

Gob. T have here a Difh of Doves that T would beftow
upon your Worthip, and my Suit is—

Lann, In very brief, the Suit is impertinent to my felf,
as your Worthip fhall know by this honeft old Man’; and,

tﬁough Ifay it, though old Man, yet poor Man my Fa-
ther.

Baff. One fpeak for both, what would you?
Lann. Serve you, Sir,
Go;: TI}(n's is the very defe& of the
Bafl. I know thee well, thou haft obtgip’ it s
Shylock, thy Mafter, fpoke with me this da;ri ol
And hath preferr’d thee, if it be Preferment,
To leave a rich Yens Service, to become
The Follower of fo poor a Gentleman,
Lann. The old Proverb Is very well Parted Berween my

Matfter Shylock and you, Sir, you have the Gryee of God,
Siry and he hath enough. e
“ Baff.

atter, Sir.

()
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Bafl. Thou {peak’ft it well ;- go Father with thy Son,
Take leave of thy old Mafter, and enquire
My Lodgingout; give him a Livery,

More garded than his Fellows: Seeit done,

Laun, Fatherin, I cannot get a Service, no; I havene’era
Tonguein my Head; well, igany Man in Zzaly have a fairer
Table which doth offer to {wear upor a Book, I fhall have
good Fortune; go too, here’s a fimple Line of Life, here’sa
fmall trifle of Wives, alas, fifteen Wives is nothing, eleven
Widows and nine Maids is a fimple coming in for one Man,
and then to *fcape Drowning thrice, and to be in peril of
my Life with the ¢dge of a Feather Bed, here are fimple
*fcapes: Well, if Fortune be a Woman, fhe’sa good Wench
for this gere, - Father come, IT'll take my leave of the Few
in the twinkling. [ Exit Laun. and Gob,

Bafl. T pray thee, good Zeonardo, think on this,

Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowed,

Return in hafte, for I do feaft to night

My beft ¢ftecem’d Acquaintance, hie thee,
Leon. My beft Endeavours fhall be don

543

gone,
e herein.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Where’s your Mafter 2

Leon, Yonder, Sir, he walks.

Gra. Signior Baffanio,

Bafl. Gratiano, :

Gra. I have a Suit to you.

Bafl. You have obtain’d it,

Gra. You muft not deny me, T muft go with you to
Belmont.

B4fl. Why then you muft: But hear thee, Gratians,
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of Voice,
Parts that become thee happily enough,
And in fuch Eyes as ours appear not Faults ;
But where they are not known, why there they fhew
Something too liberal, pray thee take pain
To allay with fome cold drops of Modefty
Thy skipping Spirit, left through thy wild Behaviour

be mifconftru’d in the Place I go to, >

And lofe my Hopes,

Gra, '
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Gra. Signior Baffanio, hear me,
If I do not put on a fober Habit, ’
Talk with Refpe@, and Swear but now and then,

Wear Prayer-books in my Pockets, look demurely,
Nay, more, while Grace is faying, hood mine Eyes
Thus with my Hat, and figh and fay, Amen;

Ufe all the obfervance of Civility,

Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent .

To pleafe his Grandam, never truft me more.

Baff: Well, we thall fee your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but Ibar to Night, you fhall not gage me
By what we do to Night.

B4ff. No, that were pity.

I would entreat you rather to put on

Your boldeft Suit of Mirth, for we have Friends
That purpofe Merriment: But fare you well,

I have fome Bufinefs.

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft :

But we will vifit you at Supper-time, (Exennt.
Enter Jeflica and Launcelot.

Fef- 1 am forry thou wilt leave my Father fo,
Our Houfe is Hell, and thou a merry Devil
Did'ft rob it of fome tafte of Tedioufnefs;

But fare thee well, there isa Ducat for thee,
And Lanncelot, foon at Supper fhalt thou fee
Lorenzo, who is thy new Mafter’s Gueft,
Give him this Letter, do it fecretly,

And fo farewel: I would not have my Father
See me talk with thee,

Lann. Adieu; Tears exhibit m Tongue, moft beautiful
Pagan, moft fweet Few; if a Chriftian did not play the
Knave and get thee, I am much deceived ; But adieu, thefe
foolith Drops do femewhat drown my manly Spirit :
Adieu, [ Exits

Fef. Farewel, good Launcelot.

Alack, what hainous Sin is it in me,

To be atham’d to be my Father’s Child 2
But though I am a Daughter to his Blood,

Y am not to his Manners: O Lorenzo,

If thou keep Promife, I fhall end this Strife,
Become a Chriftian, and thy loving Wife,
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Euter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, m{d Salanio.
Lor. Nay, we will flink away in Supper-time,
Difguife us at my Lodging, and return all‘ in an Hour.
Gra. We have not made good Preparation.
Sal. We have not fpoke as yet of Torch-bearers.
Sola. *Tis vile, unlefs it may be quaintly ordered,
And better in my mind not undertook.
Lor. *Tis now but foura Clock, we have two Hours
To furnith us. Friend Launcelor, what’s the News?
Enter Launcelot with 4 Letter.

Lanun. And it fhall pleafe you to break up this, it fhall

feem to fignifie.
Lor. 1 know the Hand, in faith *tis a fair Hand,
And whiter than the Paper it writ on,
Is, the fair Hand that writ.

Gra. Love-news, in faith.

Lann. By your leave, Sir.

Lor. Whither goeft thou 2

Laun. Marry to bid my old Mafter the Few to Sup to
Night with my new Mafter the Chriftian.

Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle effica
I will not fail her, fpeak it privately.

Go, Gen}:lemen, will you prepare you for this Mask to
Night?
I am prgvidcd of a Torch-bearer. [Exit Laun.

Sal. Ay marry, Ill be gone about it ftrait.

Sola. And fo will I.

Lor. Meet me and Gratiane at Gratiand’s Lodging
Some hour hence.

Sal. °Tis good we do fo. [ Exit.

Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Feffica ?

Lor. I muft needs tell thee all, fhe hath direGed
How I fhall take her from her Father’s Houfe,
What Goldand Jewels fhe is furnifh’d with,
What Page’s Suit fhe hath in readinefs;
If er the Few her Father come to Heav'n,
It will be for his gentle Daughter’s fake ;
And never dare Misfortune crofs her Foor,
Unlefs the do it under this excufe,
That fhe is Iffue to a faithlels Few
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Come go with me, perufe this as thou goeft,

Fair Feffica thal) be my Torch-bearer. [Exenn,

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.
Shy. Well, thou fhalt fee, thy Eyes fhall be thy
The difference of old Shylock and BafJanio;
What Feffica! Thou fhalt not Gormandize
As thou haft done with me——What Felfica !
And fleep, and fnore, and rend Apparel out.
Why Feffica, 1 fay.
Lann. Why Feffica !
Shy. Who bids thee call2 T did not bid thee call.
Lawn. Your Worfhip was wont to tell me
T could do nothing without bidding.
: Enter Jeflica.
Fef. Call you? What is your will 2
Shy. I am bid forth to Supper, Feffica,
There are my Keys: But wherefore thould I go?
I am not bid for Love; they flatter me;
But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Chriftian. Felffica, my Girl,
Look to my Houfe, I am right loth to go,
There is fome ill 2 brewing towards my Reft,
For I did dream of Mony-Bags laft Night.
Lann, 1 befeech you Sir go, my young Malter
Doth expe& your reproach.
Shy. Sodo I his.
Lann. And they have confpired together, T will
you fhall fee a Mask, but if youdo, then it was not

thing that my Nofe fell a bleeding on Black Munday laft,
morning, falling out that Year on Afh-

at fix a Clock i’th’
Wednefday was four Year in the afteraoon,
Shy. What are their Masks 2 Hear youme, Feffia,
ock up my Doors, and when you hear the Drum
And the vile {quealing of the wry-neck’d Fife,
Clamber not you up to the Cafements then,
Nor thruft your Head into the publick Sereet
To gaze on Chriftian Fools with varnifh’d Faces;
But ftop my Houfe’s Ears, I mean my Cafements,
Let not the found of fhallow Foppery enter
My fober Houfe. By Facob’s Staff I fwear,

(-

Judge,

not fay
for no-

I have
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I have no mind of Feafting forth to Night:

But I will go; go you before me, Sirrahs

Say I will come.

Lann. T will go before, Sir.

Miftrefs, look out at Window for all this;

There will come a Chriftian by, :

Will be worth a Few's Eye. [ ExitLaun,
Shy. What fays that Fool of Hagar’s Off-fpring? ha.
J¢/. His words were Farewel Miftrefs, nothing elfe.
Shy. The Patch is kind enough, but a huge Feeder

Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day

More than the wild Cat ; Drones hive not with me,

Therefore I part with him, and part with him

To one that [ would have him help to wafte

His borrowed Purfe. Well, Yeffica, go in,

Perhaps I will return immediately ;

Doas I bid you, fhut Doors after you, faft bind, faft find,

A Proverb never ftale in thrifty Mind. [ Exit.
7¢/- Farewel; and if my Fortune be not. croft,
I have a Father, you a Daughter loft. ([ Ewxir.

Enter Gratiano and Salanio in Mafguerade.

Gra. This is the Pent-houfe under which Zorenze defired
us to make a ftand.

Sal. His hour is almoft paft.
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour,
For Lovers ever run before the Clock.
Sal. O ten times fafter Penus Pigeons fly
To fteal Loves Bonds new made, than they are wont
To keep obliged Faitli unforfeited.
Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a Feaft
With that keen Appetite that he fits down 2
Where is the Horfe that doth untread again
His tedious Meafures with the unbated Fire
That he did pace them firft2 All things that are,
Are with more Spirit chafed than enjoy’d.
How like a Younker or a Prodigal
The skarfed Bark puts from her native Bay,
Huge’d and embraced by the ftrumpet Wind ;
How like a Prodigal fhe doth return
With over-wither’d Ribs and ragged Sails,
Lean, rent and beggar’d by the ftrumpet Wind?
G2 :
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The Merchant of Venice,

Enter Lorenzo,

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereafter.

Lor. Sweet Friends, your Patience for my long abode,
Not I, but my Affairs have made you wait;
When you fhall pleafe to play the Thieves for Wives,
T'll watch aslong for you then; approach;
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoa, who’s within2

Jeflica above in Boy’s Cloths.

Fe¢fc Who are you? tell me for more certainty,
Albeit I'll fwear that I do know your Tongue.

Lor.| Lorenzo, and thy Love.

Fe¢f: Lorenzo certain, and my Love indeed,

For who love I fo much? And now who knows
But you, Zorenze, whether I.am yours ¢

Lor. Heav’n and thy Thoughts are witnefs that thou art.
F¢/- Here, catch this Casket, it is worth the painss

I am glad °tis Night, you do not look on me,

For I am much atham’d of my exchange ;

i But Love is blind, and Lovers cannor fee

' The pretty Follies that themfelves COmmit

For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh

To fee me thus transformed to a Boy.

Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer,
J¢/- What, muft I hold a Candle to my Shame?
h They in themfelves goodfooth are too too light,
e Why, °tis an Office of difcovery, Love,
il And I fhould be obfcur’d. :
Lor. Soyou are, Sweet,

Even in the lovely garnifh of a Boy; but come at once,

For the clofe Night doth play the Run-away,

g And we are ftaid for at Baffanio’s Feaft, ;
i 72 Twill make faft the Doors, and gild my felf
g With fome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight.

Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Few.
Lor. Befthrew me but I love her heartily,

For fhe is wife, if I can judge of her,

And fair the is, if that mine Eyes be true,

And true fhe is, as fhe hath prov’d her felf;

And therefore like her felf, wife, fair, and trye;

Shall fhe be placed in my conftant Soul, =

Enter
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Enter Jefhica.
What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away,

Our masking Mates by this time for us ftay. [ Exit.

Enter Anthonio.
Anth. Who's there?
Gra. Signior Anthonio.
Anth. Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft?
*Tis nine a Clock, our Friends all ftay for you, ,
No Mask to Night, the Wind is come about,
Baffanio prefently will go aboard,
I have fent twenty out to feek for you.
Gra. T am glad on’t, T defire no more Delight
Than to be under Sail, and gone to Night. [ Exenns,

S CENE NI Belmont.

EnterPortia with Morrochius, and both their Trains.
Por. Go, draw afide the Curtain, and difcover
The feveral Caskets to this Noble Prince.
Now make your Choice. [ ThreeCaskets are difcovered,
Mor, The firft of Gold, who this Infcription bears,
Who chufeth me, [ball gain what many Men defire.
The fecond Silver, which this Promife carries,
Who chufeth me, fball get as much as be deferves.|
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt,
Who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath.
How fhall I know if I do chufe the right?
Por. The one of them contains my Pi&ure, Prince,
If you chufe that, then I am yours withal,
Mor. Some God dire& my Judgment, let me fee,
I will furvey the Infcriptions back again;
What fays this Leaden Casket?
Who chufeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath.
Muft give for what? for Lead 2
This Casket threatens. Men that hazard all,
Do it in hope of fair Advantages :
A golden Mind ftoops notto thows of Drofs,
I'll then nor give nor hazard ought for Lead.
What fays the Silver with her virgin hue 2
Who chuféth me, fhall get as much as be deferves.
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550 The Merchant of Venice.

As much as he deferves; paufe there, Morrochins,
And weigh thy value with an even hand,
If thou beeft rated by the eftimation,
Thou doft deferve enough, and yet enough
May not extend fo far as to the Lady ;
And yet to be afraid of my deferving,
Were but a weak difabling of my felf.
As much as I deferve——why that’s the Lady.
I do in Birth deferve her, and in Fortunes,
In Graces, and in Qualities of Breeding :
But more than thefe, in love T do deferve.
What if I ftray’d no farther, but chufe here 2
Let’s fee once more this Saying grav’d in Gold.
Who chufeth me, fball gain what many Men defire.
Why that’s the Lady, all the World defires her:
From the four Corners of the Earth they come
To Kifs this Shrine, this mortal breathing Saint.
The Hircanian Defaits and the valt Wilds
Of wide Arabia are as Thorough-Fares now
For Princes to come view fair Portia,
The Watery Kingdom, whofe ambitious Head
Spits in the Face of Heav’n, is no Bar
To ftop the foreign Spirits, but they come,
As o’er a Brook, to fee fair Portia.
One of thefe three contain her heav’nly Picure.
Is’t like that Lead contains her ¢ "Twere Damnation
To think fo bafe a thought; it weretoo grofs
To rib her Searcloth in the obfcure Grave;
Or fhall I think in Silver fhe’s immur’d,
Being ten times undervalued to try’d Gold ;
O finful thought, never fo rich a Jem
Was fet in worfe than Gold | They have in England
A Coin that bears the Figure of an Angel
Stampt in Gold, but that’s infculpt upons
But here an Angel ina Golden Bed
Lyes all within. Deliver me the Key;
Here do T ehufe, and thrive T as | may.
Por. There takeit, Prince, and if my Form lye there
Then I am yours. [Unlocki
Mor. O Hell! What have we here, 2 carrion Death
Within whofe empty Eye there is a written S :

crowl ;

#g the Gold Caskets
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All that glifters is not Gold,

Often have you heard that told ;
Many a Man his Life bath foldy
But my Outfice to bebold :

Gilded Timber do Worms infold :
Had you been as Wife as Bold,
Young in Limbs, in Judgment oldy
Your Anfwer bad not been infcroldy
Fare you welly, your Suit is colds

Mor. Cold indeed, and Labour loft,
Then farewel Hear, and welcome Froft:
Portia adieu, I have too griev'd a Heart :
To rake a tedious leave : Thus Lofers part. [Exit.
Por. A gentle riddance : Draw the Curtains, go;
Let all of his Complexion chufe me fo. [ Exennt.

SCENE IV. Venice.

Enter Solarino and Salanio.

Sal, Why Man, I faw Baffanio under fail,
With him is Gratiano gone along ;
And in their Ship I am fure Lorenzo is not.'

Sola. The Villain Few with Outcries rais’'d the Duke,
Who went with him to fearch Baflunio’s Ship.

Sal. He comes too late, the Ship was under fail ;
But there the Duke was given to underftand
That in a Gondalo were {een together
Lorenzo and his Amorous Fefica :
Befides, Anthonio certify’d the Duke
They were not with Baffanio in his Ship.

Sola. 1 never heard a Paffion fo confus’d,
So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable,
As the Dog Few did utter in the Streets;
My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter,
Fled with a Chriftian, O my Chriftian Ducats!
Juftice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter ;
A fealed Bag, two fealed Bags of Ducats,
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52 The Mevchant of Venice.

Of double Ducats, ftoln from me b
And Jewels, two rich and precious Stones,

Stoln by my Da

She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats.

Sal. Why all

Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats.

Sola. Let goo

Or he fhall pay for this.
Sal. Marry well remembred,
I reafon’d with a Frenchman yelterday,
1 the narrow Seas that part
The French and Englifb, there mifcarried
A Veflel of our Country ricl
I thought upon Authonis whe
And with’d in filence that it
Sola. You were beft to tel] “Anthonio what you hear,
Yet do not {uddenly,
Sal. A kinder Gent

I faw Baflanio and <Anthonio part,

Who told me,

Baffanio told him

Of his return: He anfwer
Slubber not Bufinefs for my fake, Baffanio,

But ftay the very

And for the Fex’s Bond which he hath of

Let it not enter in
Be merry, and em

To Courtthip, and fiic}

As fhall convenien

And even there, his Ey

Turning his Face,

And with Affe&io
€ wrung Baffanio
Sola. 1 think he

T pray thee let ug 80 and find him our, ;
And quicken his embraced Heavinefs

With fome Deligh
Sal. Do we fo.

y my Daughter,
ughter, Juftice, find the Girl,
the Boys in Penice follow him,

d _Anthonio look he keep his Day,

ly fraught :
n he told me,
were not his.

for it may grieve him,
leman treads not the Earth,

he would make fome fpeed
red, do not fo,

riping of the time,

me,

your mind of Love ;

ploy your chicfeft thoughts
b fair oftents of Loye

tly become you there ;

e being big with Tears,

he put his Hand behind him,

n wondrous fenfible

's Hand, and fo they parted,

only loves the World for him

t or other,

[ Exesnt,

SCENE
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S CE N E V. Belmont.

Enter Nerifla and a Servant. ;
Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the Curtain ftraight,
The Prince of _Arragon hath ta’en his Oath,
And comes to his Election prefently.

Enter Arragon, his Train, Portia, Flor. Cornets.
The Caskets are difcoverd.

Por. Behold there ftand the Caskets, roble Prince,
If you chufe that wherein I am contain’d,
Straight fhall our Nuptial Rights be folemniz’d:
But if you fail, without more Speech, my Lord,
You muft be gone from hence immediately. X
Ar. I am enjoin’d by Oath to obferve three things;
Firft, never to unfold to any one
Which Casket *twas I chofe; next, if I fail
Qf the right Casket, never in my Life
To woo a Maid in way of Marriage :
Laftly, if I do fail in fortune of my Choice,
Immediately to leave you, and be gone.
Por. To thefe Injun&ions every one doth fwear
That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf,
Ar. And fo have I addreft me, Fortune now
To my Heart’s Hope; Gold, Silver, and bafe Lead.
Who chafeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath.
You fhall look fairer e’er I give or hazard.
What fays the Golden Cheft, ha, let me fee;
Who chufeth me, [ball gain what many Men defire.,
What many, Men defire that AZany, may be meant
By the fool Multitude that chufe by Show,
Not learning more than the fond Eye doth teach,
Which pryes not to th’ Interior; but like the Martlet
Builds in the Weather on the outward Wall,
Even in the Force and Road of Cafualty.
I will not chufe what many Men defire,
Becaufe I will not jump with common Spirits,
And rank me with the barbarous Multitudes.
Why then to thee thou filver Treafure-houfe,
Tell me once more, what Title thou doft bear;
Who chufeth me [ball ger as much as he deférves ;
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And well faid too, for who fhall go about
To Cozen Fortune, and be honourable
Without the Stamp of Merit 2 let none prefume

To wear an undcferved Dignity :

O that Eftates, Degrees, and Offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that clear Honour

Were purchaft by the Merit of the Wearer!

How many then fhould cover that ftand bare?

How many be commanded that Command 2

How much low Peafantry would then be gleaned

From the true Seed of Honour? And how much Eonour
Pickt from the Chaff and Ruin of the Times,

To be new varnith’d? Well, but to my Choice;

Who chufeth me, [ball get as much as be deferves:

I will affume Defert; give me a Key for this,

And inftantly unlock my Fortunes here.

Por. Too long a Paufe for that which yon find there;
[Unlocking the filver Casket.
r. What’s here ! the Portrait of a blinking Idiot,
Prefenting me a Schedule 2 T will read it s
How much unlike art thou to Portia?

How much unlike my Hopes and my deferving 2
Who chufeth me fhail have as much as he deferves:
Did I deferve no more than a Fool’s Head 2

Is that my Prize? Are my Deferts no better 2

Por. To offend and judge are diftin& Offices,
And of oppofed Natures,
r. What is here?

The Fire feven times tried this,
Seven times tried thar Tndgment is
That did never chufe amifs.

Some there be that Shadews kifs,
Such have but a Shadow’d Blifi:
There be Fools alive, I wis,
Silver’d oer, and {o was this:
Take what Wife you will to bed,

4 will ever be your Head:

So be gone Sir, you are Jped.

Ar. Still more Fool I fhall appear

By the time I linger here:

With
)
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With one Fool's Head I came to woo,
But I go away with two.
Sweet adieu, I'll keep my Oath, 3
Patiently to bear my Wroth. [ Exit.
Por. Thus hath the Candle fing’d the Moth :
O thefe deliberate Fools! when they do chufe,
They have the Wifdom by their Wit to lofe.
Ner. The ancient Saying is no Herefy,
Hanging and wiving goes by Deftiny.
Por. Come, draw the Curtain, Neriffa.
Enter a Servant.
Serve Where is my Lady?
Por. Here, what would my Lord?
Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your Gate
A young Penctian, one that comes before
To figmfy th® Approaching of his Lord,
From whom he bringeth fenfible Regreets;
To wit, befides Commends and courteous Breath,
Gifts of rich Value; yet I have not feen
So likely an Ambaflador of Love.
A Day in April never came fo fweet,
To fhow how coftly Summer was at Hand,
As this Fore-fpurrer comes before his Lord.
Por. No more I pray thee; I am half afeard
Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee,
Thou fpend’ft fuch high-day Wit in praifing him:
Come, come, Neriffa, for I long to fee
Quick Cupid’s Poft, that comes fo mannerly.
Ner, BafJanio, Lord Love, if thy will it be.
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ACTIIL S CENE Venice.

Enter Salanio a»d Solarino.

Sola W OW, what News on the Ryalro?

Sal. Why yet it lives there unchecke, that 4x-
thowio hath a Ship of rich Lading wracke on the narrow
Seas ; the Goodwins, 1 think, they call the Place; a very
dangerous Flat, and fatal, where the Carcafles of many 2 tall

Ship
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Ship lye bury’d, as they fay, if my Goffip’s Report be an
honeft Woman of her Word.

Sola. 1 would the were as lying a Goflip in that, as ever
knapt Ginger, or made her Neighbours believe the wept for
the Death of a third Husband ; but it is true, without an
Slips of Prolixity, or croffing the plain High-way of Talk,
that the good Anthonio, the honeft Anthonioe— 0 that I had
a Title good enough to keep his Name Company !

Sal. Come, the full ftop.

Sola, Ha, what fay’ft thou? Why the end is, he hathloft
a Ship.

S;zl.P I would it might prove the end of his Loffes,

Sola. Let me fay Amen betimes, left the Devil crofs my
Prayer; for here he comes in the Likenefs of a Few. How
now Shylock, what News among the Merchants?

Enter Shylock.

Sky. You knew, none fo well, none {o well as you, of my

Daughter’s Flight.

Sal. That’s certain; I for my part knew the Tailor that
made the Wings fhe flew withal,
Sola. And Shyleck_for his own part knew the Bird was

fledg’d, and then it is the Complexion of them all to leave
the Dam.

Shy. She is damn’d for ir.

Sal. That’s certain, if the Devil may be her Judge.

Shy. My own Flefh and Blood to rebel,

Sela. Out upon it, old Carrion, Rebels it'at thefe Years?

Shy. 1 fay, my Daughter is my Fleth and Blood.

Sal. There is more Difference between thy Fleth and hers,
than between Jet and Ivory; more between your Bloods,
than there is bétween red Wiae and R henifh - But tell us,
dozyou hear whether Anzhonis have had any Lofs at Sea or
no?

Shy. There I have another bad Match, a Bankr
Prodigal, who dare fcarce fhew his Head ankrupt, a

Beggar! that was us'd to come fo fmug up
him look to his Bond ; o

him look to his Bond;

Chriftian Courtefie; let him look to his B
Sal, Why I am fure if he forfeit,

Flefh: What's that good forz

thou wilt not eake his

Shy.

(=




The Merchant of Venice. 557
Shy. To bait Fifh withal. If it will feed nothing elfe,

it will feed my Revenge; he hath difgrac’d me, and hindred -

me half a Million, laught at my Lofles, mockt at my Gains,
fcorn’d my Nation, thwarted my Bargains, cool’d my Friends,
heated mine Enemies; and what’s the Reafon? I am a Few:
Hath not a Few Eyes2 Hath not a Few Hands, Organs,
Dimenfions, Senfes; Affeétions, Paflions2 Fed with thefame
Food, hurt with the fame Weapons, fubje¢t to the fame Di-
feafes; heal’d by the fame Means, warm’d and cool’d by the
fame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is? If you prick
us; do we not bleed 2 if you tickle us, do we not laugh 2
if you poifon us, do we not die 2 and if you wrong us,
fhall we not revenge? if we are like you in the reft, we will
refemble you in that., Ifa Few wrong a Chriftian, what
is his Humility? Revenge. If a Chriftian wrong a Few,
what fhould his Sufferance be by a Chriftian Example 2
Why Revenge. The Villany you teach me I will exe-
cute, and it fhall go hard but I will better the Inftru&i-
on.
Enter a Servant from Anthonio,

Ser. Gentlemen, my Mafter Anthonio is at hisHoufe, and
defires to fpeak with you both.

Sal. We have been up and down to feek him.

Enter Tuball,

Sola. Here comes another of the Tribe; a third cannot be
match’d, unlefs the Devil himfelf turn Few.

[ Exennt Sala. and Solar.

Shy. How now Twball, what News from Genowa? Haft
thou found my Daughter?

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

Shy. Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone coft
me two thoufand Ducats in Frankford; the Curfe never fell
upon our Nation ’till now, I never felt it "till now; two
thoufand Ducats in that, andother precious, precious Jewels.
I would my Daughter were dead at my Foot, and the Jewels
in her Ear; would fhe were hearft at my Foot, and the
Ducats in her Coffin; No News of them; why o2 and I
know not how much is fpent in the Search : why then Lofs
upon Lofs, the Thief gone with fo much, and fo much to

find
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558 The Merchant of Venice,

find the Thief, and no Satisfa&tion, no Revenge; nor no
ill Luck ftirring, but what lights a my Shoulders, no Sighs
but a my breathing, no Tears but a my fhedding.

Tub. Yea, other Men have ill Luck too; Anthonio, 35 |
heard in Genona—-

Shy. What, what, ill Luck, ill Luck?2

Zub. Hath an Argofie caft away, coming from Trip-
lisa
Shy. I thank God, I thank God 3 Is it true? is it

true 2

Zub. I fpoke with fome of the Sailors that efcap’d the
Wrack.

Shy. I thank thee good Twball; good News, good News;
ha, ha, where? in Genona?

Tub. Your Daughter fpent in Genowa, as I heard, one
Night fourfcore Ducats.

Shy. Thou ftick’ft a Dagger in me; I fhall never fee my
Gold again; fourfcore Ducats at a Sitting, fourfcore Dus
cats!

Tub. There came divers of Authonis's Creditors in my
Eon;{pany to PVemice, that fwear he cannot chufe but

reak.

Shy. T am glad of it, I'll plague him, I’l] torture him; I
am glad of it. -

Tub. One of them thew’d me 3 Ring that he had of your
Daughter for a Monky, :

Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureft me, Tuball;
Twrquoifé, X had it of Zeah when I was Batchelor
not have given it for a Wildernefs of Monkies.

7';45. But fnthonio is certainly undone,

Siy. Nay, that’s true, that’s ver true; g0, 7y an
Officer, befpeak him a Fortnigh); beforf, I vfﬁil’lfif/? :he
Heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of Pznice, I
can make what Merchandize I will! Go, Tuball, and m’eet
me at our Synagogue; go, good Tuball, at our Synagogue,

Tusball, [ Exeant.

it wasmy
; T would
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oF SCENE I1l. Belmont.

iy
/i Enter Baflanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendants.
The Caskets are [et ont.
Por. I pray you tarry, paule a Day or two
o Before you hazard; for in chufing wrong
I lofe your Company ; therefore forbear a while,
e There’s fomething tells me, but it is not Love,
I would not lofe you, arnd you know your felf,
(1 Hate counfels not in fuch a Quality.
But left you fhould not underftand me well,
u And yet « Maiden hath no Tongue but Thought,
I would detain you here fome Month or two,
" Berore you venture for me. I could teach you
How to chufe right, but then I am forfworn;
" So will I never be, fo may you mifs me;
y But if you do, you’ll make me wifh a Sin,
” That I had been forfworn. Befhrew your Eyes,
/ They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me;
One half of me is yours, the other half
: Mine own, I would fay : But firft mine, then yours;
" And {o all yours. O thefe naughty Times
4 Puts Bars between the Owners and their Rights:
f{ And fo tho’ yours, not yours, prove it {o,
‘, Let Fortune go to Hell for it, not I.
I {peak too long, but ’tis to poize the Time,
To eche ir, and draw it cut in Length,
To ftay you from Eletion,
Baf. Let me chufe;
For as I am I live upon the Rack.
Por..Upon the Rack, Baffanio, then confefs
What Treafon there is mingled with yeur Love.
Baf|. None but that ugly Treafon of Miftruft,
Which makes me fear the enjoying.of my Love:
There may as well be Amity and Life,
“Tween Snow and Fire, as Treafon and my Love.
Por, Ay, but I fear you fpeak upon the Rack,
Where Men enforced do fpeak any thing.
Bafl. Promife me Life, and I’ll confefs the Truth.
Por, Well then, confefs and live.
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560 The Merchant of Venice.

Baff. Confefs and Love,
Had been the very Sum of my Confeffion;
O happy Torment, when my Tortyrer
Doth teach me Anfwers for Deliverance
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets.

Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them;

If you do love me, you will find me out.
Neriffa, and the reft, ftand all aloof,
Let Mufick found while he doth make his Choice;
Then if he lofe, he makes 2 Swan-like end,
Fading in Mufick. That the Comparifon
May ftand more proper, my Eye fhall be the Stream
And watry Death-bed for him: He may win,
And what is Mufick then? Then Mufick is
Even as the Flourith, when true Subje&s bow
To anew crowned Monarch: Such it is,
As are thofe dulcet Sounds in break of Day,
That creep into the dreaming Bridegroom’s Ear,
And fummon him to Marriage. Now he goes
With no lefs Prefence, but with much more Love
Than young Alsides, when he did redeem
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy
To the Sea-monfter: I ftand for Sacrifice;
The reft aloof are the Dardaniay Wives,
With bleared Vifages come forth to view
The Iffue of th’ Exploit, Go Hercules,
Live thou, I live, with much, much mor
I view the Fight, than thou that mak’ft

e Difmay
the Fray. :

[ Mnfick within
<A Song whilft Baflanio comments on 1), Caskets to himfelf.

Tell me where is Fancy bred,

Or in the Heart, or in the Head
How begot, how nonrifbed 2

1t is engendred in the E yes,

With Gazing fed, and Fancy djes
I the Cradle wwhere it Yyes::

Let us all ring Fancy’s Knell,

T’ll begin it. ¥
Ding, dong, Bell,

All, Ding, dong, Bell,




i

The Merchant of Venice. §61

Bal. So may the outward Shows be leaft themfelves.
The World is ftill deceiv’d with Ornament.
In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt,
But being feafon’d with a gracious Voice,
Obfcures the Show of Evil? In Religion
What damned Error, but fome fober Brow
Will blefs it, and approve it with a Text,
Hiding the Grofinefs with fair Ornament?
There is no Vice fo fimple, but affumes
Some Mark of Virtue on his outward Parts;
How many Cowards, whofe Hearts are all as falfe
As Stairs of Sand, wear yet upon their Chins
The Beards of Hercules and frowning Mars?
Who inward fearcht, have Livers white as Milk, :
And thefe affume but Valour’s Excrement,
To render them redoubted. ILook on Beauty,
And you fhall fee ’tis purchas’d by the Weighr,
Which therein works a Miracle in Nature,
Muking them lighteft that wear moft of its
So are thofe crifped fnaky golden Locks
Which makes fuch wanton Gambols with the Wind
Upon fuppofed Fairnefs, often known
To be the dowry of a fecond Head;
The Scull that bred them in the Sepulcher.
Thus Ornament is but the gilded Shore
To a moft dangerous Sea; the beauteous Scarf
Veiling an Zndian Beauty; in a Word,
The feeming Truth which cunning Times put on
To entrap the Wifeft, Therefore, thon gaudy Gold,
Hard Food for Aidas, T will none of thee,
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common Drudge
"Tween Man and Man; but thou, thou meager Lead,
Which rather threatneft than doft Promife ought;
Thy Palenefs moves me more than Eloquence,
And here chufe I, Joy be the Confequence,
Por. How all the other Paffions fleet to Air,
As doubtful Thoughts, and rafh embrac’d Defpair,
And ﬂmddring Fear, and green-cy’d Jealoufie.
O Love be moderate, allay thy Extalie;
In meafure rain thy Joy, fcant this Excefs,

I feel too much thy Blefling, make it lefs,
Vor. II. H
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For fear I furfeit. [ Opening the leaden Caskits
BafJl. What find T here?

Fair Portia’s Counterfeit. What Demy-God

Hath come fo near Creation2 Move thefe Eyes?

Or whether riding on the Balls of mine

Seem they in Motion? Here are fever'd Lips

Parted with Sugar Breath; fo fweet a Bar .

Should funder fuch fweet Friends: Here in her Hairs

The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven

A golden Meth ¢’ intrap the Hearts of Men

Fafter than Gnats in Cobwebs: But her Eyes,

How could he fee to do them? Having made one,

Methinks it thould have Power to {teal both his,

And leave itfelf unfinith’d : Yet look how far

The Subftance of my Praife doth wrong this Shadow

In underprifingit ; fo far this Shadow

Doth limp behind the Subftance, Here’s the Scrowl;

The Continént and Summary of my Fortune.

Yors that chufe not by the View,
Chance as fair, and chufe as true:
Since this Fortune falls to yous

Be content, and feck no new,

Lf you be well pleafed with this,

And hold your Fortune for your Blifs,
Turn you where Jour Lady is,

And claim ber »ith 4 loving Kifs,

A gentle Scrowl ; FairLady, by your Leave, = [Kiffing hets
I come by Note to give, and to recejve.
Like one of two contending in a Prize,
That thinks he hath done well in Peoples
Hearing Applaufe and univerfal Shone,
Giddy in Spirit, ftill gazing in a Doubt,
Whether thofe Peals of Praife be his o
So thrice fair Lady ftand T even fo,
As doubtful whether what I fee be true,
Until confirm’d, fign’d, ratify’d by you.
Por. You fee, my Lord Baffanio, where I ftand
Such as I am; tho’ for my {clf alone, 4
I would not be ambitious in my Wifh,

Eyes;

no;
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To with my {elf much better; yet for you,
(uf I would be trebled twenty Times my felf,

b A thoufand times more fair, ten thoufand Times
: More rich, that to ftand high in your Account,

b I might in Virtues, Beauties, Livings, Friends,

: Exceed Account; but the full Sum of me

bk Is Sum of nothing; 'which to term in grofs,

il Is an unleflon’d Girl, unfchool’d, unpractis’d s

: Happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old
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But fhe may learn; happier then in this,

She is not bred fo dull but fhe can learn;
Happiclt of all is, that her gentle Spirit
Commits it felf to yours to be dire&ed,

As from her Lord, her Governor, her King,

My felf, and what is mine, to you and yours

Is now converted. But now I was the Lady
Of this fair Manfion, Miftrefs of my Servants,
Queen o’er my felf, and even now ; but now
This Houfe, thefe Servants, and this fame my felf
Are yours my Lord, I give them with this Ring,
Which when you part from, lofe, or give away,
Let it prefage the Ruin of your Love,

And be my Vantage to exclaim on you.

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me of all Words,

Only my Blood fpeaks to you in my Veins,

And there is fuch Confufion in my Powers,

As after fome Oration fairly fpoke

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing pleafed Multitude,

Where every fomething being blent together,
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of Joy

Expreft, and not expreft; but when this Ring
Parts from this Finger, then parts Life from hence;
O then be bold to fay, Baffanio’s dead.

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time,
That have ftood by, and feen our Withes profper,
To cry Good Joy, good Joy, my Lord and Lady.

Gra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady,

I wifh you all the Joy that you can wifh;

For I am fure you can wifh none from me:

And when your Honours mean to folemnize
M3
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The Bargain of your Faith, I do befeech you
Even at that time I may be married too.
Baff. With all my Heart, fo thou canft get a Wife,
Gra, I thank your Lordthip, you have got me ones
My Eyes, my Lord, can look as fwift as yours:
You faw the Miftrefs, I beheld the Maid;
You lov’d; I lov’d forIntermiilion,
No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you:
Your Fortune ftood upon the Caskets there,
And fo did mine too, as the Matter falls :
For wooing Herd, until I {weat again,
Ard fwearing *till my very Roof was dr
With Oaths of Love, at laft, if Promife laft,
I got a Promife of this fair one here,
To have her Love, provided that your Fortune
Atchiev’d her Miftrefs.
Por. Is this true, Neriffz?’
Ner, Madam, it is fo, {o you {tand pleas’d withal.
Baff. And do you, Gratiano, mean good Faith?
Gra. Yes Faith my Lord,
Baff. Our Fealt (hall be much honoured in your Mars
riage.
Gra. We'll play with them, the firft Boy for a thoufand
Ducats.
Ner. What, and ftake down ?
Gra. No, we fhall ne’er win at that Sport, and ftakedowns
But who comes'here? Lorenzp and his ‘l'nﬁde]@
What, and my old Zenerian Friend, Salanio?

Enter Lorenzo, Jeflica, and Salanio,
Baff. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither,
If that the Youth of my new Intereft here
Have Power to bid you welcome. By your Leave
I bid my very Friends and Country-men,
Sweet Portia, welcome.
Por. So do I, my Lord; they are intirely welcome.
Lor. I thank your Honour:  For my part, my Lord,
My Purpofe was not to have feen you here,
But meeting with Salanio by the way,
He did intreat me paft all faying nay,
‘To come with him along.
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Sal. I did my Lord,
And I have reafon for it; Signior Anthonio
Commends him to you,

Baff. E’er I ope this Letter,

I pray you tell me how my good Friend doth.

Sal. Not fick, my Lord, unlefs it be in Mind;
Nor well, unlefs in Mind : His Letter there
Will fhew you his Eftate,

Baflanio epens the Letter.

Gra. Nerifa, cheer yond Stranger, bid her welcome.
Your Hand, Salanio; what's the News from Penice?
How doth that Royal Merchant, good Anthonie?

I know he will be glad of our Succefs:
We are the Fafons, we have won the Fleece.

Sal. I would you had won the Fleece that he hath loft.
Por, There are

fome fhrewd Contents in yond fame Paper,
Thart fteals the Colour from Baffanio’s Cheek :
Some dear Friend dead, elfe nothing in the World
Could turn {o much the Conftitution
Of any conftant I"lan. What, worfe and worfe!
With Leave, Baffinio, T am half your felf,
And muft freely have the half of any thing
That this fame Paper brings you.
Bafl. O {weet Portia!
Here are a few of the unpleafant’ft Words
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady,
When I did firft impart my Love to you,
I freely told you, all the Wealth T had
Ran in my Veins, I wasa Gentleman,
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady,
Rating my [elf at nothing, you fhall fee
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you
My State was nothing, I fhould then have told you,
That I was worfe than nothing. For indeed
I have engag’d my felf to a dear Friend;
Engag’d my Friend to his meer Enemy,
To feed my Means. Here is a Letter, Lady;
The Paper as the Body of my Friend,
And every Word in it a gaping Wound,
Hluing Life-blood. But is it true, Salamio?
Have all his Ventures fail'd! What, not one hitl
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From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England,
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India,

Ard not one

Of Merchant-marring Rocks?

Sal. Not one, my Lord:
Befides, it fhould appear, that if he had
The prefent Mony to difcharge the Few,

He would no
A Creature t

So keen and greedy to confound a Man, ;
He plies the Duke at Morning and at Night,
Ard doth impeach the Freedom of the State,

If they deny
The Duke h

Of greateft Port have all perfuaded with him,

But none can

Of Forfeiture, of Julftice, and his Bond.

Fel. Whe

To Tuball and to Chus, his Country-men,
That he would rather have Anthonio’s Flefh

Than twenty

Ttat he did owe him; and I know, my Lord,
If Law, Auth

It will go ha

Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus in Trouble ?
Bafl. The deareft Friend to me,

The beft con
In doing Coy

The ancient Roman Honour more appears
Than any that draws Breath in Zzaly.
Por. What Sum owes he the
B4fJ. For me three thoufand Ducats,
Por. What, no more 2

Pay him fix

Double fix thoufand, and then treble tl
Before a Friend of this Defcription

Shall lofe a Hair through m
Firlt go with me to Church

And then aw
For never fha

With an unquiet Soul, You fhall haye Gold

The Merchant of Venice.

Veflcl ’fcape the dreadful Touch

t take it. Never did T know
hat did bear the Shape of Man,

him Juftice. Twenty Merchants,
imfelf, and the Magnificoes

drive him from the envious Plea

n I was with him, I have heard him fwear,

times the Value of the Sum

ority, and Power deny not,
rd with poor Anthonio,

the kindeft Man,
d, and unweary’d Spirit
s; and one in whom

dition
irtefie

ew?

thoufand, and deface the Bond;

1at,

Y Baffanie’s Fault.
» and call me Wife,
0 your Friend;
Portia’s Side

ay to Venice t
1l you lye by

(e
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To pay the petty Debt twenty times over.

When it is paid, bring your true Friend along;
My Maid Neriffz, and my felf mean time,

Will live as Maids and Widows: Come away,
For you (hall hence upon my Wedding-day.

Bid your Friends welcome, fhow a merry Cheer;
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend.

Baff.reads. CWeet Baflanio, my Ships have all mifecarry’d, my

vV Creditors grow cruel, my E/z’;zte 15 very low,
my Bond to theJew is forfeits and [ince, in paying ity it isimpof-
fible I (bould live, all Debts are cleared between you and I,
if I might fee yon at my Death; notwithftanding ufe your
Pleafure: If yonr Love do not perfuade yon to come, let not
my Letter,

Por. O Love! difpatch all Bufinefs, and be gone.
Baf. Since I have your good Leave to go away,
I will make hafte; but ’till I come again,
No Bed fhall ¢’er be guilty of my Stay,
Nor Reft be Interpofer *twixt us two. - [ Exeunt.

SCEN E IIl. Penice.

Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, aund rhe Goaler.

Shy. Goaler, look to him: Tell me not of Mercy.
This is the Fool that lends out Mony Gratis. :
Goaler, look to him.

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock,

Shy. I'll have my Bond; fpeak not againft my Bond:
T have fworn an Qath that I will have my Bond.
Thou call't me Dog before thou hadft a Caufe;
But fince I am a Dog, beware my Fangs:
‘The Duke fhall grant me Juftice, Ido wonder,
Thou naughty Goaler, that thou art fo fond
To come Abroad with him at his Requeft.

Ant. I pray thee hear me fpeak.

Shy. I'll have my Bond; I will not hear thee fpeak:
T’ll have my Bond; and therefore fpeak no more.
I’ll not be made a foft and dull-ey’d Fool,
To fhake the Head, relent, and figh and yield
To Chriftian Iaterceflors. Follow not;
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T'll have no fpeaking ; T will have my Bond. [ Exit Shylock,
Sola. Tt is the moft impenetrable Cur

That ever kept with Men.
<dnt. Let him alone,

Ill follow him no more with bootlefs Prayers:

He feeks my Life; his R cafon well I know ;

I oft deliverd from his Forfeitures

Many that have at times made Moan to me;

Therefore he hates me.

Sola. T am fure the Duke will never grant this Forfeiture
to hold.
<Int. The Duke cahnot deny the Courfe of Law;

For the Commodity that Strangers have
With us in Penice, if it be deny’d,
Will much impeach the Juftice of the State,
Since that the Trade and Profit of the City
Confifteth of all Nations. Therefore go,
Thefe Griefs and Loffes have fo bated me,
That I fhall hardly fpare a Pound of Flefh

o Morrow to my bloody Creditor.,
Well, Goaler, on; pray God Baffanio come

o fee me pay his Debt, and then I care not. [ Exeun,

SCENE 1V. Belmont.

Lnter Portia, Nerifla,

Lotenzo, Jeffica, and a Servant of

Portia’s,
Lor. Madam, alrhough I fpeak it in your Prefence,
. You have 3 noble and a true Conceit

Of God-like Amity, which appears moft ftrongly
1 bearing thus the Abfence of your Lord ;
But if you knew to whom you fhew this Honour,
oW true 3 Gentleman you fend R elief to,
ow dear a Lover of my Lord, your Husband,
now you would be prouder of the Work,
Than cuftomary Bounty can enforce you.
Por. I never did repent for doing good,
Nor fhall not now; for in Companijons
That do converfe and wafte the Time together,
Whofe Souls do bear an equal Yoke of Love,
There muft be needs 3 like Proportion
Of Lineaments, of Manners, and of Spirit ; Which
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Which makes me think that this Anthonio,
Being the Bofom-lover of my Lord,
Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo,
How little is the Coft I have beftowed
In purchafing the Semblance of my Soul
From out the ftate of hellifh Cruelty.
This comes too near the praifing of my felf;
Therefore no more of it : Here are other things.
Lorenzo, 1 commit into your Hands,
The Husbandry and Manage of my Houfe,
Until my Lord’s return.  For mine own part,
1 have toward Heav’n breath’d a {ecret Vow,
To live in Prayer and Contemplation,
Only attended by Neriffa here,
Until her Husband and my Lord’s return.
There is a Monaftery two Miles off,
And there we will abide. I do defire you
Not to deny this Impofition,
The which my Love and fome Neceflity
Now lays upon yeu.

Lor. Madam, with all my Heart.
I fhall obey you in all fair Commands.

Por. My People do already know my mind,
‘And will acknowledge you and Feffica
In place of Lord Baflanio and my felf.

So fare you well ’till we fhall meet again.

Lor. Fair Thoughts and happy Hours attend en you.

Fefe Twifh your Ladyfhipall Heart’s Content.

Por. I thank you for your Wifh, and am well pleas’d
To wifh it back on you: Fare you well, 7effica. [ Ex.Jef.ggLor
Now, Balthazar, as I have ever found thee honett, true,
So let me find thee ftill : Take this fame Letter,

And ufe thou all the Endeavour of a Man,

In fpeed to Mantua ; fee thou render this

Into my Coufin’s Hand, Doctor Bellario,

And look what Notes.and Garments he doth give thee;
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d fpeed

Unto the Trz2je&, to the common Ferry

Which trades to Penice : Wafte no time in Words,
But get thee gone; I fhall be there before thee,

Bal. Madam, Igo with all convenient fpeed. [ Exir,
Por,
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Por. Come on, Neriffa, T have Work in hand

That you yet know not of : We'll fee our Husbands
Before they think of us?

Ner. Shall they fee us?

Por. They thall, Nerifa; but in fuch a Habit,
That they fhall think we are accomplifhed
With that we lack.  I’ll hold thee any Wager,
When we are both Accoutred Jike Young Men,
I'll prove the prettier Fellow of the two,
And wear my Dagger with the braver Grace,
And fpeak between the Change of Man and Boy,
With a reed Voice; and turn two miming Steps
Into a manly Stride, and [peak of Frays,
Like a ﬁnc.brrlgging Youth ; and tell quaint Lies,
How honourable Ladies fought my Love,
Which I denying, they fell fick and died.
I could not do withal: Then I'll repent,
And with for all that, that I had not kill'd them,
And twenty of thefe puny Lies I’ll tell,
Then Men fhall fwear T [ave difcontinued School
Above a Twelve-month, T have within my Mind
A thoufand raw Tricks of thefe bragging Jacks,
Which I wili pra&ife,

Ner. Why, thall we turg to Men?

Por. Fie, whar 3 queftion’s thar,
If thou wert near 4 lewd Inte
But come, ‘I’ll tell thee 4]
When 1 am in my Coach

At the Park Gate; and therefore hafte away,
For we muft meafiyre Twenty Mifes to day,
Enter Launcelot a,4 Jeflica,

Lann, Yes, truly : For look you, the Sins of the Father
are to be laid upon the Children ; therefore, I promife you,
I fear you, T was always plain with You; and fo nowI
fpeak my Agitation of the Matter Therefore be of good

cheer; for truly I think you are Damn’d: Theye is but one
hope in it that'can do you any good

> and ' i
o i and that is but 3 kind
Fe/o And what hope is that, 1 Pray thee?

~ Laun, Marry you may partly hope that your Father got
you not, that you are not the Few'
T

preter 2
| my whole Device
» which ftays for ys

[Exeunt,

$ Daughter,
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Fef: That were a kind of Baftard-hope indeed; fo the
Sins of my Mother fhould be vifited upon me.

Lann. Truly then I fear you are Damn’d both by Father
and Mother: Thus when you fhun Sy/l4, your Father, you fall
into Charibdis, your Mother : Well, youare gone both ways.

Fef- 1 fhall be faved by my Husband; he hath made me
a Chriftian.

Lann, Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriftians
enough before, e’en as many as could well live one by ano-
ther : This making of Chriftians will raife the Price of Hogs;
if we grow all to be Pork-caters, we (hall not fhortly havea
Rafher on the Coals for Mony.

Enter Lorenzo.

Fef. T tell my Husband, Lawncelot, what you fay:
Here he comes.

Lor. I fhall grow Jealous of you fhortly, Launcelot, if
you thus get my Wife into Corners,

Fef. Nay, youneed not fear us, Lorenzo; Lanncelo: and
I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no Mercy for me in
Heav’n, becaufe [ am a Few’s Daughter : And he fays,
you are no good Member of the Commonwealth; for in
converting Fews to Chriftians, you raife the Price of Pork.

Lor. I (hall anfwer that better to the Commonwealth than
you can the getting up of the Negro’s Belly: The A40or is
with Child by you, Lawncelot.

Lawn. It is much that the 220or fhould be more than R ea-
fon: But if the be lefs than an honeft Woman, fhe 1s indeed
more than I took her for.

Lor. How every Fool can play upon the Word! I think
the beft Grace of Wit will fhortly turn into Silence, and Dif-
courfe grow commendable in none only but Parrats, Go in,
Sirrah, bid them prepare for Dinner.

Laun. Thatis done, Sir; they haveall Stomachs.

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a Wit-fnapper are you! Then
bid them prepare Dinner.

Lann. That is done too, Sir; only Cover is the word,

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir?

Laun. Not{o, Sir, neither; I know my Duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! wilt thou fhew
the whole Wealth of thy Wit inan inftant2 I pray thee un-
derftand a plain Man in his plain Meaning : ‘Go to thy Fellows,
bid them cover the Table, ferve in the Meat, and we will
come in to Dinner, Lann,
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" Lann. For the Table, Sir, it fhall be ferve
- ‘ | Meat, Sir, it fhall be covered ; for
, ner, Sir, whyletit be as Homo

ed in; for thy
your coming in to Djp.
urs and Conceits thall gove,

[ Exit Lau,
fuited!

Lor. O dear Difcretion, how his Words are
The Fool hath planted in hijs Memory
An Army of good Words; and I do know
A many Fools that ftand in better place,
Garnifh’d like him, that for a trickfie Word
Defie the Matter: How cheer'ft thou, Yefiica ?
And now, good Sweet, fay thy Opinion,
How doft thou like the Lord BafJanio’s Wife ?
Fef2 Paft all exprefling : It is yery meet
The Lord Bufanio live an upright Life.
For having fuch 3 Blefling in his Lady,
He finds the Joys of Heav'n here on Earth ;
And if on Earth he do not mean it, it
Is reafon he thould never come to
b Why, if two gods hould play fom
i And on the Wager
And Portia one,

Heav’n, v
e heav’nly Match,
lay two carthly Women,
there muft be fomething elfe
Pawn’d with the other; for the Poor rude World
Hath not her Fellow.
Lor. Even fuch a Husband
Haft thou of me, as {he s for 2 Wife,
J¢/. Nay, butask my Opinion too of thae,
Lar. T will anon: Firft let us 80 to Dinner,
J¢ Nay, let me Praife you while I have a Stomach,
‘ji;‘!‘;’ Lor. No, pray thee, let’it ferve for Table-talk ;
i Then howfome’er thou fpeak’ft, ‘mongft other things,
I fhall digeft i,

T2 Well, Tl fet you forth,

[Excenns.
o ACTIV. 5 CENE L. Zenice.

i Enter the Duke, the Senators, Anthonjo,
I é

| Sratiano,
it Duke. ‘ N JHAT, is Anthoxiy here 2
i Ant, Ready, fo P]cafe "
your Grace.
| Duke. 1am forry for thee; thou art come to anfwer

Baflanio, and

A
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A ftony Adverfary, an inhuman Wretch,
Uncapable of Pity, void and empty
From any dram of Mercy.

Ant. T have heard
Your Grace hath ta’en great pains to qualifie
His rigorous Courfe ; but fince he ftands obdurate,
And that no lawful Means can carry me
Out of his Envy’s reach, I do oppofe
My Patience to his Fury, and am arm'd
To fuffer with a quietnefs of Spirit
The very Tyranny and Rage of his.

Duke. Go one and call the Few into the Court.

Sal. Heis ready at the Door: He comes, my Lord.

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let him ftand before our Face.
Shylock, the World thinks, and I think fo too,
“That thou but lead’ft this Fafhion of thy Malice
To the laft Hour of a&, and then ’tis thought
Thowlt thew thy Mercy and Remorfe more firange
Than is thy ftrange apparent Cruelty,
Which is a Pound of this poor Merchant’s Flefh.
Thou wilt not only lofe the Forfeiture,
But touch’d with human Gentlenefs and Love,
Forgive a moiety of the Principal,
Glancing an Eye of Pity on his Loffes
That have of late fo hudled on his back,
Enough to prefs a Royal Merchant down,
And pluck Commiferation of his State
From brafly Bofoms, and rough Hearts of Flint,
From ftubborn Zurks and Tartars, never train'd
To Offices of tender Courtefie.
We all expe&t a gentle Anfwer, Few.

Shy. T have poflefs’d your Grace of what I purpofe,
And by our holy Sabbath have I fworn
To have the Due and Forfeit of my Bond.
If you deny it, let the Danger light
Upon your Charter, and your City’s Freedom.
You’ll ask me why I rather chufe to have
A weight of Carrion Flefh, than to receive
Three thoufand Ducats ¢ I'll not anfwer that.
But fay it is my Humour, is it anfwered

What
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What if my Houfe be troubled with a Rat,
And I be pleas'd to give ten thoufand Ducats
To have it brain’d? What, are you anfwer'd yet?
Some Men there are love not a gaping Pig,

Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat,

And others, when the Bag-pipe fings i’th’ Nofe,
Cannot contain their Urine for affection.
Matterlefs Paffion fways it to the mood
Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your Anfwer,
As there is no firm reafon to be rendred

Why he cannot abide 2 gaping Pig,

Why he a harmlefs neceflary Cat,

Why he a woollen Bag-pipe, but of force

Mutt yield to fuch inevitable Shame,

As to offend himfelf, being offended ;

So can I give no Reafon, nor I will not,

More than a lodg’d hate, and 2 certain loathing

I bear Anthonio, that I follow thus

A lofing Suit againft him, Are you anfwered 2

Baf|. This is no Anfwer, thou unfeeling Man,

To excufe the current of thy Cruelty.

Shy. Lam not bound to pleafe thee with my Anfwer.
Bafl. Do all Men kill the thing they do not love?
Shy. Hatesany Man the thing he would not kill?2
Baff. Every Offence is not 4 Hate at firft,

Skys What, would’g thou have 3 Serpent fting thee
twice?

<nt. 1pray you think you queftion with a Few,
You may as wel] go ftand upon the Beach,
And bid the main Flood bate his ufual height,
Or even s well ufe Queftion with the Wolf,
The Ewe bleat for the Lamb : When you behold,
You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines

To wag their high Tops, and to make no nojfe

en they are fretted with the gufts of Heay'n,
You may as well do any thing moft hard,
As feek to foften that, than which what harder
His Fewifb Heart. Thercfore I do befeech yo,u
ake no more offers, ufe no farther means,
But with all brief and plain

Convenienc
Let me have Judgment, and the Yew his wil.

Bafl.
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Baff. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix.
Shy. If every Ducat in fix thoufand Ducats

Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat,

i would not draw them, 1'would have my Bond.
Duke. How fhalt thou hope for Mercy, rendring none?
Shy. What Judgment fhall I dread, doing no wrong?

You have among you many a purchas’d Slave,

Which, like your Affes, and your Dogs and Mules,

You ufe in abje& and in flavith part,

Becaufe you bought them, Shall I fay to you,

Let them be free, Marry them to your Heirs?

Why fweat they under Burthens 2 Let their Beds

Be made asfoft as yours, and let their Pallats

Be feafon’d with fuch Viands: You will anfwer,

The Slaves are ours,  So do I anfwer you.

The Pound of Fleth which I demand of him,

Is dearly bought, ’tis mine, and I will have it.

If you deny me, fie upon your Law,

There is no force in the Decrees of Fenice :

I ftand for Judgment ; anfwer ; fhall I have it?
Duke. Upon my Power I may difmifs this Court,

Unlefs Bellario, a Learned Doctor,

Whom I have fent for to determine this,

Come here to day.

Sal. My Lord, here ftays without

A Meffenger with Letters from the Doctor,

New come from Padna.

Duke. Bring us the Letters, call the Meflengers.

Bafl. Good cheer, .Anthonio; What Man, Courage yet:
The Few thall have my Flefh, Blood, Bones, and all,
E’er thou fhalt lofe for me one drop of Blood.

Ant. T am a tainted Weather of the Flock,

Meeteft for Death : The weakeft kind of Fruit

Drops earlieft to the Ground, fo let me.

You cannot better be employ’d, Bafanie,

Than to live ftill, and write mine Epitaph.

Enter Nerifla drefs'd like a Lawyer’s Clerk,

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ?

Ner. From both.

My Lord, Bellario greets your Grace.

Bafl. Why doft thou whet thy Kuife {o earneftly?

Shy.
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Shy. To eut the Forfeiture from that Bankrupt there,
Gra. Notonthy foal, buton thy Soul, harfh Few,
Thou mak’'ft thy Khnife keen; but no Metal can,
No, notthe Hangman’s Ax, bear half the keennefs
Of thy tharp Envy.  Can no Prayers pierce thee?
Shys No, nonethat thou haft wit enough to make:
Gra. O be thou Damn’d, inexorable Dog,
And for thy Life let Juftice be accus’d,
Thou almoft mak’' me waver in my Faith,
To hold Opinion with Pythagoras,
That Souls of Animals infufe themfelyes
Into the Trunks of Men. Thy currith Spirie
Govern’d a Wolf, who hang’d for human Slaughter,
Even from the Gallows did his fell Soul feet,
And whil'lt thou layeft in thy unhallowed Dam,
Infus’d it felf in thee; for thy Defires
Are Wolfifh, Bloody, Starvd, and Ravenous.

Shy. "Tillthou canft rail the Seal from off my Bond,
Thou but offend’ft thy Lungs to {peak fo loud.
Repair thy Wi, good Youth, or it will fall
To endlefs Ruin, I ftand here for Law.

Duke. This Letter from Bellayip doth commend
A Young and Learned Do&or in our Court,
Where is he?

Ner. He attendeth here hard by
To know your Anfwer, whether youwll admit him?

Duke. With all my Hearr, Some Three or Four of you
Go give him courteous Conduct to this place,
Mean time the Coyre thall hear Bellario’s Letter.

YO’OR Grace fball underfiand, thas at the receit of your
Letter I am very fick: But at the

Inftant tha: your Mef-
jenger camey in loving Vifitation was With me 4 Jonng Da-
élor of Rome, his Nume is Balthafar : 7 acquainted him
with the Cafe in Cmtrowr]fe, between 1) Jew and Anthonio
the Merchante W turn'd o’er 72any Books together : He is
[frrnifbed with my Opinion, swhich bettered with his oyn Learn-
;‘ng,b t/:ae Lreainefs whereof I canpgy n0%gh Commend, comes
with bim ar ) imparmnit], 20 fill wp yoser Grace’s nefv in
my fead. I befeech Jon, let his lzzﬁé]of Years be f:zmﬁdi'
ment 10 let him lack 4 reverend Eftimatios For I never

knew
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knew [o young a Body with [o old a Head. I leave him to
your gracions Asceptance, whofe trial fball better publifb his
Commendation.

Enter Portia, Drefs’d like 2 Doltor of Laws.

Duke. You hear the Learn’d Bellario what he writes,
And here, I take it, is the Do&or come.
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellaris 2
Por. 1.did, my Lord.
Duke. You are welcome: Take your Place.
Are you acquainted with the Difference,
That holds this prefent Queftion in the Court?
Por. I am informed throughly of the Cafe.
Which is the Merchant here, and which the Few 2
Duke. Anthonio and -old Shylock, both ftand forth.
Por. Is your Name Shylock ?
Shy. Shylock is my Name,
Por. Of a ftrange Nature is the Suit you follow,
Yet in fuch Rule, that the Penetian Law
Cannot impugn you, as youdo proceed.
You ftand within his Danger, do you not2 [7oAnthonio.
Ant. Ay, fo he fays,
Por. Do you confefs the Bond?
Ant. 1 do.
Por. Then muft the Few be merciful.
Shy. On what Compulfion muft I2 tell me thar.
Por. The quality of Mercy is not ftrain’d ;
It droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heav’n
Upon the place beneath, It is twice blefs’d,
It blefleth him that gives, and him that takes.
"Tis Mightieft in the Mightieft, it becomes
The throned Monarch better than his Crown':
His Scepter fhews the force of temporal Power,
The Attribute to Awe and Majefty,
Wherein doth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings;
But Mercy is above this fceptred Sway,
It is enthroned in the Hearts of Kings,
It is an Attribure to God himfelf;
And earthly Power doth then fhew likeft God’s,
When Mercy feafons Juftice. Therefore, Few,
Tho’ Juftice be thy Plea, confider this,
Vou II. I That
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That in the courfe of Juftice none of us
Should fee Salvation. "We do pray for Mercy,
And that fame Prayer doth teach us all to render
The Deeds of Mercy. I have fpoke thus much
To mitigate the Juitice of thy Plea;
Which if thou follow, this ftri& courfe of Penice
Muft needs give Sentence ’gainft the Merchant there,
1 Shy. My Deeds upon my Head. I crave the Law,
;‘ The Penalty and Forfeit of my Bond.
: ‘ Por. Is he not able to difcharge the Mony?
Baf]. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court,
Yea, twice the Sum; if that will not fuffice,
I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er,
On forfeit-of my Hands, my Head, my Heart.
If this will not fuffice, it muft appear
‘That Malice bears down Truth. And I befeech you
Wreft once the Law to your Authority.
To do a great Right, do a little Wrong,
And curb this cruel Devil of his will.
Por. It-muft not be, there is no Power in Fenice
Can alter 2 Decree eftablifhed.
"Twill be recorded for a Prefident,
And many an Error by the fame Example
Will ruth into the State. It cannot be.
Shy. A Daniel come to Judgment, yea, a Danicl.
O wile young Judge, hew do I honour thee !
Por. I pray you let me look upon the Bond,
Shy. Here 'tis, moft Reverend Do&or, here it is.
Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy Mony offer’d thee.
Shy. An Oath, an Oath, Thavean Oath in Heav'n.
Shall I lay Perjury upon my Soul 2
No, not for Penice.
A Por. Why, this Bond is forfeit,
ik And lawfully by this the Jew may chim
3 A Pound of Fleth, to be by him cut off

il Neareft the Merchant’s Heart, Be merci
i Take thrice thy Mony, bid me tear thcc.llsil)lr::i.
g Shy. When it is paid according to the Tenure.
il It doth appear you are 2 worthy L]udge ; :
‘ You know the Law, your Expofition ;
Hath been moft found. I charge you by the Law,

Whereof

)




3 O PO~ B =T

The Merchant of Venice. 5§79

Whereof you are a well-deferving Pillar,

Proceed to Judgment. By my Soul 1 {wear,

There is no power in the Tongue of Man

To alter me. I ftay here on my Bond.
<nt. Moft heartily I do befeech the Court

To give the Judgment,

Por. Why then thus it is :

You muft prepare your Bofom for his Knife.
Shy. O noble Judge ! O excellent young Man!
Por. For the intent and purpofe of the Law

Hath full relation to the Penalty,

Which here appeareth due upon the Bond.

Shy. "Tisvery true. O wife and upright Judge,

How much more elder art thou than thy Looks !
Por. Therefore lay bare thy Bofom.

Shy. Ay his Breait,

So fays the Bond, doth it not, noble Judge ?

Neareft his Heart, thofe are the very words.

Por. Itis fo. Are there Ballances here to weigh the Flefh ?
Shy. 1 have them ready.
Por. Have by fome Surgeon, Shylock, on your Charge,

To ftop his Wounds, left he fhould bleed to Death,

Shy. It isnot nominated in the Bond.

Por. It 1s not fo expre(s’d; But what of that?
"Twere good you do fo much for Charity.

Shy. 1 cannot find it, *tis not in the Bond.

Por. Come, Merchant, have you any thing to fay 2

Ant. But little : T am arm’d and well prepar'd,
Give me your Hand, Baffanio, fare you well,
Grieve not that I am fali'n to this for you :
For herein Fortune thews her felf more kind
Than is her Cuftom. It is fill her ufe
To let the wretched Man out-live his Wealth,
To view with hollow Eye and wrinkled Brow
An age of Poverty. From which lingring Penance.
Of fuch a Mifery, doth fhe cut me off.
Commend me to your Honourable Wife;
Tell her the Procefs of Anthonio’s end 3
Say how I lov’d you ; fpeak me fair in Death :
And when the Tale is told, bid hen be judge,
Whether Baffanie had not once a Love.

5 Repent
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For if the Few do cut but deep enough,
I'll pay it inftantly with all my Heart, /
Baff. Anthonio, 1 am married to a Wife,
Which is as dear to me as Life it felf;
But Life it felf, my Wife, and all the World,
Are not with me efteem’d above thy Life.
I would lofe all, I'd facrifice them all
Here to this Devil, to deliver you. g
Por. Your Wife would give you little thanks for that;
If fhe were by to hear you make the Offer.
Gra. I have a Wife whom I proteft I love,
I would fhe were in Heav’n, fo fhe could
Intreat fome Power to change this currith Few.
Ner. *Tis well you offer it behind her back,
The With would make elfe an unquiet Houfe.
Shy. Thefe be the Chriftian Husbands. I havea Daughter,
Would any of the Stock of Barrabas
Had been her Husband, rather than a Chriftian. | Afide.
We trifle time, I pray thee puifue Sentence. _
Por. A Pound of that fame Merchant’s Flefh is thine,
The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it,
Shy. Moft rightful Judge.

Por. And you muft cut this Fleth from off his Breaft,
The Law allows ir, and the Court awatds it, ;
Shy. Motft learned Judge, a Sentence, come prepare.

Por. Tarry a little, there is fomething elfe,
This Bond doth give thee here no jot of Blood,
The words exprefly are a Pound of Flefh,
Then take thy Bond, take thou thy Pound of Flefh;
But in the cutting it, if thou doft thed
One drop of Chriftian Blood, thy Lands and Goods
Are by the Laws of Zenice Confifcate
Unto the State of Penice.
Gra. O upright Judge !
Mark Few, O learned Judge!
Shy. Is that the Law?
Por. Thy felf fhalt fee'the A& -
For as thou urgeft Juftice, be affurd
Thou fhalt have Juftice, more than thou defireft,

Grﬂbq
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Gra. O learned Judge! Mark Few, a learned Judge!
Shy. I take this Offer then, pay the Bond thrice,
And let the Chriftian go.
Bafl. Here is the Mony.
Por. Soft, the Few fhall have all Juftice, foft, no hafte,
He fhall have nothing but the Penalty,
Gra. O Few! anupright Judge, a learned Judge.
Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the Flefh,
Shed thou no Blood, nor cut thou lefs nor more
But juft a Pound of Flefh : If thou tak’ft more
Or lefs than a juft Pound, bg it fo much
As makes it light or heavy in the Subftance,
Or the Divifion of the twentieth part
Of one poor Scruple ; nay, if the Scale do turn
But in the eftimation of a Hair,
Thou dieft, and all thy Goods are confifcate.
Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Few.
Now, Infidel, I have thee on the Hip.
Por, Why doth the Few paufe? Take thy Forfeiture.
Shy. @Give me my Principal, and let me go.
Bafl. I have it ready for thee; here it is,
Por. He hath refus’d it in the open Court:
He .fhall have meerly Juftice and his Bond.
Gra. A Daniel ftill fay I, a fecond Daniel.
I thank thee, Few, for teaching me that word.
Shy. Shall T not have barely my Principal 2
Por. Thou fhalt have nothing but the Forfeiture,
To be fo taken at thy Peril, Few.
Shy. Why then the Devil give him good of it:
I’ll ftay no longer queftion.
Por. Tarry, Few,
The Law hath yet another hold on you:
It is enalted in the Laws of Pewice,
If it be prov’d againft an Alien,
That by dire&, or indire&® Attempts,
He feck the Life of any Citizen,
The Party °gainft the which he doth contrive,
Shall feize on half his Goods, the other half
Comes to the privy Coffer of the State,
And the Offender’s Life lyes in the mercy
Of the Duke only, "gainft all other Voice;
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In which Predicament I fay thou ftand'ft :
For it appears by manifeft Proceeding,
That indirectly, and direé&tly too, .
Thou haft contriv’d againft the very Life
Of the Defendant; and thou haft incurrd
The Danger formerly by me rehears’d. :
own ti:éz’(forc, and beg Mercy of the Duke,
Gra. Beg that thou may’ft have leave to hang thy felf:
And yet thy Wealch being fm‘fclt'to the State,
Thou haft not left the value of a Cord,
Therefore thou muft be hang'd at the State’s Charge,
Duke. That thou fhalt fee the difference of our Spirit,
I pardon thee thy Life before thou ask it s
For half thy Wealth, it is Anthonio’s;
The other half comes to the general State,
Which humblenefs may drive unto a Fine,
Por. Ay, for the State, not for Anthonio,
Shy. Nay, take my Life and all, pardon not that,
You take my Houfe when you do take the Prop.
That doch fuftain my Houfe: You take my Life
When you do take the means whereby T live.
Por. What Mercy can you render him, Amkom'o?
Gra, A Halter gratis, nothing elfe, for God’s fake.
<dnt. So pleafe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court,
To quit the Fine for one half of his Goods,
I am content, {o he will let me have
The other half in ufe, to render jt
Upon his Death, unto the Gentleman
That lately fiole his Daughter.
Two things provided more, that for this Favour
He prefently become a Chriftian;
The other, that he do record a Gift
Here in the Court of all he dies poflefs’d
Unto his Son Lorenzo, and his Daughter.
Duke, He thall do this, or elfe I do recant
The Pardon that I late pronounced here,
Por. Art thou contented, Jew 2 What doft thou fay 3
Shy. I am content,
Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of Gift.
Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence ;

T am not well; fend the Deed after me,

And T will fign it, Duke.

7~
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Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In Chrift’ning thou fhalt have two Godfathers.
Had I been Judge, thou fhould'ft have had ten more,
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. [ Ewxir Shy,

Duke. Sir, T entreat you with me hame to Dinner.

Por, Y humbly do defire your Grace of Pardon;

I muft away this Night toward Padua,
And it is meet I prefently fet forth.

Duke. 1 am forry that your leifure ferves you not.

Anthonie, gratifie this Gentleman; :
For in my mind you are much bound to him.
ol [ Exit Duke and bis Train.

Bafl. Moft worthy Gentleman ! I and my Friend
Have by your Wifdom been this Day acquitted
Of grievous Penalties, in lieu whereof
Three thoufand Ducats, due unto the Few,

We freely cope your courteous Pains withal.

Ant. And ftand indebted over and above
In Love and Service to you evermore.

Por. He is well paid that is well fatisfied,

And I delivering you, am fatisfied,

And therein do account my felf well paid;
My Mind was never yet more mercenary.

I pray you know me when we meet again.
I with you well, and fo I take my leave.

Baff. Dear Sir, of force I muft attempt you further,
Take fome Remembrance of us as a Tribute,

Not as a Fee: Grant me two things ; I pray you
Not to deny me, and to pardon me.

Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield.
Give me your Gloves, I'll wear them for your fake,
And for your Love I’ll take this Ring from you.

Do not'draw back your hand, I’ll take no more,
And you in Jove fhall not deny me this,

Bafl. This Ring, good Sir, alas it is a Trifle;
I will not fhame my felf to give you this,

Por. T will have nothing elfe but only this,
And now methinks I have a mind to it.

Baff. There’s more depends on this than on the value:
The deareft Ring in Penice will I give you,

I
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And find it out by Proclamation ;
Only for this I pray you pardon me.
Por, I fee, Sir, you are liberal jn Offers;
You taught me firft to beg, and now, methinks,
You teach me how a Beggar fhould be anfwerd.
B4ff. Good Sir, this Ring was given me by my Wife;
And when fhe put it on, fhe made me vow
That T fhould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it.
P Por. That *fcufle ferves many Men to fave their Gifts;
5‘ And if your Wife be not a mad Woman,
Andknow how well I have deferv’d this Ring,
She wou’d not hold out Enmity for ever
For giving it to me, Well, Peace be with you. [Exin
il | <nth. My Lord Baflunio, let him have the Ring.
B i i Let his Defervings, and my Love withal,
Be valued againft your Wife’s Commandment.
Baf|. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him,
2l I Give him the Ring, and bring him, if thou canft,
Ll Unto Anthownio’s Houfe: Away, make hafte, [Exit Gra,
e Come, you and I will thither prefently,
e And in the Morning early will we both
Fly toward Belmons ; come, Anthonio. [ Excennt,
Enter Portia and Nerifl,
Por. Enquirethe Fen’s Houfe out, give him this Deed,
And let him fign it; we'll away to Night,
And be a day before our Husbands home :
This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.
Enter Gratiano,
Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o’crta’en:
My Lord Baffanio, upon more advice,
Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intreat
Your Company at Dinner,
il Por. That cannot be,
i His Ring do I accept moft thankfully,
i And o I pray you tell him : Furthermorc,

I pray you fhew my Youth old Shylock’s Elant:
Gra. That will T do, 2ylock’s Houfe,

v?‘ffj‘iv Ner. Sir, T would fpeak wich you.
fe T'll fee if I can get my Husband’s Ring
il Which I did make him {wear to keep for ever,

Pors

=




The Mevchant of Venice. 585

Por. Thou may’ft, I warrant. We fhall have old {wearing,
That they did give the Rings away to Men;
But we'll out-face them, and out-iwear them too :
Away, make hafte, thou know’ft where I will tarry.
Ner. Come, good Sir, will you fhew me to this Houfe?
| Exennt.

AEC T V.. SC.ENTD &
SCE N E Belmont.

Enter Lorenzo and Jeflica.

Lor. TH E Moon fhinesbright.  Infucha Night as this,
When the fweet Wind did gently kifs the Trees,
And they did make no noife ; in fuch a Night,
Troylus methinks mounted the Zioyan Wall,
And figh'd his Soul toward the Grecian Tonts,
Where Creffed lay that Night.
Fef- In fuch a Night,
Did Zhisby fearfully o’er-trip the Dew,
And faw the Lion’s Shadow ¢’er himfelf,
And ran difmay’d away.
Lor. In fuch a Night,
Stood Dido with a Willow in her Hand
Upon the wide Sea-banks, and waft her Love
To come again to Carthage.
F¢/- Infuch a Night,
Medea gather’d the Inchanted Herbs
That did renew old e £/fon.
Lor. In fuch a Night,
Did Feffica {teal from the wealthy Few,
And with an unthrift Love did run from Penice,
As far as Belmont.
Fe/. In fuch a Night
Did young Lorenze {wear he lov’d her well,

Stealing her Soul with many Vows of Faith,
And ne’er a true one.

Lor. In{uch a Night,

Did pretty Feffica (like a little Shrew )
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her.
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586 The Mevchant of Venice.

F¢/- 1 would out-night you, did no Body come:

But hatk, I hear the footing of a Man,
Enter Meffenger.

Lor. Who comes fo faft, in filence of the Night?

Mef: A Friend.

Lor. A Friend! what Friend? Your Name, I pray you,
Friend?

Me/. Stephano is my Name, and I bring word
My Miftrefs will before the break of Day
Be here at Belmont + She doth ftray about
By holy Croffes, where fhe kneels and prays
For happy Wedlock Hours.

Lor. Who comes with her?

AMef. None but a holy Hermit and her Maid.
I pray you is my Mafter yet returnd 2

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him;
But go we in I pray thee, Feffica, :
And ceremonioufly et us prepare
Some Welcome for the Miftrefs of the Houfe.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun. Sola, fola; wo ha, ho, fola, fola.

Lor. Who calls?

Laun. Sols, did you fee Mr. Lorenzo and Mrs Lorenzo?
Sola, fola.

Lor. Leave hollowing, Man: Here,

Lawn. Sola, where? where?

Lor. Here,

Lawn. Tell him, there’s a Poft come from my Mafter,
with his Horn fu]] of good News; my Mafter will be here
€’er Morning.

Ler. Sweet Love, let’s in, and there expeé their comings
And yet no matter: Why thould we goin?

My Friend Srephano, fignifie, I pray you,

Within the Houfe, your Miftrefs is at hand,

And bring your Mufick forth into the Aijr,

How fweet the Moon-light flecps upon this Bank
Here will we fit, and let the founds of Mufick
Creep in our Ears; foft Stilnefs, and the Night
Become the touches of fweet Harmony,

Sit, Feffica, look how the Floor of Heav'n

Is thick inlay’d with Patterns of bright Gold ;

There’s
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There’s not the fmalleft Orb which thou behold’ft,
But in his Motion like an Angel fings,
Still quiring to the young-ey’d Cherubims;
Such Harmony is in immortal Souls;
But whilft this muddy Vefture of Decay
Doth grofly clofe us 1n it, we cannot hear it.
Come hoe, and wake Djana with a Hymn,
With {weeteft Touches pierce your Miftrefs Ear,
And draw her Home with Mufick.
Fe/o T am never merry when I hear {weet Mufick.
Mufick,
Lor. The Reafon is, your Spirits are attentive;
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd,
Or Race of youthful and unhandled Colts,
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud,
Which 1s the hot Condition of their Blood;
If they but hear perchance a Trumpet found,
Or any Air of Mufick touch their Ears,
You fhall perceive them make a mutual ftand;
Their favage Eyes turn’d to a modeft Gaze
By the fweet Power of Mufick. Therefore the Poet
Did fain that Orphens drew Trees, Stones, and Floods,
Since naught fo ftockifh, hard, and full of rage,
But Mufick for the time doth change his Nature:
The Man that hath no Mufick in himfelf,
Nor is not mov’d with Concord of fweet Sounds,
Is fit for Treafons, Stratagems, and Spoils;
The Motions of his Spirit are dull as Night,
And his AffeGions dark as Erebus:
Let no fuch Man be trufted. Mark the Mufick.
Enter Portia and Nerifla,
Por. That Light we fee is burning in my Hall:
How far that little Candle throws his Beams
So fhines a good Deed in a naughty World.
Ner. When the Moon fhone we did not fee the Candle.
Por, So doth the greater Glory dim the lefs;
A Subftitute fhines brightly as a King
Jntil a King be by; and then his State
Empties it felf, as doth an inland Brook
(nto the Main of Waters. Mufick, hark ! [ atufick.

Ner,
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588 The Mevchant of Venice,

Ner. Tt is the Mufick, Madam, of your Houfe.
Por, Nothing is good, I fee, without R efpe&:
Methinks it founds much fweeter than by Day,
Ner. Silence beftows that Virtue on it, Madam,
I Por. The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Lark,
i When neither is attended ; and I think
i T'he Nightingale, if fhe fhould fing by Day,
| When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought
r‘ No better a Mufician than the Wren,
: ' How many things by Seafon feafon’d are
i To their right Praife and true Perfe&ion?
‘ Peace, how the Moon fleeps with Endimion,
b And would not be awak’d !
At | Mufick_ceafes.
' b Lor. That is the Voice,
Or I am much deceiv’d, of Porsia.
A F A Por. He knows me as the blind Man knows the Cuckow,
L FE by the bad Voice.
bt ‘ Lor. Dear Lady, welcome Home.
| Por. We have been praying for our Husband’s welfare,
Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our Words,
Are they return’d?
ZLor. Madam, they are not yet ;
But there is come a Meffenger before,
To fignifie their coming,
Por. Go in, Neriffa,
Give Order to my Servants, that they take
No note at all of our being abfent hence,
Nor you Lorenzo, Feffica nor you.
A Tucker [ounds.
Lor. Your Husband is at hand, T hear a Trumpet;
We are no Tell-tales, Madam, fear you not.
i Por. This Night methinks is but the Day-light fick;
i Tt looks a little paler; *tis a Day,
i Sz_ch athh{; Day is x;rlhen the Sun is hid.
i #ier Ballanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, ayd 1he; a
Baf. We thould hold Day with the Antipo d: 5F0l[ow5
If you would walk in Abfence of the Sun. ‘
Por. Let me give Light, but Jet , ioht:
For a light Wifg doth ;g’nake a heavymffll?s%tazg,hght’
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And never be Baffanio fo from me ;
But God fort all : You are welcome Home, my Lord.

Bafl. 1 thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend ;
This is the Man, this is Anthonio,

To whom I am {o infinitely bound.

Por. You thould in all Senfe be much bound to him;
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our Houfe;

It muft appear in other ways than Words;
Therefore I fcant this breathing Courtefie.

Gra. By yonder Moon I {wear you do me wrong;
In Faith I gave it to the Judge’s Clerk: | 7o Neriffa,
Would he were gelt that had it for my part,
8ince you do take it, Love, fo much at Heart.

Por. A Quarrel, hoe, already; what’s the Matter?

Gra. About a Hoop of Gold, apaltry Ring
That fhe did give me, whofe Poefie was
For all the World like Cutler’s Poetry
Upon a Knife; Love me, and leave me not.

Ner. What talk you of the Poefie or the Value?
You fwore to me when I did give it you,

That you would wear it ’till the Hour of Death,
And that it fhould lye with you in your Grave;
Tho’ not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths,
You fhould have been refpe&ive, and have kept it.
Gave it a Judge’s Clerk! but well T know

The Clerk will ne’er wear Hair on’s Face that had it.

Gra. He will, and if he live to be a Man,

Ner. If! if aWoman live to be a Man,

Gra. Now by this Hand I gave it to a Youth,

A kind of Boy,' a little fcrubbed Boy,
No higher than thy felf, the Judge’s Clerk,
A prating Boy that begg'd it as a Fee:
I could not for my Heart deny it him.
Por. You were to blame, I muft be plin with you,
To part {o {lightly with your Wife’s firft Gift,
A thing ftuck on with Oaths upon your Finger,
And (o riveted with Faith unto your Flefh.
I gave my Love a Ring, and made him fwear
) Never
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5§90 The Mevchany of Venice.

Never to part with it; and here he ftands,
I dare be fworn to him, he would not leave it,
Nor pluck it from his Finger for the Wealth

That the World mafters. ~ Now in Faith, Gratiano,
You give your Wife too unkind a Caufe of Grief;
And “twere to me I thould be mad at it.

Bafl. Why I were beft to cut my left Hand off,
And {wear I loft the Ring defending it.

Gra. My Lord Baffanio gave his Ring away
Unto the Judge that begg’d it, and indeed
Deferv'd it too; and then the Boy, his Clerk,
That took fome Pains in Writing, be begg’d mine,
And neither Man nor Mafter would take ought
Bur the two Rings,

Por. What Ring gave you my, my Lord?
Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me,

Bafl. If I could add 2 Lje unto a Fault,

I would deny it; byt you fee my Finger
Hath not the Ring upon it, it js gone,
Por. And even fo void is your falfe Heart of Truth.

By Heaven, I will neer come in your Bed
Until I fee the Ring,

Ner. Nor I in yours, *ll T again fee mine.
Baf]. Sweet Portia,
If you did know to, whom [
If you did know for whom
And would concej

And how unwillingly I left the Ring,
When nought would be accepted but the Ring,
You would abate the Strength of your Difpleafure.
Por. 1f you had known the Virtue of the Ring,
Or half her Worthinefs that gave the Ring,
r your own Honour to contain the Ring,
You would not then have parted wich the Ring,
What Man is there fo much unreafonable,
If you had pleas’d to have defended j; !
ith any Terms of Zeal, wanted the Modefty
To urge the thing held as 3 Ceremony 2
Neriffa teaches me what to believe;

Il die for't, but fome Woman hag the Ring;

Baf.
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Baff. No, by mine Honour, Madam, by my Soul,
No Woman had it, but a civil Do&or,
Which did refufe three thoufand Ducats of me,
And begg'd the Ring; the which I did deny him,
And fuffer’d him to go difpleas’d away;
Even he that had held up the very Life
Of my dear Friend. What fheuld I fay, fweet Lady?
I was inforc’d to fend it after him ;
I was befet with Shame and Courtefie;
My Honour would net let Ingratitude
So much befmearit. Pardon me, good Lady,
And by thefe bleffed Candles of the Night,
Had you been there, I think you would have begg’d
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Dotor.
Por. Let not that Do&or e’er come near my Houfe,
Since he hath got the Jewel that I lov’d,
And that which you did fwear to keep for me:
I will become as liberal as you,
I’ll not deny him any thing I have,
No, not my Body, nor my Husband’s Bed;
Know him I fhall, I am well fure of it.
Lye not a Night from Home; watch me like Argos:
If you do not, if I be left alone,
Now by mine Honour, which is yet mine cwn,
I’ll have the Do&or for my Bedfellow.
Ner. And 1 his Clerk; therefore bé* well advis’d
How you do leave me to mine own Prote&ion.
Gra. Well, do you fo; let me not take him then ;
For if I do, I’ll mar the young Clerk’s Pen.
~nt. 1 am th' unhappy Subje@ of thefe Quarrels.
Por. Sir, grieve not you,
You are welcome notwithftanding.
Baff. Portia, forgive me this enforced Wrong,
And in the hearing of thefe many Friends,

I fwear to thee, even by ghine own fair Eyes,
Wherein I fee my felf—

Por. Mark you but that !
In both mine Eyes he doubly fees himfelf,

Ineach Eye one; fwear by your double felf,
And there’s an Qath of Credit! '

Baf.
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592 The Merchant of Venice.

Baf|. Nay, but hear me:
Pardon this Fault, and by my Soul I fwear,
I never more will break an Oath with thee.

<nt. I once did lend my Body for thy Wealth, [ 7o Baff;
Which but for him that had your Husband’s Ring | 7o Por,
Had quite mifcarry’d. I dare be bound again,
My Soul upon the Forfeit, that your Lord
Will never more break Faith advifedly.

Pur. Then you fhall be his Surety ; give him this,
And bid him keep it better than the other.

<Int. Here Lord Baffanio, {wear to keep this Ring,

Baf]. By Heav'n it 1s the fame I gave the Do&or.

Por. I had it of him: Pardon me, Baffanio;

For by this Ring the Do&or lay with me.
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano,
For that fame fcrubbed Boy, the Do&or’s Clerk,
In lieu of this, laft Night did lye with me.
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of High-ways
In Summer, where the Ways are fair enough :
What, are we Cuckolds €’er we have defervd it?
Por. Speak not fo grofly; you are all amaz’d;
Here is a Letter, read it at your Leifure;
It comes from Padua from Bellario
There you fhall find that Portiz was the Do&or,
Neriffa there her Clerk. Lorenzo here,
Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon a5 you,
And but even now return’d: I have not yet
Entred my Houfe. Anthonio, you are welcome.
And I have better News in ffore for you +
Than you expeé ; unfeal this Letter foon,
There you fhall find three of your Argofies
Are richly come to Harbour fudden]y.
You tfhall not know by what ftrange” Accident
I chanced on this Letter.

<Ant. T am dumb.,

Baf. Were you the Do&or; and I knew 2
Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make ;?ggil.(oldi

Ner. Ay, but the Clerk thar never :
Unlefs he live until he be a Man, fmeans to do it

Bafl. Sweet Do&or, you fhall be my Bedfellow

When Iam abfent, then lye with my Wife,
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Ans, Sweet Lady, you have given me Life and Living;
For here I read for certain, that my Ships
Are fafely come to Rhodes.

Por. How now, Lorenzo? ;
My Clerk hath fome good Comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a Fee.
There do I give to you and Feffica,
From the rich Few, a fpecial Deed of Gift,
After his Death, of all he dies poffefs’d of.

Lor. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way
Of ftarved People.

Por. 1t is almoft Morning,
And yet I am fure you are not fatisfy’d
Of thefe Events at full. Let us go 1n,
And charge us there on Interrogatories,
And we will anfwer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be fo: the firft Interrogatory
That my Neriffa thall be {fworn on, is,
Whether *till the next Night fhe had rather ftay,
Or go to Bed, now being two Hours to Day.
But were the Day come, I thould wifh it dark,
*Till I were couching with the Do&or’s Clerk.
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing
So fore, as keeping fafe Nerifla’s Ring.
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Adam, an 0ld Servant of §ir Rowland de Boys,
now following the Fortunes of Orlando.
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Duke Frederick.

Touchftone, 2 Clown attending on Celia and Ro-
falind,

Corin,
Sylvius,
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HCERFSCENE L
S CE N E an Orchard.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

ORLANDO.

S I remember, Adam, it wasupon this Fa(hi
on bequeath’d me by Will, but a poor Thou-
fand Crowns, and, as thou fay'ft, charged
my Brother on his Blefling to breed me well;
and there begins my Sadnefs: My Brother
Fagues he keeps at School, and Report fpeaks
goldenly of his Profit; for my part he keeps me ruftically
at home, or, to fpeak more properly, ftays me here at home
unkept ; for call you that Keeping for a Gentleman of my
Birth, that differs not from the Stalling of an Ox¢ His
Horfes are bred better, for befides that they are fair with
their Feeding, they are taught their Manage, and to that end
Riders dearly hired : But I, his Brother, gain nothing un-
der himbut growth, for the which his Animals on his Dung-
hills are as much bound to him as I. Befides this Nothing
that he fo plentifully gives me, the Something that Nature

gave me, his Countenance feems to rake from me. He lets
me feed with his Hinds, bars me theplace of a Brother, and

as much as in him lyes, mines my Gentility with my Edu-

cation, ‘This is it, .44am, that grieves me, and the Spirit

of my Father, which I thiok is within me, begins to mutiny
K3 again
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598 As you Like it.

againft this fervitude. I will no longer endure it, the' yet
I'know no wife Remedy how to avoid it.
Enter Oliver.

Adam. Yonder comes my Mafter, your Brother.

Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou fhalt hear how he will
fhake me up.

Ofi. Now, Sir, what make you here 2

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing.

Oli. What mar you then, Sir?

Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which
God made, a poor unwoithy Brother of yours, with Idle-
mefs,

hO/i. Mitry, Sir, be better employ’d, and be naught a
while.

Orla. Shall T keep your Hogs, and eat Husks with them?
What Prodigal Portion have I fpent, that I fhould come to
fuch Penury 2

Oli. Know you where you are, Sir?

Orla. O, Sir, very well; herein your Orchard.

Oli. Know you befare whom, Sir?

Orla, Ay, better than him I am before kaows fue. I
know you are my eldeft Brother, and in the gentle Condi-
tion of Blood you fhould fo know me : The Courtefie of
Nations allows you my better, in that youare the Firft Born;
but the fame Tradition takes not away my Blood, were there
twenty Brothers betwixt us; I have as much of my Father
1 me, as you; albeit, I confefs your coming before me is
nearer to his R everence.

Oli. What Boy !

; %V_lﬂ. Come, come, elder Brot er, you are too young
in this, :

O/, Wilt thou lay Hands on me, Villain2

Oria. I am no Villain : I am the Youngeft Son of Sit
Rowland de Boys; he was my Father, and he is thrice a
Villain that fays fuch a Father begot Villains.  Wert thou not
my Brother, I would not take this Hand from thy Throat,
*till this other had pull'd out thy Tongue for faying fo; thou
haft rail’d on thy feif.

Adam. Sweet Mafter, be patient, for your Father’s Re-
membrance, be at Accord.

Oli, Let me go, I fay.

Orla.
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Orla. 1 will not *till I pleafe: You fhall hear me. My Fa-
ther charg’d you in his Will to give me good Education :
You have train’d me up like a Peafant, obfcuring and hiding
from me all Gentleman-like Qualities ; the Spirit of my Fa-
ther grows ftrong in me, and I will no longer endure it :
Therefore allow me fuch Exercifes as may become a Genle-
man, or give me the poor Allottery my Father left me by
Teftament, with that I will go buy my Fortunes.

Oli. And what wilt thou do ¢ beg when that is fpent?2
Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with
you : You fhall have fome part of your Will, I pray you
leave me.

Orla. 1 will no further offénd you, than becomes me for
my good.

Oli. Get you with him, you old Dog.

Adam. 1s old Dog my Reward? Moft true, I have loft
my Teeth in yourService: God be with my old Mafter, he
would not have fpoke fucha word. [ Exiz Orl. and Adam.

Oli. Is it even fo? Begin youte grow upon me 2 I will
Phyfick your Ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand Crowns
neither. Holla, Dennss !

Enter Dennis,

Den. Cills your Worfhip 2

Olis Was not Charles, the Duke’s Wreftler, here to fpesk
with me?

Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and impor-
tunes accefs to you.

Oli. Call him in ; *twill be a good way ; and to morrow
the Wreftling is.

Enter Charles.

Char. Good morrow to your Worthip.

Oli. Good Monfieur Charles, what’s the new News at
the new Court?

Char. There’s no News at the Court, Sir, but the old
News; that is, the old Duke is banifh’d by his younger
Brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords have
put themfelves into a voluntary Exile with him, whofe
Landsand Revenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he gives
them good leave to wander.

Oli. Can you tell if Rofalind, the Duke’s Daughter, be
banith’d with her Father? :

K 4 Cha.
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Cha. Ono; for the Duke’s Daughter her Coufin fo loves
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that fhe
would have followed their Exile, or have died to ftay be-
hind her; fhe is at the Court, and no lefs beloved of her
Unkle, than his own Daughter, and never two Ladies loved
as they do.

Oli. W here will the old Duke live 2

Cha. They fay heis already in the Foreft of Arden, and
a many merry Men with him; and there they live like the
old Robin Hood of England; they fay many young Gentle-
men flock to him every day, and ficer the time carelefly as
they did in the golden World.

Oli. What, you wreftle to morrow before the new Duke?

Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint you with
a matter: I am given, Sir, fecretly to underftand, that your
younger Brother Orlando hath a difpofition to come in
difguis’d againft me to try a Fall; to morrow, Sir, Iwreftle
for my Credit, and he that efcapes me without fome broken
Limb, fhall acquit him well; your Brother is but young
and tender, and for your love I would be loath to foil him,
as I muft for mine own Honour if he come in; therefore
out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you with-
al, that either you might ftay him from his intendment, or
b-ook fuch Difgrace well as he fhall run into, in that it is a
thing of his own fearch, and altogether againft my will,

Ols. Charles, 1 thank thee for thy Love to me, which
thou fhalt find I will moft kindly requite: I had my felf
notice of my Brother’s purpofe herein, and have by under-
hand means laboured to diffuade him from it; but he is
refolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the ftubborneft young
Fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator of
every Man’s good Parts, a fecret and villanous Contriver
againft me his natural Brother; and therefore ufe thy Dif-
cretion, I had as lief thou didft break his Neck as his Finger.
And thou wert beft look to’t; for if thou doft him any
flicht Difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himfelf on
thee, he will pra&ice againft thee by Poifon, to entrap
thee by fome treacherous Device, and never leave thee ’till
he hath ta’en thy Life by fome indire& means or other : For
I affure thee, and almoft with Tears I fpeak it, there is not
one fo young and fe villanous this day living, I fpeak but

' brotherly
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brotherly of hims; but fhould I Anatomize him to thee, as
he is, I muft bluth and weep, and thou muft lock pale
and wonder.

Cha. Tam heartily glad I came hither to you: If he come
to morrow, Tll give him his Payment; if ever he go alone
again, I’ll never wreftle for Prize more; and fo God keep
your Worthip. [Exiz,

Oii. Farewel, good Charles. Now will I ftirthis Game-
fter: I hope I fhall fee an end of him, for my Soul, yet I
know not why, hates nothing more than he; yet he’s gentle,
never {choold, and yet learned, full of noble Device, of
all forts enchantingly beloved, and irdeed fo much the Hearr
of the World, and efpecially of my own People, who beft
know him, that T am altogether mifprifed; but it fhall not
be fo long, this Wreftler fhall clear all : Nothing remains,
but that I kindle the Boy thither, which now Ill go about,

[ Exir.

S CE N E II. TheDuke’s Palace.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Cel. 1pray thee, Rofalind, {weetmy Coz, be merry.

Rof, Dear Celia, 1 thow more Mirth than I am Miftrefs
of, and would you yet were merrier; unlefs you could teach
me to forget a banifh’d Father, you muft not learn me how
to remember my extraordinary Pleafure.

Cel. Herein I fee thou lov’ft me not with the full weight
that I love thee; if my Unkle, thy banithed Father, had
banithed thy Unkle, the Duke my Father, fo thou hadft
been ftill with me, I could have taught my Love to take
thy Father for mine; fo would’® thou, if the truth of
thy Love to me were fo righteoufly temper’d, as mine is to
thee.

Rof: Well, I will forget the Condition of my Eftate, to
rejoyce in yours.

Cel. You know my Father hath no Child but I, nor none
is like to have, and truly when he dies, thou fhalt be his
Heir; for what he hath taken away from thy Father per-
force, I will render thee again in Affeion; by mine Ho-
nour I will, and when I break’that Oath, let me turn Mon-
fter: Therefore, my {weet Rof2, my dear Rofz, be merry.

Rﬂjﬁ.
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Rof. Fiom henceforeI will, Coz, and devife Sports: Let
me {ee, what think you of falling in Love?

Cel. Marry, I prethee de, to make Sport withal ; but
loveno Man in good earneft, nor no furtherin Sport neither,
than with fafety of a pure bluth thou may’ft in Honour come
off again.

Rof. What fhall be the Sport then?

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good Houfewife Fortune
from her Wheel, that her Gifts may henceforth be beftowed
equally,

qRoj? I would we could do fo; for her Benefits are migh-
tily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moft
miftake in her Gifts to Women,

€el. *Tis true, for thofe that fhe makes honeft, fhe makes
very ill-favouredly.

Rof. Nay, now thou goeft from Fortune’s Office to N
tures: Fortune reigns in Gifts of the World, not in the
Lineaments of Nature.

Enter Clowsn.

Cel. No; when Nature hath made a fair Creature, may
fhe not by Fortune fall into the Fire? Tho’ Nature hith gi-
ven us Wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune fent in this
Fool to cut off this Argument ?

Rof. Indeed, Fortune is there too hard for Nature, when
Fortune makes Nature’s Natural, the cutter off of Nature’s
Wit.

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune’s Work neither, but
Nature’s, who perceiving our natural Wits too dull to reafon
of fuch Goddeffes, hath fent this Natural for our Whet-
ftone : Foralways the Dulnefs of the Fool, is the Whetftone
of the Wits. How now, whither wander you?

Clo. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your Father.

Cel. Were you made the Meflenger 2 (you.

Cls. No by mine Honour, but I was bid to come for

Rof. Where learned you that Oath, Fool?

Clo. Of a certain Knighe, that fwore by his Honour
they were good Pancakes, and fwore by his Honour the
Muftard was maught : Now I'll ftand to it, the Pancakes
were naught, and the Muftard was good, and yet was not
the Knight forfworn.

X Cel
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Cel. How prove you that in the great Heap of yourKnow-
ledge?

goﬁ Ay marry, now unmuzzle your Wifdom.

Clo. Stand you both forth now; ftroke your Chins, and
{wear by your Beards that T am a Knave.

Cel. By our Beards, if we had them, thou art.

Clo. By my Knavery, if Thad it, then'I were; but if you
fwear by that that is not, you are not forfworn ; no more
was this Knight fwearing by his Honour, for he never had
any; or if he had, he had fworn it away, before ever hefaw
thofe Pancakes, or that Muftard.

Cel. Prethee, who is that thou mean’ft?

Cls. One that old Fredrick_your Father loves.

Rof. My Father’s Love is enough to honour him enough ;
fpeak no more of him, youwll be whipt for Taxation one
of thefe Days.

Clo. The more pity that Fools may not fpeak wifely, what
wife Men do foolifhly.

Cel. By my Troth thou fay’ft true; for fince the little
Wit that Fools have was filenc’d, the little Foolery that
wife Men have makes a great Shew: Here comes Monfieur
Le Besn.

Enter Le Beu.

Rof: With his Mouth full of News.

Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their
Young.

Rof. Then f{hall we be News-cram'd.

Cel. All the better, we fhall be the more marketable.
Bon-jonr Monfiewr le Bem, what News?

Le Bes. Fair Princefs,

You have loft much Sport.

Cel. Sport; of what Colour?

Le Bew. What Colour, Madam ¢ How fhall T anfwer

ou?

: Rof. As Wit and Fortune will.

Clo. Or as the Deftinies decrees.

Cel. Well faid, that was laid on with 2 Trowel.
. Clo. Nay, if I keep not my Rank—-—

Rof. Thou lofeft thy old Smell.

Le Bes. You amafe me, Ladies: T would have told you
of good Wrefiling, which you have loft the Sight of. =

Ref.
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Ref. Yet tell us the manner of the Wreftling,

Le Ben. I will tell you the Beginning, and if it pleafe
your Ladyfhips, you may fee the End, for the beftis yet to
do, and here where you are, they are coming to petform
1t.

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried.

Le Ben. There comes an old Man and his three Sons.

Cel. I would match this beginning with an old Tale.
Le Ben. Three proper young Men of excellent Growth
and Prefence.

Rof. With Bills on their Necks: Be it known unto all
Men by thefe Prefents.

Le Ben. The eldeft of the three wreftled with Charles
the Duke’s Wreftler, which Charles in a Moment threw
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little Hope
of Life in him: So he ferv’d the fecond, and fo the third: |
Yonder they lye, the poor old Man their Father, making |
fuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the Beholders take his
Part with weeping.

Rof. Alas.

Clo. But what is the Sport, Monfieur, that the Ladies have
loft?

Le Bew. Why this is that I fpeak of.

Clo. Thus Men grow wifer every Day. It is the firft
time that ever I heard of breaking of Ribs was Sport for
Ladies.

Cel. Or I. I promife thee.

Rof. But is there any elle longs to fee this broken Mu-
fick in his Sides? Is there yet another doats upon R ib-break-
ing 2 Shall we fee this wreftling, Coufin?

Le Bes. You muft if you ftay here, for here is the Place
appointed for wreftling, and they are ready to perform
ite

Cel. Yonder fure they are coming: Let us now ftay and
{ee it,

Flowrifb. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando, Charles,
and Artendants.

Dnke. Come on, fince the Youth will not be entreated,
His own Peril on his forwardnefs. 2
Rof; Is yonder the Man?
Le
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Le Ben. Even he, Madam.

Cel, Alas, he is too young; yet he looks fuccefsfully,

Duke. How now, Daughter and Coufin;

Are you crept hither to fce the Wreftling 2

Rof: Ay, my Liege, {o pleafe you give us leave.

Duke. You will take little Delight in it, I can tell you,
there is fuch odds in the Man: In Pity of the Challenger’s
Youth, I would fain diffuade him, but he will not be en-
treated. Speak to him, Ladies, fee if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monfieur Le Bes.

Duke. Do fo; Ill not be by.

Le Ben. Monfieur the Challenger, the Princefs calls for

ou.
2 Orla. 1 attend her with all Refpec and Duty.

Rof. Young Man, have you challeng’d Charles the Wreft-
ler?

Orla. No, fair Princefs ; he is the general Challenger, I
come but as others do, to try with him the Strength of my
Youth.

Cel. Young Gentleman, your Spirits are toobold for your
Years: You have feen cruel Proof of this Man’s Strength, If
you faw your felf with your Eyes, or knew your felf with
your Judgment, the fear of your Adventure would coun-
fel you to a more equal Enterprife. We pray you for your
own Sake to embrace your own Safety, and give over this
Attempt,

Rof. Do, young Sir, your Reputation fhall not therefore
be mifprifed; we will make it our Suit to the Duke, that
the Wreftling might not go forward.

Orla. I befeech you punith me not with your hard
Thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guilty to deny fo
fair and excellent Ladies any thing : But let your fair Eyes
and gentle Wifhes go with me to my Trial, wherein if I
be foil’d, there is but one fham'd that was never Gracious;
if killd, bur one dead that is willing to be fo: I fhall do
my Friends no wrong, for I have none to lament me; the
the World no Injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the
World I fill up a Place, which may be better fupply’d when
I have made it empty.

Rof. The little Strength I have, I would it were with

ou.

’ Cel. And mine to eck out hers.
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Rof. Fare you well; pray Heav’n I be deceiv’d in you,

Cel. Your Heart’s Defires be with you.

Char, Come, where is this young Gallant, that is fo de-
firous to lye with his Mother Earth?

Orla. Ready Sir, but his Will hath in it 3 more modeft
working,

Duke. You fhall try but one Fall.

Char. No, I warrant your Grace you fhall not entrest
him to a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded him from
a firft,

Orla. You mean to mock me after ; you fhould not have
mocke before ; but come your ways.

Rof. Now Hercnles be thy {peed, young Man.

Cel. T would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong Fel-
low by the Leg. [ They Wreftle.

Rof. Oh excellent young Man.

Cel. If 1 had a Thunderbolt in mine Eye, I can tell
who fhould down. [ Shout,

Duke. No more, no more. [ Charles is thrown.

Orla. Yes, I befeech your Grace, I am not yet well
breathed.

Duke. How do’ft thou, Charles?

Le Bew. He cannot {peak, my Lord.

Duke. Bear him away.

What is thy Name, young Man2

Orla. Orlande, my Liege, the youngeft Son of Sir Rew-
land de Boys.

Duke. 1 would thou hadft been Son to fome Man elfe;
The World efteem’d thy Father honourable,

But I did find him ftill mine Enemy :
Thou fhould’ft have better pleas’d me with this Deed,
Hadft thou defcended from another Houfe.
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant Youth,
I would thou hadft told me of another Father.
[ Exit Dukg.
Cel. Were I my Father, Coz, would I do this?
Orla. I am more proud to be Sir Rewland’s Son,
His youngeft Son, and would not change that Calling
To be adopted Heir to Frederick.
Rof. My Father lov’d Sir Rewland as his Soul,
And all the World was of my Father’s Mind :
Had I before known this young Man his Son, 1

r\
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I fhould have given him Tears unto Entreaties,
E'er he fhould thus have ventur’d.
Cel. Gentle Coufin,
Let us go thank him, and encourage him ;
My Father’s rough and envious Difpofition
Sticks me at Heart. Sir, you have well deferv’d,
If you do keep your Promifes in Love,
But juftly as you have exceeded all in Promife,
Your Miftrefs fhall be happy.
Rof. Gentleman,
Wear this for me; one out of Suits with Fortune,
That could give more, but that her Hand lacks Means.
Shall we go, Coz 2
Cel. Ay; fare you well, fair Gentleman.
Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you? My better Parts
Are all thrown down, and that which here ftands up
Is but a Quintine, a more livelefs Block.
Rof. He calls us back: my Pride fell with my Fortunes.
’ll ask him what he would. "Did you call Sir?
Sir, you have wreftled well, and overthrown
More than your Enemies.
Cel. Will you go, Coz?
Rof. Have with you: fare you well. [Ex. Rof. and Cel.
Orla, What Paffion hangs thefe Weights upon my Tongue?
I cannot fpeak to her; yet the urg’d Conference.
Enter Le Beu,
O poor Orlands ! thou art overthrown
Or Charles, or fomething weaker mafters thee,
Le Bew. Good Sir, I doin Friendfhip counfel you
To leave this Place : Albeit you have deferv'd
High Commendation, true Applaufe, and Love;
Yet fuch is now the Duke’s Condition,
That he mifconfters all that you have done.
The Duke is humorous ; what he is indeed
More fuits you to conceive, than me to fpeak of.
Orla. 1 thank you Sir, and pray you tell me this,
Which of thefe two was Daughter to the Duke,
That here was at the Wreftling?2
Le Bew. Neither his Daughter, if we judge by Manners,
But yet indeed the taller is his Daughter;
The other is Daughter to the banifh’d Duke,
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And here detain’d by her ufurping Uncle

To keep his Daughter Company, whofe Loves

Are dearer than the natural Bond of Sifters:

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke

Hath ta’en Difpleafure ’gainft his gentle Neice,

Grounded upon no other Argument,

But that the People praife her for her Virtues,

And pity her for her good Father’s fake;

And on my Life his Malice ’gainft the Lady

Will fuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well,

Hereafter in a better World than this,

I fhall defire more Love and Knowledgeof you, [ Ewxit.
Orla. I reft much bounden to you: Fare you well!

Thus muft I from the Smoke into the Smother;

From Tyrant Duke, unto a Tyrant Brother :

But heav’nly Refalind! [Exit.

¥ NTt “HE

Enter Celia and R ofalind.

Cel. Why Coufin, why Rofalind; Cupid have Mercy; not
a word ! :

Rof. Not one to throw at a Dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too preciousto be caft away upon
?urs, throw fome of them at me ; come, lame me with Rea-
ons.

Rof. Then there were two Coufins laid up, when the one
fhould be lam’d with Reafons, and. the other mad without
any.

Cel. But is all this for your Father?

Rof. No, fome of it is for my Child’s Father. Oh how
full of Briers is this working-Day-world.

Cel. They are but Burs, Coufin, thrown upon thee in
Holiday Foolery; if we walk not in the trodden Paths, our
very Petticoats will catch them.

Rof. I could fhake them off my Coat; thefe Burs are in
my Heart, :

Cel. Hem them away.
Rof. T would try, .if I could cry Hem, and have him.
Cel. Come, come, wreftle with thy AffeGions,
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Rof- O they take the Part of a better Wreftler than my

Cel. O, a good With upon you; you will try in time in
defpightof a Fall; but turning thefe Jeftsout of Service, let
us talk in good earneft : Is it poffible on fuch a fudden you
thould fall into fo ftrange a liking with old Sir Rowland’s
youngeft Son? :

Rof. The Duke my Pather lov’d his Father dearly.

Cel. Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould love his Son
dearly 2 By this kind of Chafe I fhould hate him, for my,
Father hated his Father dearly; yet I hate not Orlando.

Rofi No Faith, hate him not for my Sake. :

Cel. Why fhould I not2 Doth not he deferve well2

Enter Duke with Lords. :

Rof: Let me love him for that, and do you love him,
Becaufe I do. Look, here comes the Duke.

Cel. With his Eyes full of Anger. :

Duke. Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafeft hafte,
And get you from our Court.

Rof Me, Uncle!

Duke. You, Coufin.

Within thefe ten Days if that thou beeft found
So near our publick Court as twenty Miles,
Thou dieft for it.

Rof: T do befeech your Grace
Let me the Knowledge of my Fault bear with me -

If with my felf T hold Intelligence,
Or have Acquaintance with my own Defires,
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick,
As I do truft I am not, then dear Uncle,
Never fo much asin a Thought unborn
Did I offend your Highnefs.
Duke. Thus do all Traitors,
If their Purgation did confift in Words,
They are as innocent as Grace it felf;
Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not. ,

Rof. Yet your Miftruft can not make me a Traitor;
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.

Duke. Thou art thy Fathers Daughter, there’s enough.

Rof..So was I when your Highnefs took his Dukedom,
So was I when your Highnefs banifh’d him;

Vor. IL L Treafon
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Treafon is not inherited, my Lord,

Or if we did derive it from our Friends, ;
What’s that to me, my Father was no Traitor:
Then good my Liege, miftake me not {fo much,
To think my Poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Dear Soveraign hear me fpeak.

Duke. Ay Celia, we ftaid her for your fake,
Elfe had fhe with her Father rang’d along.

Cel. 1 did not then entreat to have her ftay;
I was too young that time to value her,

But now I know her; if fhe be a Traitor,
Why fo am I; we ftill have {lept together,
Rofe at an Inftant, learn’d, plaid, eat together,
And wherefoe’er we went, like Fano’s Swans,
Sull we went coupled and infeparable.

Duke. She is too fubtile for thee, and her Smoothnefs,

Her very Silence, and her Patience,
Speak to the People, and they pity her:
Thou art a Fool, fhe robs thee of thy Name,
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and feem more virtuous
When fhe is gone; then open not thy Lips,
Firm and irrevocable is my Doom,
Which I have paft upon her; fhe is banifh’d.
Cel. Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my Liege,
I cannot live out of her Company.

Duke, You are a Fool; you Neice provide your felf,

If you out-ftay the time, upon mine Honour,
And in the Greatnefs of my Word, you die.
[ Exit Duke, ¢

Cel. O my poor Rofalind, whither wilt thou go?

Wile thou change Fathers? I will give thee mine:
I charge thee be not thou more griev’d than I am.

Rof. I have more Caufe.

Cel, Thou haft not, Coufin,

Prethee be cheerful; know’{t thou not the Duke
Hath banifh’d me his Daughter 2

Rof. That he hath not.

Cel. No, hath not2 Rofalind lacks then the Love
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one:
Shall we be fundred? Shall we part, fweet Girl?
No, let my Father feek another Heir.

- Therefore
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Therefore devife with me how we may fly,
Whither to go, and what to bear with us,
And do not feek to take your Charge upon you,
To bear your Griefs your felf, and leave me out:
For by this Heav’n, now at our Sorrows pale,
Say what thou canft, I'll go along with thee.
Rof: Why, whither fhall we go?
Cel. To feck my Uncle in the Foreft of Arden,
Rof. Alas, what Danger will it be to us,
Maids as we are, to travel forth {o far|
Beauty provoketh Thieves fooner than Gold.
Cel. I'll put my felf in poor and mean Attire,
And with a kind of Umber fmutch my Face,
The like do you, fo fhall we pafs along,
And never ftir Affailants.
Rof! Were it not better,
Becaufe thatI am more than common tall,
That I did {uit me all Points like a Man;
A gallant Curtelax upon my Thigh,
A Bore-fpear in my Hand, and in my Heart
Lie there what hidden Woman’s Fear there will;
We'll have a {wathing and a martial Outfide,
As many other mannith Cowards have,
That do outface it with their Semblances,
Cel. What fhall I call thee when thou arta Man?
Ro/: 'l have no worfe a Name than Fove's own Page,
And therefore look you call me Ganimed;
But what will you be call'd 2
Cel. Something that hath a Reference to my State:
No longer Celia, but Aliena,
Rof. But Coufin, what if we affaid to fteal
The clownifh Fool out of your Father’s Court :
Would he not be a Comfort to our Travel?
Cel. He'll go along o’er the wide World with me,
Leave me alone to woo him; let’s away,
And get our Jewels and our Wealth together;
Devife the fitteft time, and fafeft way
To hide us from Purfuit that will be made
After my Flight: Now go we in Content :
To Liberty, and not to Banifhmett. [ Exennt.
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ACTIH SCENYT N
S CE NE z Foreft.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or thee Lords
like Forefters.

Dike Sm.NOW my Co-mates, and Brothers in Exile;
Hath not old Cuftom made this Life more
{weet
Than that of painted Pomp? Are not thefe Woods
More free from Peril than the envious Court?
Here feel we not the Penalty of 4dam,
The Seafon’s Difference, as the Icie phang
And churlith chiding of the Winter’s Wind;
Which when it bites and blows upon my Body,
Even till I thrink with Celd, I fmile, and fay;
This is no Flattery : Thefe are Counfellors
That feelingly perfuade me what I am.
Sweet are the Ufes of Adverfity,
Which like the Toad, ugly and vencmous,
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his Head:
And this our Life exempt from publick Haunt,
Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks,
Sermons in Stones, and Good in every thing.
Amien. T would not change it; happy is your Grace
That can tranflate the Stubbornnefs of Fortune
Into fo quiet and fo fweet a Style.
Duke Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill us Venifon?
And yet it irks me, the poor dapled Fools,
Being native Burghers of this defart City,
Should in their own Confines with forked Heads,
Have their round Haunches goar’d.
1 Lord. Indeed, my Lord,
The melancholy Fagues grieves at that,
And in that kind fwears you do more ufurp,
Than doth your Brother that hath banifh’d yoeu:
To Day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf,
Did fteal behind him as he lay along
Under an Oak, whofe antick Root peeps out
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Upon the Brook that brawls along this Wood,
To the which Place a poor fequeftred Stag
That from the Hunters Aim had ta’en a Hurt,
Did come to languifh ; and indeed, my Lord,
The wretched Animal heav’d forth fuch Groans,
That their Difcharge did ftretch his leathern Coat
Almoft to burfting, and the big round Tears
Cours’d one another down his innocent Nofe
In piteous Chafe ; and thus the hairy Fool,
Much marked of the melancholly Fagzes,
Stood on th* extreameft Verge of the {wift Brook,
Augmenting it with Tears.
Duke Sen. But what faid Fagues?
Did he not moralize this Spe&acle?
1 Lord. O yes, intoa thoufand Similies.
Firft, for his Weeping into the needlefs Stream;
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak’ft a Teftament
As Worldlings do, giving thy Sum of more
To that which had too much. Then being alone,
Left and abandon’d of his velvet Friends;
“Tis right, quoth he, thus Mifery doth part
The Flux of Company: Anon a carelefs Herd
Full of the Pafture, jumps along by him,
And never ftays to greet him: Ay, quoth Fagues,
Sweep on, you fat and greazy Citizens,
*Tis juft the Fathion; wherefore do you look
Upon that poor and broken Bankrupt there?2
Thus moft inve@ively he pierceth through
The Body of the Country, City, Court,
Yea, and through this our Life, {wearing that we ,
Are meer Ufurpers, Tyrants; and what’s worfe,
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up
In their affign’d and native dwelling Place.
Dske Sen. And did you leave him in this Contemplation?
2 Lord., We did, my Lord, weeping and commenting
Upon the fobbing Deer.
Duke Sen. Show me the Place,
I love to cope him in thefe fullen Fits,
For then he’s full of Matter.
2 Lerd. T'll bring you to him ftraight. [Exeunt.

L 3 SCENE
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SCENE II. The Palace.

Enter Duke with Lords.

Duke. Can it be poflible that no Man faw them?
It cannot be ; fome Villains of my Court
Are of Confent and Sufferance in this.

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee her.
The Ladies, her Attendants of her Chamber,

Saw her abed, and in the Morning early
They found the Bed untreafur’d of their Miftrefs.

2 Lord. My Lord, the roynith Clown, at whom fo oft
Your Grace was wont to Jaugh, is alfo miffing :
Hifperia, the Princefs Gentlewoman,

Confefles that fhe fecretly o’er-heard

Your Daughter and her Coufin much commend
The Parts and Graces of the Wreftler

That did but lately foil the finowy Chasles,
And fhe believes where-ever they are gone,
That Youth is furely in their Company.

Duke. Send to his Brother, fetch that Gallant hither,

If he be abfent, bring his Brother to me,

I’ll make him find him; do this fuddenly,

And let not Search and Inquifition quail

To bring again thefe foolifh Runaways. [ Exennt.

S C E N E IIl. Olivers Houfe.

Enter Orlando and Adam,

Orla. Who's there?

Adam. What my young Mafter, oh my gentle Mafter,
Oh my {weet Mafter, O you Memory
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous? Why do People love you 2
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiane?
Wiy would you be fo fond to overcome
The bonny Prifer of the humorous Duke ?
Your Praife is come too [wiftly Home before you.
Know you not, Malter, to fome kind of Men
Their Graces ferve them but as Enemies;

No
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No more do yours; your Virtues, gentle Mafter
Are fan&ified and holy Traitors to you:
Oh what 2 World is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it!
Orla. Why, what’s the matter?
Adam. O unhappy Youth,
Come not within thefe Doors; within this R oof
The Enemy of all your Graces lives:
Your Brother no, no Brother, yet the Son,
Yet not the Son, I will not call him Son,
Of him I was about to call his Father,
Hath heard your Praifes, and this Night he means
To burn the Lodging where you ufe to lye,
And you within it; if he fail of that
He will have other Means to cut you off;
I overheard him, and his Pra&ices:
This is no Place, this Houfe is bur a Butchery;
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.
Orla. Why, whither Adam wouldft thou have me go?
Adam. No matter whither, {o you come not here.
Orla. What, wouldft thou have me go and beg my Food,
Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce
A thievifh living on the common Road ?
This I muft do, or know not what to do:
Yet this I will not do, do how I can;
I rather will fubjeé me to the Malice
Of a diverted Blood, and bloody Brother.
Adan. But do not fo, I have five hundred Crowns,
The thrifty Hire I fav’d under your Father,
Which I did ftore to be my fofter Nurfe,
When Service fhould in my old Limbs lye lame,
And unregarded Age in Corners thrown;
Take thar, and he that doth the Ravens feed,
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow,
Be Comfort to my Age; here is the Gold,
All this I give you, let me be your Servant,
Tho’ I look old, yet I am ftrong and luity,
For in my Youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious Liquors in my Blood,
Nor did I with unbafhful Forehead woo

The Means of Weaknefs and Debility;
L 4 Therefore
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Therefore my Age is as a lufty Winter,
Frofty, but kindly ; let me go with you,
T'lldo the Service of a younger Man
In all your Bufinefs and Neceffities.

Orla. Oh good old Man, how well in thee appears
The conftant Service of the antick World;
When Service {weat for Duty, not for Need!
Thou art not for the Fathion of thefe times,
Where none will fweat, but for Promotion,
And having that, do choak their Service up,
Even with the having; it is not fo with thee;
But poor old Man, thou prun’ft a rotten Tree,
That cannot fo_much as a Bloffom yield,

In lieu of all thy Pains and Husbandry ;

But come thy ways, we'll go along together,
And €’er we have thy youthful Wagés fpent,
We'll light upon fome fetled low Content.

Adam, Mafter go on, and I will follow thee
To the laft Gafp with Truth and Loyalty.
From feventeen Years *till now almoft fourfcore
Here lived I, but now live here no more.

At feventeen Years many their Fortunes feek,

But at fourfcore, it is too late a Week;

Yet Fortune cannot recompence me better

Than to die well, and not my Mafter’s Debter. [ Exeunt,

SCENE 1V. The Foreft.

Enter Rofalind in Boys Cloaths for Ganimed, Celia dref? like
a Shepherdefs for Aliena, and Clown.

Rof. O Fupiter, how merry are my Spirits 2

Clo. I care not for my Spirits, if my Legs were not
weary.

Rof 1 could find in my Heart to difgrace my Man’s Ap-
parel, and cry like a Woman; but I muft comfort the weak-
er Veflel, as Doublet and Hofe ought to thow it felf Cous
rageous to a Petticoat; therefore Courage, good _Aliena.

Cel. I pray you bear with me, I can go no further.

Clo. Formy part, I had rather bear with you, than bear
you; yet I thould bear no Crofs if I did bear you, for I
think you have no Mony in your Purfe.

Rofs
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Ref. Well, this is the Foreft of Ardes.

Clown. Ay, now am I in Arden, the more Fool I, when
I was at home I was in a better Place; but Travellers muft
be content.

Enter Corin and Silvius.

Rof. Ay, be fo, good Teuchftone ; look you who comes
kere, a young Man and an old, in folemn talk.

Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you {ftill.

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew’ft how I do love her.

Cor. I partly guefs, for I have lov’d e’er now.

Sil. No Corin, being old, thou can’ft not guefs,

Tho’ in thy Youth thou waft as true a Lover,
As ever figh’d upon a Midnight Pillow ;

But if thy Love were ever like to mine,

As fure I think did never Man love {o;

How many A&ions moft ridiculous

Haft thou been drawn to by thy Fantafic?

Cor. Into a thoufand that I have forgotten.

Sil. Oh thou didft then ne’er love fo heartily ;
If thou remembreft not the flighted Folly
That ever Love did make thee run into,

Thou haft not lov'd;

Or if thou haft not fate as I do now,

Wearying thy Hearer in thy Miftrefs Praife,

Thou haft not lov’d.

Or if thou haft not broke from Company,

Abruptly as my Paflion now makes me,

Thou haft not lov'd.

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. [ Exit Sil.

Ref. Alss poor Shepherd! fearching of thy Wound,

I have by hard Adventure found mine own.

Clo. And I mine; I remember when I was in Love, I
broke my Sword upon a Stone, and bid him take that for
coming a Nights to Fane Smile; and 1 remember the Kif-
fing of her Batlet, and the Cow’s Dugs that her pretty
chopt Hands had milk’d ; and I remember the wooing of a
Pealcod inftead of her, from whom I took two Cods, and
giving her them again, faid with weeping Tears, wear thefe
for my fake; we that are true Lovers run into ftrange Ca-
pers; but all is Mortal in Nature, fo 15 all Nature in Love,
mortal to Folly.
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Rof. Thou fpeak’ft wifer than thou art ware of.
Clo. Nay, I fhall ne¢’er be ware of mine own Wit, *till I
break my Shins againft it.
Rof. Fove! Fove! this Shepherd’s Paffion
Is much upon my Fathion,
Clo. And mine, but it grows fomething ftale with me.
Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yond Man,
If he for Gold will give us any Food,
I faint almoft to Death.
Clo. Holla; you Clown,
Rof. Peace Fool, he's not thy Kinfman,
Cor. Who calls?
Cloe. Your Betters, Sir.
Cor. Elfe they are wretched.
Rofs Peace I fay; good Even to you, Friead,
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all.
Rof. 1 prethee, Shepherd, if that. Love or Gold
Can in this defert Place buy Entertainment ;
Bring us where we may reft our felves, and feed ;
Here’s a young Matd with Travel much opprefled,
And faints for Succour,
Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her,
And wifh for her fake, more than for mine own,
My Fortunes were more able to relieve her;
But I am a Shepherd to another Man,
And do not theer the Fleeces that I graze ;
My Malfter is of churlith Difpofition,
And litele wreaks to find the way to Heav’n
By doing Deeds of Hofpitality :
Befides, his Coat, his Flocks, and Bounds of feed
Are now on Sale, and at our Sheep-coat now,
By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing
That you will feed on; but what is, come fee,
And in my Voice moft welcome fhall you be,
Rof: What is he that fhall buy his Flock and Pafture 2
Cor. That young Swain that you faw here but e’er while,
That little cares for buying any thing. '
Rof: 1 pray thee, if it ftand with Honefty,
Buy thou the Cottage, Pafture, and the Flock,
And thou (halt have to pay for it of us. :

G'ln
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Cel. And we will mend thy Wages;
I like this place, and willingly could
Wafte my time in ir,
Cor. Afluredly the thing is to be fold ;
Go with me, if you like upon Report,
The Soil, the Profit, and this kind of Life,
I will your very faithful Feeder be,
And buy it with your Gold right fuddenly. [Exennt.

S CENE ¥

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others,

S ONG.

Under the greeenhood Tree,
Who loves to lye with me,

And turn his merry Note,
Unto the fweet Bird’s Throar;

Come hither, come hither, come hither,
Here fhall be fee no Enemy,

But Winter and reugh Weather.

F49. More, more, 1 pretheee, more,
«mi. It will make you melancholy, Mounficur Fagues.
Fag. I thank it; more, I prethee, more,
I can fuck Melancholy out of a Song,
As a Weazel fucks Eggs: More, I prethee, more.
<mi. My Voice 1s rugged, I know I cannot pleafe you.
Faq. 1do not defire you to pleafe me,
I do defire you to fing;
Come, come, another Stanzos Call you ’em Stanzo’s?
Ami. What you will, Mounfieur Fagues.
F4aq. Nay, T care not for their Names, they owe me no-
thing. Wiil you fing ?
<Ami. More at your requeft, than to pleafe my felf.
Fag. Wellthen, if ever I thank any Man, I’ll thank you;
but that they call Complement is like th’ Encounter of two
Dog-Apes.  And when a2 Man thanks me heartily, me-
thinks I have given him a Penny, and he renders me the
beggarly Thanks. Come fing, and you that will not, hold
your Tonguszs,

Am;,
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Ami. Well, Pllend the Song. Sirs, cover the while ;
the Duke will Dine under this Tree; he hath been all this
day to look you. j

Fag. And I have been all this day to avoid him,

He is too difputable for my Company :

I think of as many Matters as he, but I give
Heav’n thanks, and make no Boaft of them.
Come, warble, come.

SON G.
Whe doth Ambition [bun,
And loves to lye i'th’ Sun,
Secking the Food be eats,
And pleasd with what he gets ;
Come hither, come hither, come hither
Here fhall Jo# [eey no Enemy,
Bur Winter and rough Weather.

Fag. Tll give you a Verfe to this Note,
That I made yefterday in defpight of my Invention,
Ami. And Tl fing it.
Faq. Thus it goes.
If it do come to pafs,
That any Man turn Afi ;
Leaving his Wealth and Eafe,
A [rubborn Will to pleafe,
4 Ducdame, Dycdame, Ducdame ;
i Here fball he fece, grofs Fools as be,
And if be will come to me.

Ami. What’s that Ducdame 2

74q. *Tis a Greek Invocation, to call Fools into 2 Circle, .
I'll go fleep if I can; if I cannot, I'll rail againft ali the Firft-
born of Egypt.

<mi. And I'll go feck the Duke,
His Banquet is prepar’d. [ Exennt.

SCTENE VI

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Adam. Dear Mafter, I can go no furthers
O I die for Food ! Here lye I down,

And
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And meafure out my Grave. Farewel, kind Mafter.
Orl. Why how now, .ddam ! no greater Heart in thee?

Live a little, comfort a little; cheer thy felf a little.

If this uncouth Foreft yield any thing Savage,

I will cither be Food for it, or bring it for Food to thee:

Thy Conceit is nearer Death, than thy Powers.

For my fake be comfortable, hold Death a while

At the Arm’send : I will be here with thee prefently,

And if I bring thee not fomething to eat,

I will give thee leave to die.  But if thou dieft

Before I come, thou art a mocker of my Labour:

Well faid, thou look’ft cheerly.

And I'll be with thee quickly ; yet thou lieft

In the bleak Air. Come, I will bear thee

To fome Shelter, and thou fhalt not die

For lack of a Dinner;

If there live any thing in this Defart.

Cheerly, good Adam. [Exenns,
6 L E N E-Vi
Eunter Dnke Sen. and Lords, [A Table fet ont.

Dske Sen. I think he be transform’d into a Beaft,
For I can no where find him like a Man.

1 Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence,
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song.

Duke Sen. 1f he, compac of Jars, grow Mufical,

We fhall have fhortly Difcord in the Spheres:
Go feck him, tell him I would {peak with him.
Enter Jaques.

1 Lord. He faves my Labour by his own approach.

Duke Sen. Why how now, Monfieur, what a Life isthis,
That your poor Friends muft woo your Company?
What, yeu look merrily.

Faq. A Fool, a Fool, I met a Fool i’th’ Foreft,

A motley Fool; a miferable World !

As I do live by Food, I met a Fool,

Who laid him down, and bask’d him in the Sun,
'And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good fet terms, and yet a motley Fool.

Good morrow, Foel, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, =
’ all
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Call me not Fool, ’till Heav’n hath fent me Fortune ;
And then he drew a Dial from his Poak,
And looking on it, with lack-luftre Eye,
Says, very wifely, it is ten a Clock:
Thus we may fee, quoth he, how the world wags s
*Tis but an hour ago fince it was nine,
And after one hour more ’twill be eleven,
And fo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe,
And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot,
And thereby hangs a Tale.  When I did hear
The motley Fool thus moral on the time,
My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer,
That Fools fhould be {o deep contemplative :
And I did laugh, fans intermiffion,
An hour by his Dial. O noble Fool,
A worthy Fool. Motley’s the only wear.
Duke Sen. W hat Fool is this 2
Faq. O worthy Fool; one that hath been a Courtier,
And fays, if Ladies be young and fair,
They have the Gift to know it : And in his Brain,
Which is as dry as the remainder Bisket
After a Voyage, he hath ftrange places cram’d
With Obfervation, the which he vents
In mangled Forms. O that I were a Fool,
I am ambitious for a motley Coat.
Duke Sen. Thou fhalt have one.
Fac. It is my only Suit,
Provided that you weed your better Judgments
Of all Opinion that grows rank in them,
That Iam Wife. I muft have liberty
Withal, as large a Charter as the Wind,
To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo Fools have;
And they that are moft gauled with my Folly,
They moft muft Laugh: And why, Sir, muft they fo?
The why is phin, as way to Parith Church;
He that a Fool doth very wifely hit, :
Doth very foolifhly, altho® he {mart,
Seem fenfelefs of the Bob. Ifnot,
The wife Man’s Folly is Anatomiz’d
Even by the fquandring Glances of a Fool,
Inveft me in the motley, give me leave

To
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To fpeak my Mind, and I will through and through
Cleanfc the foul Body of th’infe@Ged World,
If they will patiently receive my Medicine.
Duke Sen. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldft do.
J4q. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good?
Duke Sen. Moft mifchievous foul Sin, in chiding Sin:
For thou thy felf haft been a Libertine,
As fenfual as the brutifh Sting it felf,
And all th’ imboffed Sores, and headed Evils,
That thou with licenfe of free foot haft caught,
Would'ft thou difgorge into the general World,
Fag. Why who cries out on Pride,
That can therein tax any private Party :
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea,
"Till that the weary very means do ebb,
What Woman in the City do I name,
When that I fay the City Woman bears
The coft of Princes on unworthy Shoulders?
Who can come in, and fay that I mean her,
When fuch a one as fhe, fuch is her Neighbour?
Or what is he of bafeft Fun&ion,
That fays his Bravery is not on my coft,
Thinking that I mean him, but therein futes
His Folly to the mettle of my Speech,
There then, how then, what then, let me fee wherein
My Tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him right,
Then he hath wrong’d himfelf; if he be free,
Why then my taxing like a wild Goofe flies
Unclaim’d of any Man. But who comes here?
Enter Orlando.
Orla. Forbear, and eat no more.
F49. Why I have eat none yet.
Orla. Nor fhalt not, ’till Neceflity be ferv’d.
F4q. Of what kind fhould this Cock come?
Dike Sen. Artthou thus bolden’d, Man, by thy Diftrefs?
Or elfe a rude Defpifer of good Manners,
That in Civility thou feem’ft fo empty?
Orl. You touch’d my Vein at firft, the thorny Point
Of bare Diftrefs, that hath t2’en from me the thew
Of fmooth Civility ; yet am I Inland bred,
And koow fome Nurture: But forbear, I fay,
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He dies that touches any of this Fruit,
>Till I and my Affairs are anfwered.
Fag. And you will not be anfwered with Reafon,
I muit die,
D#ke Sen. What would you have 2
Your Gentlenefs fhall force, more than yourForce
Move us to Gentlenefs.
Orla. 1 almoft die for Food, and let me have it.
DukeSen. Sitdown and feed, and welcome to our Table.
Orla. Speakyou fo gently? Pardonme, I pray you,
I thought that all things had been Savage here,
And therefore put I on the Countenance
Of ftern commandment. But whate’er you are
That in this Defart inacceflible,
Under the fhade of melancholy Boughs,
Lofe and neglet the creeping Hours of Time;
If ever you have look’d on better Days;
If ever been where Bells have knoll’d to Church;
If ever fate at any good Man’s Feaft;
If ever from your Eye-lids wip’d a Tear,
And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied ;
Let Gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be,
In the which hope I blufh and hide my Sword.
Duke Sen. True is it that we have feen better Days,
And have with holy Bell been knoll'd to Church,
Andfateat good Mens Feafts, and wip’d our Eyes
Of drops, that facred Pity hath engendred:
And therefore it you down in gentlenefs,
And take upon command what help we have,
That to your wanting may be miniftred.
Oria. Then but forbear your Food a little while,
Wehiles, like 2 Doe, I go to find my Fawn,
And give it Food. There is anold poor Man,
Who after me hath many weary ftep
Limp’d ‘in pure Love; ’till he be firft {uffic’d,
Opprefs’d with two weak Evils, Age and Hunger;,
I will not touch a bit.
Duke Sen. Go find him out,
And we will nothing wafte 'till you return.
Oria. I thank ye, and be blefs’d for your goed Comfort.
- LExit.

F4q.
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Dake Sen. Thou feeft we are not all alone unhappy :

This wide and univerfal Theatre
Prefents more woful Pageants than the Scene
Wherein we play,

Fag. All the World’s a Stage,
And all the Men and Women meerly Players;
They have their Exits and their Entrances,
And one Man in his time pPlays many parts ;
His A&s being feven Ages. At firft the Infant,
Mewling and puking in the Nurfe’s Arms :
Then, the whining School-boy with his Satchel,
Aund fhining Morning-face, creeping like Snail
Unwillingly to School. And then the Lover,
Sighing Iike Furnace, with a woful Ballad
Made to his Miftrefs’s Eye-brow. Then a Soldier,
Full of ftrange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard,
Jealous in Honour, fudden and quick in Quarrel,
Secking the bubble Reeputation, :
Even in the Canon’s Mouth,  And then the Juftice
In fair round Belly, with good Capon lin’d,
With Eyes fevere, and Beard of formal cur,
Full of wife Saws, and modern Inftances,
And fo he plays his parr. The fixth Age fhifts
Into the lean and flipperd Pantaloon,
With SpeQacles on Nofe, and Pouch on fide;
His youthful Hofe well fav’d, a world too wide
For his thrunk Shank, and his big manly Voice
Turning again toward childifh trebble Pipes,
And whiftles in his found, Laft Scene of all,
That ends this ftrange eventful Hiftory,
Is fecond Childithnefs, and meer Oblivion,
Sans Tecth, fans Eyes, fans Tafte, fans every thing.

Enter Orlando with Adam.

Duke Sen. Welcome: Set down your venerable Burthen,
and let him feed,

Orla. I thank you moft for him,

Adam. So ha! you need,
I fearce can fpeak to thank you for my felf.

Druke Sen. Welcome, falltoo: T will not trouble you,
As yet to queftion you about your Fortunes.
Give us fome Mufick, and good Coufin, fing,

Vou. IIL M ' SONG.
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SONG.

Blow, blow, thon Winter Wind,

Thow art not fo unkind, as Man's Ingratitude ;

Thy Toeth is not [o keen, becanfe thon art not [een,
Altho’ thy Breath be vude.

Heigh ho, fing heigh ho, unto the green Holly s

Moft f}‘i';?t,{/bzp. is feigning ;. moft Loving meer Folly :
Then heigh ho, the Holly,
This Life is moft Folly,

Frieze, Friexe, thow bitter Sky, that doft not bite [o nigh
As Benfits forgot :

Tho' thon the Waters warp, thy Sting is not o fharp,
As Friend remembred not,

Heigh hoy fing, &c.

Duke Sen. T€ that you were the good Sir Rewland's Sons
As you have whifper'd faithfully you were,
And as mine Eye doth his Efhigies witnefs,
Moft truly limn’d, and living in your Face,
Be truly welcome hither. Iam the Duke
That lov’d your Father: The refidue of your Fortune,
Go to my Cave and tell me. Good old Man,
Thou art right Welcome, as thy Mafter is;
Support him by the Arm; give me your Hand,

And let meall your Fortunes underftand. [Exmnt.

J

AC T RE SCENE 4
SCENE the Palace.

Enter Dwke, Lords, and Oliver.
Dike. OT fee him fince? Sir, Sir, that canfiet be:
But were I not the better part made Mercy,
I thould not feek an abfent Argument
Of my Revenge, thou prefent= But look to.it,
Find out thy Brother wherefoe’er he is,
Seek him with'Candle; bring him dead or living,
Within this T'welve-month, or turn thou no more
To feck a Living in our Territory.

Thy
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Thy Lands and all things that thou doft call thine,
Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands,
*Till thou canft quit thee by thy Brother’s Mouth,
Of what we think again{t thee,
Oli. Oh that your Highnefs knew my Heart in this :
I never lov'd my Brother in my Life.
Duke. More Villain thou. Well, pufh him out of Doors,
And et my Officers of fuch a natare
Make an Extent upon his Houfe and Lands
Do this expediently, and turn him going, [ Exemnt,

SCENE IL The Forefl,

Enter Orlando.

Orla, Hang there my Verfe, in witnefs of my Love,
And thou thrice Crowned Queen of Night furvey,
With thy chaft Eye, from thy pale Sphere above,

Thy Huntrefs name, that my full Life doth {way,

O Rofalind, thefe Trees thall be my Books,

And in their Barks my Thoughts Fll Character,

That every Eye, which in this Foreft looks,

Shall fee thy Virtue witnefs'd every where,

Run, run, Orlando, carve on every Tree,

The fair, the chaft, and unexpreflive fhe, [ Esiz,
Enter Coren and Clown.

Cor. And how like you this Shepherd’s Life, Mr: Zouch/tone

Clown. Truly, Shepherd, in refpe& of it felf, it is 2 good
Life; but in refpe& that it is a Shepherd’s Life, itis naughr,
In refpe& that it is {olitary, I like it very well ; but in re-
{pect that itis private, itisa very vile Life. Now in relpe@
it is in the Fields, it pleafeth me well 5 but in refped it ig
not in the Court, it is tedious. As it is a fpare Life, jook
you, it fits my Humour well; but as there is no more plens
ty in it, it goes much againft my Stomach,  Has’s any Phis
lofophy in thee, Shepherd?

Cor. No more, but that I know the moze one fickens, the
worfe at eafe he is: And that he that wants Mony, Means,
and Content, is without three good Friends, That the
Property of Rainis to wet, and Fire to burn: Thae good
Pafture makes fat Sheep; and that a great caufe of the Nigh,
ds the lack of the Sun; That he that hath learned e Wie
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by Nature, nor Art, may complain of good Breeding; or
comes of a very dull Kindred.

Clown. Such a one is a natural Philofopher.

Was’t ever in Court; Shepherd?

Cor. No truly.

Clown. Then thou art Damn’d.

Cor. Nay, I hope

Clown. Truly thouart Damn’d, like an ill-roafted Egg, all
on one fide.

Cor. For not being at Court? Your reafon.

Clown. Why, if thou never waft at Court, thou never
faw’ft good Manners; if thou never faw’ft good Manners,
then thy Manners muft be wicked; and Wickednefs is Sin,
;x]nd Sin is Damnation: Thou art in a parlous State, Shep-

erd.
Cor. Not a whit, Toschffone : Thofe that have good
Manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Country, as
the Behaviour of the Country is moft mockable at the Court:
You told me, you Salute not at the Court, but you Kifs
your Hands; that Courtefie would be uneleanly, if Courtiers
were Shepherds.

Clown. Inftance, briefly; come, inftance.

Cor. Why, weare ftill handling our Ewes, and their Fels,
you know, are greaﬁe. :

Clown. Why, do not your Courtiers Hands {weat? And
is not the Greafe of Mutton as wholfome as the Sweat of a
Man? Shallow, fhallow, a better Inftance, I fay: Come.

Cor. Befides, our Hands are hard.

Clown. Your Lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow again:
A more founder Inftance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the furgery of
our Sheep; and would you have us kifs Tar? The Courtiers
Hands are perfumed with Civet.

Clown. Moft fhallow, Man : Thou Worms-meat, in re-
fpe& of a good piece of Fleth indeed; learn of the Wife
and Perpend; Civet is of a bafer birth than Tar; the
very uncleanly Flux of a Cat. Mend the Inftance, Shep-
herd.

Cor. You have too Courtly a Wit for me; I'll reft.

Clown. Wilt thou reft Damn’d2 God help thee, fhallew
Man; God make incifion in thee, thou art raw.

Cor.
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€or. Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earn that I eat; get
that I wear; owe ne Man Hate, envy no Man’s Happinefs;
glad of other Mens good, content with my harm; and the
greateft of my Pride, is to fee my Ewes graze, and my
Lambs fuck.

Clown. That is another fimple Sin in you, to bring the
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get your Li-
ving by the Copulation of Cattle, to be 2 Bawd to a Bell-
weather, and to betray a She-Lamb of a Twelve-month to
a crooked Pated old Cuckoldly Ram, out of all reafonable
Match. If thou be’ft not Damn’d for this, the Devil him-
felf will have no Shepherds; I cannot fee how thou fhould'(t
fcape.

Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Miftrefs’s Bro-
ther,

Enter Rofalind with a Paper.

Rof. From the Eaff to Weftern Inde,
No Fewel is like Rofalind,
Her Worth being monnted on the Wind,
Throngh all the World bears R ofalind.
Al the Pictures faireft Lind,
Are but black_to Rolalind;
Let.no Face be kept in mind,
But the moft fair Rofalind.

Clowr. Tll Rhime you fo, eight years together; dinners,
and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : It is the right
Butter-womens rank to Market,

Rof. Out Fool,

Cloovn. For a tafte,

If a Hart doth lack a Hind,
Let him feek_omt Rofalind.
If the Cat will after Kind,
8o be fwre will Rofalind.
Winter Garments muft be lin'd,
So muft [lender Rofalind.
They that Reap muft fheaf and bind,
Then to Cart with Rofalind,
Sweeteft Meat hath [owreft Rind,
Swuch a Nwut is Rofalind.
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He that [weeteft Rofe will find, ;
Muft find Loves prick, awd Rofalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of Verfes; why do you infe&
your felf with them?

Rof. Peace, you dull Fool, T found them on a Tree.

Clown. Truly, the Tree yields bad Fruit.

Rof. I'll graff it with you, and then I fhall graff it with
a Mcdler ; than it will be the earlieft Fruit r'th’® Country;
for you’ll be rotten e’er you be half ripe, and that’s the right
Vertue of the Medler.

Clown. You have faid; but whether wifely or no, let the
Foreft judge.

Enter Celia with  Writing.
Rof: Peace, here comes my Sifter reading, ftand afide.

Cel. Why [honld this a Defart be ?
For it is unpeopled. Nos
Tongnes T'll hang on every Tree,
That fball civil Sayings [hows
Some, how briefthe Life of Man
Runs bis erring Pilgrimage,
That the [Fretching of a Span,
Buckles in bis [fum of Age.
Some of wiolated Pows,
*Twixt the Sonls of Friend and Friend,
But upon the faireft Bonghs,
Or at every Sentence end,y
Wil I Rofalinda write ;
Teaching all that read, to know
This Quinteffence of every [prite,
Heaven wonuld in little fbow.
Therefore Heaven Natnre charg’d,
That one Body fhonld be fill'd
With all the Graces wide enlarg’d;
Narure prefently diftill'd
Helen’s Cheeks, but not bher Heart,
Cleopatra’s Majefty;
Atalanta’s berter part;
Sad Lucretia’s Modeffy.
Thus Rofalind of many parts,
By heav'nly Synod was devis’d,
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'

* Of many Faces, Eyes and_Hearts, '

T o have the touches deareft. priz’d. v

Heav'n wonld that [he thefe Gifis [honld have, /

And 1 to live and die her Slave. ?

{ v

" Rof. O moft gentle Fupiter ! what tedious Homily of ; l
Love have you wearied your Parifhioners withal, and never ¥

it ery’d, Have Patience, good People? i

ity Cel. How now, back Friends, Shepherd go off a little :
Go with him, Sirrah.

Cloywn. Come, Shepherd, let us make an Honourable Re-
treat, tho’ not with Bag and Baggage, yet with Scrip and
Scrippage. { Exit Cor. and Clown.

Cel, Didft thou hear thefe Verfes?

‘0 Rof. O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for fome
of them had in them more Feet than the Verfes would bear.
Cel. That's no matter; the Feet might bear the Verfes.

Rof. Ay, but the Feet were lame, and could not bear
themfelves without the Verfe, and therefore {tood lamely in
the Verfe.

Cel. But didft thon hear without wondring, how thy
Name fhould be hang’d and carv’d upon thefe Trees?

Rofs T was feven of the nine days out of wonder, before
you came: For look here what I found on a Palm-tree; I
was pever fo berhim'd fince Pythageras’s time, that I was an
Iri[b Rat, which I can hardly remember,

Cel. Tro you, who hath done this?

Rof. Is it a Man?

Cel. And a Chain that you once wore, about his Neck :
Change you colour 2

Rof. 1 prethee who 2

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for Friznds to
meet; but Mountains may be remov’d with Earchquakes,
and fo encounter,

Rof. Nay, but who isit?

Cel. Is 1t poflible

Rof. Nay, I prethee now, with molt petitiora-y vche-
mence, tell me who it is.

Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonde ful won-
derful, and yet again wondertul, and after that our of all

hoping.
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Rof. Good my Complexion, deft thou think, though I
am caparifon’d like 2 Man, I have a Doublet and a Hofe in
my difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a South Sea of
difcovery. Iprethee tell me, whois it, quickly, and fpeak
apace 2 I would thou could’ft ftammer, that thou might'ft
pour this concealed Man out of thy Mouth, as Wine comes
out of a narrow mouth’d Bottle; either too much at once,
or none at all. 1 prethee take the Cork out of thy Mouth,
that I may drink thy tidings.

Cel. Soyou may put a Man in your Belly.

Rof. Is he of God’s making? What manner of Man?2
Is his Head worth a Hat? or his Chin worth a Beard?

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little Beard.

Rof. Why God will fend more, if the Man will be thank-
ful; let me ftay the growth of his Beard, if thou delay me
not the knowledge of his Chin,

Cel. It is young Orlando, that trip’d up the Wreftler’s
Heels, and your Heart, both in an inftant,

Rof. Nay, butthe Devil take mocking; fpeak, fad Brow,
and true Maid,

Cel. I'faith, Coz, 'tis he,

Rof. Orlando ?

Cel. Orlando.

Rof. Alas the day, what fhall I do withmy Doublet and
Hofe ¢ What did he when thou faw’ft him 2 What faid he?
How look'd he?2 Wherein went he2 What makes he here 2
Did he ask for me 2 Where remains he2 How parted he
with thee2 And when fhalt thou fee him again? Anfwer
me in one word. :

Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantua’s Mouth firft; *tis
a Word too great for any Mouth of this Age’s fize: Tofay
ay and no to thefe particulars, is more than to anfwer in 3
Catechifm,

Rof. But doth he know that T am in this Foreft, and in
Man’s Apparel? Looks he as frefhly as he did the day he
wreftled 2

Cel. Tt is as eafie to count Atoms as to refolve the Pro-
pofitions of a Lover; but take a tafte of my ﬁnding him,
and relith it with good obfervance. I found him under a

Tree like 2 dropp’d Acorn,
Rof,
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Rof: Tt may well be calld Fove's Tree, when it drops
forth fuch Fruit.
Cel. Give me Audience, good Madam.
Rof. Proceed.

Cel. There lay he ftretch’d along like a wounded
Knight.

Rof. Tho' it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well becomes
the Ground.

Cry. Cry halla, to thy Tongue, I prethee; it curvets un-
feafonably. He was furnifh’d like a Hunter,

Rof. O ominous, he comes to kill my Heart.

Cel. 1 would fing my Song without a burthen, thou
bring’ft me out of tune.

Rof. Do you not know I am a Woman, when I think I
muft fpeak : Sweet, fayon.

Enter Orlando and Jaques.

Cel. Youbring meout. Soft, comes he not here?

Rof. *Tis he, {link by, and nete him.

Fag. I thank you for your Company; but good faith, I
had as lief have been my felf alone.

Orla. And fo had I; but yet, for fathion fake,

I thank you too, for your Society.

Fag. God b’w’ you, let’s meet as little as we can.

Orla. 1 do defire we may be better Strangers.

Fagq. 1 pray you marr no more Trees with writing Love-

"“Songs in their Barks.

Orla. 1 pray you marr no more of my Verfes with read-
ing them ill-favouredly.

Faq. Rofalind is your Love’s name?

Orla. Yes, Juit.

Fag. 1 do not like her Name.

Orla. There was no thought of pleafing you when fhe
was Chriften’d.

Fag. W hat Stature is fhe of?

Orla. Juft as high as my Heart.

Faq. Youare full of pretty Anfwers; have you not been
acquainted with Goldfmiths Wives, and conn’d them out of
Rings.

O%-la. Not fo : But I anfwer you right, painted Cloth,
from whence you have ftudied your Queftions?

" Faq. You have a nimble Wit ; I think it was made of
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634 As you Like it.

Aralanta’s Heels. WIill you fit down with me, and we
two will rail againft our Miftre(s the World, and all our
Mifery.

Orla. I will chide no Brother in the World but my {felf,
againft whom I know no faults,

Fag. The worft fault you have, is to be in Love.

Orla. *Tis a fault I will not change for your beft Virtue:
I am weary of you.

Fag. By my troth, I was feeking for a Fool, when I
found you.

Orla, He is drown’d in the Brook, look but in, and you
fhall fee him.,

F4g. There I fhall fee mine own Figure.

Orla, Which I take to be either a Fool, or aCypher.

Fag. Tll ftay no longer with you; farewel, good Signior
Love. [Exit.

Orla. T am glad of your Departure: Adieu, good Mon-
fieur Melancholy.

Rofe 1 will fpeak to him like a fawcy Laquey, and under
that Habit play the Knave with him : Do you hear, Forefter.

Orla. Very well, what would you 2

Rof. 1 pray you, what is’t a Clock?

Orla. You tfhould ask me what time o’ day ; there’s no
Clock in the Foreft.

Rofc Then there is no true Lover in the Foreft, elfe figh-
ing every minute, and groaning every hour, would dete& the
lazy Foot of Time, as well as a Clock.

Orla. And why not the {wift Foot of Time? Had mot
that been as proper?

Ref. By no means, Sir; Time travels in divers Places,
with divers Perfons; I'll tell you wha Time ambles withal,
who Time trots withal, whe Time gallops withal, and who
he ftands {till withal.

Orla, 1 prethee, whom doth he trot withal?

Rof. Marry, he trots hard with a young Maid, between
the Contra& of her Marriage, and the Day it is Solemniz’d :
Iftheinterim be buta fennight, Time’s pace is {o hard that
it feems the length of feven years.

Orla. Who ambles Time withal 2

Rof. With a Prieft that lacks Latin, and a rich Man that
hath not the Gout; for the one fleeps eafily becaufe he can-

not
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not fludy, and the other lives merrily, becaufe he feels no
pain : The one lacking the burthen of lean and wafteful
Learning; the other knowing no burthen of heavy tedious
Penury. Thefe Time ambles withal.

Oria. Whom doth he gallop withal ¢

Rof: With a Thief to the Gallows: For though he go
as fottly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too foon there.

Orla. Whom ftays it ftill withal?

Rof: With Lawyers in the Vacation; for they fleep be-
tween Term and Term, and then they perceive not how
Time moves.

Orla, Where dwell you, pretty Youth

Rof. With this Shepherdefs, my Sifter; here in the Skirts
of the Foreft, like Fringe upon a Petticoat.

Orla. Are you Native of this Place ¢

Rof. As the Cony that you fee dwell where fhe is kind-
led.

Orls. Your Accent is fomething finer, than you could
purchafe in fo removed a dwelling.

Rof. 1 have beentold fo of many; but indeed, anold re-
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in his
Youth an Inland Man, one that knew Coutfhip too well ;
for there he fell inLove. T have heard him read many Le-
&ures againft it. I thank God, T am not a Woman, to be
touch’d with fo many giddy Offences as he hath generally
tax’d their whole Sex withal. '

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal Evils that
he laid to the Charge of Women?

Rof. There were nene Principal, they were ali like one
another, as half-pence are, every one’s fault feeming mon-
ftrous, ‘till his fellow fault came to match it.

Orla. I prethee recount fome of them.

Rof. No; Iwill not caft away my Phyfick, but on thofe
that are Sick. There is a Man haunts the Foreft, that
abufes our young Plants with carving Rofalind on their
Barks; hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on Bram-
bles; all, forfooth, deifying the Name of Rofalind. If
I eould meet that Fancy-monger, 1 would give him fome
good Counfel, for he feems to have the Quotidian of Love

upon him.
Orla.
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Orla. T am he that is fo Love-thak’d; I pray you, tell me
your Remedy.

Rof: There is none of my Unkle’s Marks upon you; he
taught me how to know a Man in Love; in which Cage of
Ruthes, I am fure you are not Prifoner,

Orla. What were his Marks 2

Rof. A lean Cheek, which you have not; a blue Eye and
funken, which you have not; an unqueftionable Spirit,
which you have not ; a Beard neglected, which you have
not; but I pardon you for that, for fimply your having no
Beard, is a younger Brother's Revenue; Then your Hofe
fhould be ungarterd, your Bonnet unbanded, your Sleeve
unbutton'd, your Shoo untied, and every thing about you
demonftrating a carelels Defolation; but you are no fuch
Man, you are rather Point device in your Accoutrements,
as loving your felf, than feeming the Lover of any other,

Orla. Fair Youth, I would I could make thee believe I
Love,

Rof. Mebelieve it 2 You may as foon make her that you
love believe it, which I warrant fhe is apter to do, than to
confefs the does; that is one of the Points, in the which
Women ftill give the Lie to their Confciences. But in good
footh, are you he that hangs the Verfes on the Trees, where-
in Rofalind is fo admired ?

Orla. I {wear to thee, Youth, by the white Hand of Re-
Jalind, T am he, that unfortunate he.

Ref; Butare you {o much in Love, as your R himes fpeak?

Orla. Neither R hime nor Reafon can exprefs how much.

&of. Love is meerly a Madnefs, and, I tell you, deferves
as well a dark Houfe, and a Whip, as m:d Men do : And
the reafon why they are not fo punifh’d and cured, is, that
the Lunacy is fo ordinary, that the Whippers are in love
to0 : Yet I profefs curing it by Counfel.

Orla. Did yeu ever cure any fo?

Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. He was to imagine
me his Love, his Miftrefs: and T fet him every day to woo
me. At which time would I, being but 1 moonifh Youth,
grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and liking,
proud, fantaftical, apifh, fhallow, inconftint, full of Tears,
full of Smiles; for every Paffion fomething, and for no Paf-
fion truly any thing, as Boys and Women are for the moft

part
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part Cattle of this Colour; would now like him, now loath
hifn; then entertain him, then forfwear him; now weep for
him, then fpit at him; that I1drave this Suitor from his mad
Humour of Love, to a living Humour of Madnefs, which
was to forfwear the full Stream of the World, and to live
in a Nook meerly Monaftick; and thus I cur'd him, and
this way will I take upon me to wafh yeur Liver as clearas
a found Sheep’s Heart, that there fhall not be one Spot of
Love in’t.

Orla. T would not be cur’d, Youth.

Rof. I would cure you if you would but call me Rofa-
lind, and come every Day to my Cote, and woo me.

Orla. Now by the Faith of my Love, I will; tell me
where it is.

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will fhew it you; and by
the way you fhall tell me where in the Foreft you live:
Will you go?

Orla. With all my Heart, good Youth.

Rof. Nay, nay, you muft call me Rs alind: Come Sifter,
will you go? [Exennt.

SCENE IIL

Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques.

Clo. Come apace, good Awdrey, 1 will fetch up your
Goats, Audrey; and now, Audrey, am I the Man yct? Doth
my {imple Feature content you?

Axd. Your Features, Lord warrant us; what Features 2

Cls. I am here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moft
capricious Poet honeft Ovid was among the Goths.

Fag. O Knowledge ill inhabited, worfe than Fove in a
'Thatch’t Houfe,

Clo. When a Man’s Verfes cannot be underftood, nor a
Man’s good Wit feconded with the forward Child, Under-
ftanding; it ftrikes a Man more dead than a great Reckon-
ing in a little Room ; truly, I would the Gods had made
thee Poetical.

Aud. 1 do not know what Poetical is; is it honeft in
Deed and Word; is it atrue thing 2

Clo. Notruly; for the trueft Pocty is the moft feigning,

and
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and Lovers are given to Poctry; and what they fwear in
Poctry, may be faid as Lovers, they do feign.

Aud. Do you wifh then that the Gods had made me
Poetical 2

Clo. I do truly; for thou fwear'ft to me thou art honefts
now if thou wert a Poet, I might have fome hope thou
didft feign,

Awnd. Would you not have me honeft2

Clo. No truly, unlefs thou were hard-favourd; for Ho-
nefty coupled to Beauty, isto have Honey a Sauceto Su-
gar.

Fag. A material Fool,

Aud. Well, T am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods
make me honeft.

Clo. Fruly, and to caft away Honefty upon a foul Slut,
were to put good Meat into an unclean Difh.

<ud. I am not a Slut, though I thank the Gods I am
foul.

Clo. Well, praifed be the Gods for thy Foulnefs; Slut-
tithnefs may come hereafter : But be it as it may be, I
will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir Q-
ver Mar-text, the Vicar of the next Village, who hath pro-
mis'd to meet me in this Place of the Foref}, and to couple
us.

Faq. T would fain fee this Meceting.

Aud, Well, the Gods give us Joy.

Clo. Amen, A Man may, if he were of a fearful Heart,
ftageer in this Attempt; for here we have no Temple but
the Wood, no Affembly but Horn-beafts. Bur what tho’2
Courage. As Horns are odious, they are neceflary. Itis
faid, many a Man knows no End of his Goods; right : ma-
ny a Man has good Horns, and knows no End of them,
Well, that is the Dowry of his Wife, “tis none of his own
getting ; Horns? even fo—- poor Men alone ——no, no, the
nobleft Deer hath them as huge as the Rafcal : I's the fingle
Mantherefore blefled? No. As a2 wall'd Town is more wor=
thier than a Village, fo is the Forehead of a married Man
more honourable than the bare Brow of a Batchelor; and
by how much Defence is bétter than no Skill, fo much isa
Horn'more precious than to’ wan, :

i
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Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text.
Here comes Sir Oliver: Sic Oliver Mar-text, you are well
met. Will you difpatch us here under this Tree, or fhall
we go with you to your Chappel2

Sir Oli. 1s there none hereto give the Woman$

€lo. 1 will not take her on Gift of any Man.

Sir Olis Truly fhe mult be given, or the Marriage is not
lawful.

Faq. Proceed, proceed! I'll give her.

Clo. Good Even, good M. What ye call’t: How do you
Sir, youare very well met: Godild you for your laft Com-
pany, I am very glad to fee you, evena Toy in Hand here
Sir: Nay; pray be covered.

Fag. Will you be married, Motley?

Clo. As the ‘Ox hath his Bow, Sir, the Horfe his Curb,
and the Falcon his Bells, fo Man hath his Defire; and as
Pigeons bill, fo Wedlock would be nibling.

Fag. And will you, being a Man of your Breeding, be
married under a Bufh like a Beggar? Get you to Church,
and have a good Prieft that can tell you what Marriage is;
this Fellow will but join you together as they join Wain-
fcot, then one of you will prove a fhrunk Pannel, and like
Timber, warp, warp.

Clo. T am not in the Mind, but I were better to be mar-
ried of him than of another; for he is not like to marry me
well; and not being well married, it will be a good Excufe
for me hereafrer to leave my Wife.

Fag.'Go thou with me,
And let me ‘counfel thee.

Clo. Come, {weet Awudrey,
We muft be married, or'we muft live in bawdry:
Farewel ‘good Mr. Oliver; not O fweet Oliver, O brave
Oliver, ledve me not behind thee: But wind away, be gone
Ifay, T will not to wedding with thee.

Sir Oli. *Tis no matter; ne’er a fantaftical Knave of them
all fhall flout me out of my Calling. [Exennt.

SCENE
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SECENE 1V.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Rofe Never talk to me, I will weep.

Cel. Do I prethee, but yet have the Grace to confider
thar Tears do not become a Man.

Rof. But have I not Caufe to weep 2

Cel. As good Caufe as one would defire,

Therefore weep.

Rof. His very Hair
Is of the diffembling Colour.

. Cel. Something browner than Fudas’s :
Marry, his Kifes are F#das’s own Childrens

Rof. T'faith his Hair is of a good Colour.

Cel. Anexcellent Colour:

Your Chefnut was ever the only Colour.

Rof. And his Kiffing is as full of Sanétity,
As the touch of holy Bread.

Cel. He hath bought a Pair of chafte Lips of Diana, a Nun
of Winter’s fifterhood Kifles not more religioufly; the very
Ice of C haftity is in them.

Rof. But why did he fwear he would come this Morn-
ing, and comes not?

Cel. Nay, certainly there is no Truth in him.

Rof. Do you think fo?

Cel. Yes, I think he is not a Pick-purfe, nor a Horfe-
ftea'er ; but for his Verity in Love, I do think him as con-
cave asa cover'd Goblet, or a worm-eaten Nut.

Rof. Not true in Love?

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I think he is not in.

Rof. You have heard him {wear downright he was,

Cel. Was, is not, is; befides, the Oath of a Lover is no
ftronger than the Word of a Tapfter; they are both the
Confirmer of falfe Reckonings ; he attends here in the Foreft
on the Duke your Father.

Rof. T mer the Duke Yefterday, and had much queftion
with him: He askt me of what Parentage I was; I told him
of as good as he; fo he laugh’d, and let me go. But what
talk we of Fathers, when there is fuch a Man as Or/ando 2

’ C‘lo
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Cel. O thit’sa brave Man, he writes brave Veérfes, fpeaks
brave Words, {wears brave Oaths, and breaksthem bravely,
quite travers athwart the Heart of his Lover, as a puifny
Tilter, that fpurs his Horfe but on one Side, breaks his Staff
like a noble Goofe; but all’s brave that Youth mounts, and
Folly guides: Who comes here?

Enter Corin,

Cor: Miftrefs and Mafter, you have oft enquir'd

After the Shepherd that complain’d of Love,
Whom you faw fitting by me on the Turf;
Praifing the proud difdainful Shepherdefs

Thar was his Miftrefs.

Cel. Well, and what of him?

Cor. If you will fee a Pageant truly plaid
Between the pale Compleétion of true Love,

And the red Glow of Scorn and proud Difdain;
Go hence a litcle and I fhall condué you,
Ifyou will mark it.
Rof. O come let us remove,
The Sight of Lovers feedeth thofe in Love:
Bring us to this Sight, and you fhall fay
Ill prove a bufie A&or in their Play. [ Exenn,

S G B N-kE V.

Enter Silvius and Phebe,
Sil. Sweet Phebe do not fcorn me, do not, Phebe;
Say that you love me not, but fay not fo
In bitternefs; the common Executioner,
Whofe Heart th’ accuftom’d Sight of Death makes hard,
Falls not the Ax upon the humbled Neck,
But firft begs Pardon: Will you fterner be
Than he that dies and lives by bloody Drops?
Enter Rofalind, Celia and Corin.
Phe. 1 would not be thy Executioner,
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee:
Thou tell’ft me there is Murther in mine Eyes;
*Tis pretty fure, and very probable,
‘That EP'es that are the frail’ft and foftelt things,
Who fhut their coward Gares on Atomies,
Should be call'd Tyrants, Butchers, Murtherers,
Vor. il. N Now,
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Now, Ido frown on thee with all my Heart,
And if mine Eyes can wound, now let them kill thee :
Now counterfeit to fwound, why now, fall down,
Or if thou car’ft not, oh for Shame, for Shame,
Lie not, to fay mine Eyes are Murtherers.
Now fhew the Wound mine Eye hath made in thee;
Scratch thee but with a Pin, and there remains
Some Scar of it; lean but upon a Rufh,
The Cicatrice and capable Impreflure
Thy Palm fome Moment keeps: But now mine Eyes
Which I have darted at thee, huit thee not;
Nor, I am fure, is there no fuch force in Eyes
That can do hurt.

Sil. O dear Phebe,
If ever, as that ever may be near,
You met in fome frefh Check the Power of Fancy,
Then thall you know the Wounds invifible
That Love’s keen Arrows make.

Phe. But ’till that time
Come thou not near me; and when that time comes,
Af1i& me with thy Mocks, pity me not,
As ’till that time I fhall not pity thee.

Rofe And why I pray you, who might be your Mother
That you infult, exult, and all at once
Over the wretched? What though you have no Beauty,
As, by my Faith, I fec no more in you
Than without Candle may go dark to Bed:
Mutft you be therefore proud and pitilefs 2
Why what means this? Why do you look on me?
I fee no more in you than in the Qrdinary
Of Nature’s Sale-work ¢ ods my litcle Life,
I think fhe means to tangle mine Eyes too:
No Faith, proud Miftrefs, hope not after it,
"Tis not your inky Brows, your black filk Hair,
Your bugle Eye-balls, nor your Check of Cream
That can entame my Spirits to your Worfhip.
You foolifh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her
Like foggy South, puffing with Wind and Rain,
You are a thoufand times a properer Man
Than fhe a Woman. *Tis fuch Foolsas you
That makes the World full of ill-favour’d Children:

[
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"Tis not her Glafs, but you that flatters her,
And out of you fhe fees her felf more proper
Than any of her Lineaments can thow her,
But Miltrefs, know your felf, down on your Kness,
And thank Heav'n, fafting, for a good Man’s Love;
For I muft tell you friendly in your Ear,
Sell what you can, you are not for all Markets,
Cry the Man Mercy, love him, take his Offer,
Foul is moft foul, being foul to be a Scoffer:
So take her to thee, Shepherd, fare you well.
Phe. Sweet Youth, I pray you chide a Year together;
I had rather hear you chide than this Min woo.
Rof. He's fall'n in love with your Foulnefs, and fhe’ll
Fall in love with my Anger. Ifit be fo, as faft
As fhe anfwers thee with frowning Looks, I'll fauce
Her with bitter Words: Why look you fo upon me 2
Phe. For no Ill-will T bear you.
Rof. 1 pray you do not fall in love with me,
For T am falfer than Vows made in Wine;
Befides, I like you not. If you will know my Houfe,
"Tis at the Tuft of Olives, here hard by:
Will you go, Sifter2 Shepherd, ply her hard:
Come Sifter; Shepherdefs, look on him better,
And be not proud; tho’ all the World could fee,
None could be fo abus’d in Sight as he.
Come to our Flock, [Exis,
Phe. Deed Shepherd, now I find thy Saw of Might,
Who ever lov'd, that lov’'d not at ficft Sight?
Sil. Sweet Phebe.
Phe. Hah: What fayft thou, Silvius?
Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Phe. Why I am forry for thee, gentle Silvins.
Sil. Where-ever Sorrow is, Relief would be:
If you do forrow at my Grief in Love,
By giving Love, your Sorrow and my Grief
Were both extermin’d.
Phe. Thou haft my Love;is not that neighbourly?’
Sil. T would bhave you.
Phe. Why that were Covetoufnefs.
Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ;
And yet it is not that I bear thee Love;
N 2 But
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But {ince that thou canft ralk of Love fo well,
Thy Company, which erft was irkiome to me,
I will endure; and I'll employ thee too:
But do not look for further Recompence,
Than thine own Gladnefs that thou art imploy’d.
Sil.\So holy and fo perfe& i1s my Love,
And fuch a Poverty of Grace attends it,
That I fhall think it a moft plenteous Crop
To plean the broken Ears after the Man
That the main Harveft reaps: Lofe now and then
A f{cattered Smile, and that I’ll live upon.
Phe. Know’t thou the Youth that fpoke tome ¢’er while?
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft,
And he hath bought the Cottage and the Bounds
That the old Carlot once was Mafter of.
Phe. Think not I love him, tho’ I ask for him;
>Tis but a peevith Boy, yet he talks well,
But what care I for Words2 Yet Words do well,
When he that fpeaks them pleafes thofe that hear :
Tt is a pretty Youth, not very prettys;
But fure he’s proud, and yet his Pride becomes him;
He'll make a proper Man; the beft thing in him
Is his Complexion; and fafter than his Tongue
Did make Offence, his Eye did heal it up :
He is not very tall, yet for his Years he’s tall;
His Leg is but fo {o, and yet ’tis well;
There was a pretty Rednefs in his Lip,
A lirtle riper, and more lufty red
Than that mix’d in his Cheek; *twas juft the Difference
R twixt the conftant Red and mingled Damask.
There be fome Women, Silvius, had they mark’d him
In Parcels as I did, would have gone near
To tall in Love with him; but for my part
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet
I have more Caufe to hate him than to love him:
For what had he to do to chide at me?
He faid mine Eyes were black, and my Hair black,
And now I am remembred, fcorn’d at me;
I marvel why I anfwer’d not again,
3ut that’s all one;.Omittance is no Quittance.
I'll write to him a very taunting Letter,
And thou fhale bear it, wilt thou, Silvius? Sil,
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Sil. Phebe, with all my Heart,
Phe. Ul write it ftraight;
The Matter’s inmy Head, and in my Heart,
I will be bitter with him, and paffing fthort:
Go with me, Silvius. [ Exennt.

ACI IV, SCENES
SCENE the Forefl.

Enter Rofalind, Celia and Jaques.

Faq. I Prithee, pretty Youth, let me be better acquainted
with thee.

Rof. They fay you are a melancholly Fellow.

Fag. 1 am fo; 1 do love it better than Laughing.

Rof. Thofe that are in Extremity of cither, are abomina-
ble Fellows, and betray themfelves to every modern Cenfure,
worfe than Drunkards,

Fag. Why, ’tis good to be fad, and fay nothing.

Rof. Why then ’tis good to be a Poft.

Fag. 1 have neither the Scholars Melancholly, which is
Emulation; nor the Muficians, which is fantaftical; nor the
Courtiers, which is proud; nor the Souldiers, which isam-
bitious; nor the Lawyers, which is polirical ; northe Ladies,
which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is all thefe; but it is
a Melancholly of mine own, compounded of many Simples,
extrated from many Obje&s, and indeed the fundry Con-
templations of Travels in which my often Rumination wraps
me in a moft humorous Sadnefs.

Rof. A Traveller! by my Faith you have great Reafon
to be fad: T fear you have fold your own Lands, to fee o-
ther Mens; then, to havefeen mach, and to have nothing, is
to have rich Eyes and poor Hands.

Fag. Yes, I have gain’d Experience,

Enter Orlando.

Rof. And your Experience makes you fad: I had rather
have a Fool to make me merry, than Experieace to make me
fad, and to travel for it too.

Orla. Good Day, and Happinefs, dear Rofalind.

N 3 Fq.
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Faq. Nay, then God b'w’y you, and you talk in_blank
Verfo, [ Exit,

Rof. Farewel, Monfieur Traveller; look you lifp, and wear
ftrange Suits; difable all the Benefits of your own Country ;
be out of love with your Nativity, and almoft chide God
for making you that Countenance you are, or I will fcarce
think you have fwam in a Gondalle. Why how now Or-
lando, where have you been all this while? You a Lover?
And you ferve me fuch another Trick, never come in my
Sight more.

Orla. My fair Refalind, I come within an Hour of my
Promife,

Raf. Break an Hour’s Promife in Love? He that will di-
vide 2 Minute into a thoufand Parts, and break but a Part
of the thoufandth Part of a Minute in the Affairs of Love, it
may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt him o'th’
Shoulder, but I'll warrant him Heart-whole.

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofalind.

Ro/. Nay, and you be fo tardy, come no more in my
Sight, I had as lief be woo’d of a Snail.

Orla.” Of a Snail 2

Rof. Ay, of a Snail; for tho’ he comes flowly, he carries
his Hufe on his Head : A better Jointure, I think, than you
make s Woman; befides he brings his Deftiny with him.

Orla. What’s that?

Rof. Why Horns; which fuch as you are fain to behol-
ding ro your Wives for; but he comes armed in his For-
tuge, and prevents the Slander of his Wife.

Orla. Virtue is no Horn-maker ; and my Rofalind is'vir-
tuous.
Rof. And I am your Refalind.

Cel. Tt pleafes him to call you fo; but he hatha Rofalind
of a better Leer than you.

Rof. Come, wop me, woo me; for now I am in aHoly-
day Humour, and like enough to confent: What would
;0; fay to me now, and I were your very, very Rofa-
1720

Orla. I would kifs before I fpoke.

Rof. Nay, you were better fpeak firfl, and when you
were gravell’'d for lack of matter, you might take Occafion

to
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to kifs. Very good Orators, when they are out, they will
fpit; and for Lovers lacking, God warn us, matter; the
cleanlieft Shift is to kifs.

Orla, How if the Kifs be denied?

Rof. Then fhe puts you to Entreaty, and there begins
new Matter.

Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved Mi-
ftrefs?

Rof. Marry that fhould you if I were your Miftrefs, or I
fhould think my Honefty ranker than my Wit,

Orla. What, of my Suit?

Rof. Not out of your Apparel, and yet out of your
Suit.

Am not I your Rofalind ?

Orla. 1 take fome Joy to fay you are, becaufe I would be
talking of her.

Rof. Well,in her Perfon, I fay I will not have you.

Orlsz. Then in mine own Perfon I die,

Rof. No Faith, die by Attorney; the poor World is al-
moft fix thoufand Years old, and in all this time there was
not any Man died in his own Perfon, wvidelicet, in a Love
Caufle : Troilus had his Brains dath’d out with a Grecian
Club, yet he did what he could to die before, and he is une
of the Patternsof Love. Leander, he would have liv’d man
a fair Year, tho’ Hero had turn’d Nun, if it had not been for
a hot Midfummer-night; for, good Youth, he went but
forth to wath in the Hellefpont, and being taken with the
Cramp, was drewn'd; and the foolith Chroniclers of that
Age, found it was Hero of Seffos. Bur thefe are all Lics,
Men have died from time to time, and Worms have eaten
them, but not for Love.

Orla. T would not have my right Rofalind of this Mind
for I proteft her Frown might kill me.

Rof. By this Hand it will not kill a Flie; but come now
1 will be your Roflind in a more coming-on Difpofition;
and ask what you willy T will grant i,

Orla. Then love me, Rofalind,

Rof. Yes Faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all,
Orla. And wilt thou have me?

Rofs Ay, and twenty fuch,

’

N 4 Orla.
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Orla. What faift thou?

Rof. Are you not good?

Orla. 1 hope fo.

Rof. Why then, can one defire too much of a good
thing 2 Come, Sifter, you fhall be the Prieft, and marry
us. Give me your Hand, Orlando : What do you fay
Sifter.

Orla. Pray thee marry us.

Cel. T cannot fay the Words.

Rof: You muft begin, Will you Orlando.

Cel. Go to; will you Orlando have to Wife this Rofae
lind ?

Orla. 1 Wl”.

Rof. But when,

Orla. Why now, as faft as fhe can marry us,

Rof. Then you muft fay, I take thee Rofalind for
Wife,

Orla. 1 take thee Rofalind for Wife.

Rof> 1 might ask you for your Commiffion,

But 1 do take thee Orlando for my Husband: There’s 2
Girlgoes beforethe Prieft, and certainly a Woman’s Thoughe
runs before her A&ions.

Orla. So do all Thoughts; they are wing’d.

Rofs Now tell me hew long you would have her, after
you have pofl ft her?

Orla, For ever and a Day.

Rof. Say a Day without the ever: No, no, Orlando, Men
are April when they woo, December when they wed : Maids
are Aday when they are Muids, but the Sky changes when
they arc Wives; I will be more jealous of thee thana Barbary
Cock-Pigeon over his Hen, more clamorous than a Parrot 2-
gainft R“qin; more new-fangled than an Ape; more giddy in
my Defires than 2 Monkey ; I will weep for nothing like
Diana_in the Fountain, and T will do that when you are
difpos’d to be merry 3 I will laugh like a Hyen, and that
when thou art inclin’d to fleep. '

Orla. But will my Rofaliad do fo?

Rof. By my Life the will do as I do,

Orla.. O but fhe is wife,

Re/s Or elfe fhe could not have the Wit to do this; the

. : ' wifer,
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wifer, the waywarder: Make the Doors upon a Woman’s
Wit, and it will out at the Cafement; fhut that, and ’twill
out at the Key-hole; ftop that, it will fly with the fmoak
out at the Chimney,

Orla. A Man that had a Wife with fuch a Wit, he might
fay, Wit whither wile?

Rof. Nay, youmightkeep that check for it, ’till you met
your Wife’s Wit goirg to your Neighbour’s Bed.

Orla. And what Wit could Wit have to excufe that?

Rof. Marry to fay, fhe cameto feek 'you there: You fhall
never find her without her Anfwer, unlefs you take her
without her Tongue. O that Woman, that cannot make her
fault her Husband’s occafion, let her never nurfe her Child
her felf, for fhe will breed it like a Fool,

Orla. For thefe two hours, Rofalind, 1 will leave thee.

Rof. Alas, dear Love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

Orla. I muft attend the Duke at Dinner, by two a Clock I
will be with thee again.

Rof. Ay, goyour ways, goyour ways; I knew what you
would prove, my Friends told me as much, and I thought
no lefs; that flattering Tongue of yours won me; ’tis but
;me caft away, and fo come Death: Two o’th’Clock is your
0ur ?

Orla. Ay, {weet Rofalind.

Rof. By my troth, and in good ecameft, and fo God
mend me, and by all the pretty Oaths that are not dangerous,
if you break one jot of your Promife, or come one minute
behind your hour, I will think you the moft pathetical Break-
Promife, and the moft hollow Lover, and the moft unworthy
of her you call Rofalind, that may be chofen out of the grofs
Band of the Unfaithful; therefore beware my Cenfure, and
keep your Promife.

Orla. With no lefs Religion, than if thou wert indeed
my Rofalind; fo adieu.

Rof. Well, Timeis the old Juftice that examines all fuch
Offenders, and ket Time try. Adiev. [Exit Orla,

Cel. You have fimply mifus’d our Sex in your Love-prate:
we mult have your Doublet and Hofe pluck’'d over your
Head, and fhew the World what the Bird hath done to her
own Neft. SR

Rof.
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Rof. O Coz, Coz, Coz, my pretty little Coz, that thou
didft know how many fathom deep I am in Love; but it can-
not be founded : My Affection hath an unknown bottom,
like the Bay of Portugal.

Cel. Or rather bottomlefs, that as faft as you pour Affe-
&ion in, it runs out.

Rof. No, that fame wicked Baftard of Vemms, that was
begot of Thought, conceiv’d of Spleen, and born of Mad-
nefs, that blind rafcally Boy, that abufes every ones Eyes,
becaufe his own are out, let him be Judge, how deep I
am in Love; Ill tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the
fight of Orlando: T'll go find a Shadew, and figh ’till he
come.

Cel. And Tl fleep. L Exennt,

S C. E.N-E_ K

Enter Jaques, Lords, and Forefters. -

Fag. Which is he that kill'd the Deer ¢

Lord. Sir, it was I.

Fag. Let’s prefent him to the Duke like a Roman €on-
queror, and it would do well to fet the Deer’s Horns upon;
his Head, for a branch of Vicory; have you no Song, Fo-
refter, for this purpofe?

For. Yes, Sir.

Fag. Sing it: *Tis no matter how it be in tune, fo it
make noife enough.

Mufick, Song.

What [ball he have that kill’d the Deer ?

His Leather Skin and Horns to wear;

Then fing him home, the veft [ball bear this burthen;
Take thon no fcorn ro wear the Horn,

1t was a Creft e'er thou waft born,

Thy Father’'s Fatber wore it,

And thy Father bore it,

The Horn, the Horn, the Infty Horn,

Is wot a thing to langh to Scorn, [ Exenm,

SCENE
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Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Rof. How fay you now, is it net paft two a Clock?
And here much Orlando.

Cel. 1 warrant you, with pure Love and troubled Brain,

Enter Sylvius.

He hath ta’en his Bow and Arrows, and is gone forth
To fleep: Look who comes here.

Syl. My Errand is to you, fair Youth,
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this 2
I know not the Contents, but, as I guefs,
By the ftern Brow, and wafpith Aé&tion
Which fhe did ufe as the was Writing of it,
It bears an angry tenure ; pardon me,
I am but as a guiltlefs Meffenger.

Rof. Patience her felf would flartle at this Letter,
And play the Swaggerer; bear this, bear all.
She fays I am not fair, that I lack Manners,
She calls me proud, and that fhe could not love me
Were Man as rare as Phenix: 'Od’s my will,
Her Love is not the Hare that I did hunt,
Why writes fhe {o to me 3 Well, Shepherd, well,
This is a Letter of your own device.

Syl. No, 1 proteft, I know not the Contents,
Phebe did write it.

Rof. Come, come, you are a Fool,
And turn’d into the extremity of Love.
I faw her Hand, fhe has a leathern Hand,
A Free-ftone coloured Hand; I verily did think
That herold Gloves were on, but ’twas her Hands:
She has a Hufwife’s Hand, but that's no matter;
I fay, fhe never did invent this Letter,
This is 2 Man’s Invention, and his Hand.

Syl. Sure it is hers.

Rof. Why, ’tis a boifterous and a cruel Stile,
A Stile for Challengers; why, fhe defies me,
Like Twrk te Chriftian; Woman’s gentle Brain
Could net drop forth fuch giant rude Invention,

G oA G WL e e s -

< - -

Ot € QT < W

1 ¥
Y
§
w
]
N
¥

Such




- P e T I e e L b S S A

652 As you Like it.

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Effe&
Than in their Countenance; will you hear the Letter?

Syl. So pleafe you, for I never heard it yet;

Yet heard too much of Phebe’'s Cruelry.

Rof; She Phebesme; mark how the Tyrant writes.

[Reads.] Art thon God, to Shepherd twrn'd,
That a Maiden’s Heart hath burn'd 2
Can a2 Woman rail thus.

Syl. Call you this Railing ?

Rof. [ Reads.| Why, thy Godhead laid apart,
War'ft thon with a Woman's Heart 2
Did you ever hear fuch Railing?
Whiles the Eye of Man did woo me,
That conld do no Vengeance to me,
Meaning me a Beaft,

If the Scorn of yowr bright Eyne
Have power to raife [uch Love in mine,
Alack, in me, what [trange effect
Wonld they work_in mild Afpect 2
Whiles yon chide me, I did leve,
How then might your Prayers move?.
He that brings this Love to thee,
Little knows this Love in me :

And by him [¢al up thy Mind,
Whether that thy Yonth and Kind

Will the faithful Offer take

Of me, and all that I can make;

Or elfe by him my Love deny,

And then L'll ftndy how to die.

Syl. Call you this chiding?

Cel. Alas, poor Shepherd!

Rof. Do you pity him? No, he deferves no pity: Wilt
thou love fuch a Woman2 What to make thee an Inftru-
ment, and play falfe Strings upon thee? Not to be endured.
Well, go your way to her, for I fee Love hath made thee
a tame Snake, and fay this to her, That if the love me, I
charge her to love thee : If the will not, I will never have
her, unlefs thou entreat for her. If you be a true Lover,
hence, and not a word; for here comes more Company.

[ Exit. Syl,

Enter
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Eunter Oliver.

Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know,
Where in the Purlews of this Foreft ftands
A Sheep-coat, {enc’d about with Olive-trees.

Cel. Weft of this place down in the Neighbour bottom
The rank of Ofiers, by the murmuring Stream :
Left on your Right-hand, bring you to the place;

But at this hour the Houfe doth keep it felf,
There’s none within.

Oli. If that an Eye may profit by a Tongue,
Then (hould I know you by Defcription,

Such Garments, and {uch Years ; The Boy is fair,
Of female Favour, and beftows himfelf

Like a ripe Sifter: But the Woman low,

And browner than her Brother. Are not you

The Owner of the Houfe I did enquire for?

Cel. It is no boaft, being ask’d, to fay we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both,
And to that Youth he calls his Rofalind,

He fends this bloody Napkin. Are you he?

Rof. T am; what muft we underftand by this?

Oli. Some of my Shame, if you will know of me
What Man I am, and how, and why, and where
This Handkerchief was ftain’d.

Cel. 1 pray you tell it

Oli. When laft the young Orlandoe parted from you,
He left a promife to return again
Within an hour; and pacing through the Foreft,
Chewing the Food of {weet and bitter Fancy,

Lo what befel ! he threw his Eye afide,
And mark what Obje& did prefent it felf
Under an old Oak, whofe Boughs were mofs'd with Age,
And high Top bald with dry Antiquity;
A wretched ragged Man, o’er-grown with Hair,
Lay fleeping on his Back; about his Neck
A green and gilded Snake had wreath’d it felf,
Who with her Head, nimble in threats, approach’d
The opening of his Mouth; but fuddenly
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d it felf,
And with indented glides did flip away
Into
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Into a Bufh, under whofe Bufhes thade
A Lionefs, with Udders all drawn dry,
Lay couching Head on Ground, with Catlike watch
When that the {leeping Man fhould ftir; for tis
The Royal Difpofition of that Beaft
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead;
This feen, Orlando did approach the Man,
And found it was his Brother, his elder Brother.
Cel. O I have heard him {peak of that fame Brother,
And he did render him the moft umnatural,
That liv’d amongft Men.
Oli. And well he might fo do,
For well I know he was unnatural,
Rof. But to Orlando; did he leave him there
Food to the fuck’d and hungry Lionefs :
Oli. Twicedid he turn his Back, and purpes’d fo;
But Kindnefs nobler ever than Revenge,
And Nature ftronger than his juft Occafion,
Made him give Battel to the Lionefs,
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling
From miferable Slumber I awak’d.
Cel. Are you his Brother 2
Rof. Was’t you he refcu’d?
Cel. Was’t you that did fo oft contrive to kill him 2
Oli. *Twas I; but ’tis not I; I do not thame
To tell you what I was, fince my Converfion
So {weetly taftes, being the thing I am.
Rof. But for the bloody Napkin 2
Oli. By and by. d
When from the firft to laft, betwixt us two,
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bath'd,
As how I came into that defart Place.
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke,
Who gave me freth Array and Entertainment,
Committing me unto my Brother’s Love,
Who led me inftantly unto his Cave,
There ftrip’d himfelf, and here upon his Arm
The Lionefs had torn fome Fleth away,
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted,
And cry’d in fainting upon Rofalind.

Brief,
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Brief, T recover’d him, bound up his Wound,
And after fome {mall fpace, being ftrong at Heart,
He fent me hither, Stranger as I am,
To tell this Story, that you might excufe
His broken Promife, and to give this Napkin,
Dy’d in his Blood, unto the Shepherd Youth,
That he in fport doth call his Ro/alind.
Cel. Why, how now Ganimed, fweet Ganimed
Oli. Many will fwoon when they do lock on Blood.
Cel. There is no morein it : Coufin Ganimed !
O/, Look, he recovers.
Rof. 1 would I were at home.
Cel. We'll lead you thither.
I pray you take him by the Arm.
Oli. Be of good cheer, Youth; you a Man?
You lack a Man’s Heart.
Rof: I do fo, I confefs it.
Ah, Sirra, a body would think this was well counterfeited,
I pray you tcll your Brother how well I counterfeited :
Heigh-ho.
Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great Tefti-
mony in your Complexion, that it was paffion of Earneft.
Rof. Counterfeit, I aflure you.
Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be
a Man.
Rof: So I do: Buti’faith, I fhould have been 2 Woman
by right.
Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you draw
- homewards; good Sir, go with us.
Oli. That will I; for I muft bear anfwer back.
How you excufe my Brother, Rofalind,
Rof: I fhall devife fomething ; but I pray you commend
my counterfeiting to him: Will you go 2 [ Exennt,
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AC.T V. 'SSCENES
SCE N E the Foreft.

Enter Clown and Audrey.
Clo. \ N 7 E fhall find a time, Awdrey; patience, gentle
Andrey. e

Apd. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for all the old
Gentleman’s faying.

Clo. A moft wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a moft vile Mar-
rext.  But Audrey, there is a Youth here in the Foreft lays
claim to you.

Aund. Ay, I know who ’tis ; he hath no Intereft in mein
the World; here comes the Man you mean.

Enter William.

Clo. It is Meat and Drink to me to fee a Clown; by my
troth, we that have good Wits have much to anfwer for:
we fhall be flouting ; we cannot hold.

Will. Good Ev'n, Audrey.

And. God ye good Ev’n, William:

Will. And good Ev’n to you, Sir.

Clo. Good Ev’n, gentle Friend. Cover thy Head, cover
thy Head ; nay, prethee be coverd. How old are you,
Friend?

Will. Five and twenty, Sir,

Clo. A ripe Age: Is thy Name William ?

Will. William, Sir.

Clo. A fair Name. Was’t born i’th’ Foreft here?

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God.

Clo. Thank God: A good anfwer:

Art Rich?

Will. *Faith, Sir, fo, fo.

Clo. So, fo, is good, very goed, very excellent good; and
yet it is not; it 1s but fo, fo,

Art thou wife 2

Will. Ay, Sir, T havea pretty Wit.

Clo. Why, thou fay’ft well : T do now remember a Say-<
ing, The Fool doth think he is wife, but the Wife Man
knows himfelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Philofopher,

whin
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when he had a Defire to eat a Grape, would open his Lips
when he put it into his Mouth, meaning thereby, that
Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open.
You do love this Maid?

will. I do, Sir.

Clo. Give me your Hand: Art thou learned 2

Will. No, Sir.

Clo. Then learnthis of me; To have, is to have. Forit is
a Figure in Rhetorick, that Drink being poured out of a
Cup into a Glafs, by filling the one doth empty the other.
For all your Writers do confent, that ip/¢ is he: Now you
are not ipfe; for I am he,

will, Which he, Sir2

Cle. He, Sir, that muft marry this Woman; therefore you
Clown, abandon; which is in the Vulgar, leave the Society ;
which in the Boorifh, is Company, of this Female; which
in the Common, is Woman; which together, is, abandon the
Society of this Female; or, Clown, thou perifheft; or to
thy better Underftanding, dieft; or, to wit, Lkill thee, make
thee away, tranflate thy Life into Death, thy Liberty into
Bondage; I will deal in Poyfon with thee, or in Baftinado,
or in Steel; I will bandy with thee in Fa&ion, I will o’er-
run thee with Policy, I will kill thee a hundred and fifty
ways; therefore tremble and depart.

Aud. Do, good William.

Will. God reft you merry, Sir, [ Exit.

; Enter Corin,

Cor. Our Mafter and Miftrefs feck you; come away, a-
way.

Clo. Trip Audrey, trip Audrey; I attend, 7
I attend. [ Exeunt.

S 6 FE NETIL

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orla. Is't poflible, that on fo little Acquaintance you
fhould like her 2 That, but feeing, you fhould love her?
And loving, woo? and wooing, fhe fhould grant? And will
you perfevere to enjoy her?

Oli. Neither call the Giddinefs of it in queftior, the
Poverty of her, the fmall Acquaintance, my fudden Wooirg,

Vor. IL o nor
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nor her fudden confenting; but fay with me, I love Aliena;
fay with her, that fhe loves me; conlent with both, that we
may enjoy each other; it fhall be to your good: For my Fa-
ther’s Houfe, and all the Revenue, that was old Sir Row-
land’s, will 1 eftate upon you, "and bere live and die a Shep-
herd.
Enter Rofalind.

Orla. You have my Confent.
Let your Wedding be to Morrow ; thither will I
Invite the Duke, 2nd all’s contented Followers:
Go you, and prepare Aliena; for lock you,
Here comes my Rofalind.

Raf. God fave you, Brother.

Orla. And you, fair Sifter.

Rof. Oh my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee thee
wear thy Heart in a Scarf.

Orla. It is my Arm.

Rof. T thought thy Heart had been wounded with the
Claws of a Lion. .

Orls. Wounded it is, but with the Eyes of a Lady.

Rof: Did your Brother tell you how I counterfeited to
fwound, when he fhew’d me your Handkerchief 2

Orla. Ay, and greater Wonders than that.

Rofe O, I know where you are : Nay, ’tis true : There
was never any thing fo fudden, but the Fight of two Rams,
and Czfar’s Thrafonical Brag, of, I came, faw. and over-
came: For your Brother, and my Sifter, no fooner met, but
they look’d; no fooner look’d, but they lov’d; no fooner
lov’d, but they figh’d; no fooner figh'd, but they ask’d one
another the Reafon; no fooner knew the Reafon, but they
fought the Remedy; and in thefe Degrees have they made
a Pair of Stairs to Marriage, which they will climb incon-
tinent, or elfe be incontinent before Marriage; they are
the very Wrath of Love, and they will together. Clubs
cannot part them.

Orla. They fhall be married to Morrow ; and T will bid
the Duke to the Nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing itis
to look into Happinefs through another Man’s Eyes; by fo
much the more fhall I to Morrow beat the Height of Heart-
Heavinels, by how much I fhall think my Brother happy,
in having what he wifhes for.

Rof.

/-‘
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Rof: Why then to Morrow I cannot ferve your Turn for
Rofalind?

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking.

Rof. I will weary you then no longer with idle Talking.
Know of me then, for now I fpeak to fome purpofe, that I
know you are a Gentleman of good Conceit. I fpeak not
this, that you thould bear a good Opinion of my Knowledge;
infomuch; I fay, I know what you are; neither do I labour
for a greater Efteem than may 10 fome little Meafure draw
a Belief fiom you to do your felf good, and not to grace
me.  Belizve then, if you pleafe, that I can do ftrange things;
[ have, firce I was three Years old, converft with a Magi-
cian, moft profound in his Art, and yet not damnable. If
you do love Rofalind fo near the Heart, as your Gefture
cries it out, when your Brother marries Aliena you fhall
marry her, Tknow into what Streights of Fortune fhe is
driven, and it is not impoffible to me, if it appear not in=
convenient to you, to fet her before your Eyes to Morrow;
Human as e 1s, and without any Danger.

Orla. Soeak’ft thou in fober Meanings?

Rof: By my Life I do, which I tender dearly, tho’l fay
I am a Mugician: Therefore put you in your beft Array,
bid your Friends: For if you will be married to Motrow,
you fhall,and to Rofalind, if you will.

Enter Silvius and Phebe,

Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover.of hers.
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentlenefs,
To fhew the Letter that I writ to you.
Rof. I care not if I have: Itis my Study
To feem delpiteful and ungentle to you :
You are there follow’d by a faithful Shepherd 3
Look upor him, love him; he worfhips you.
Phe. Good Shepherd, tell this Youth what ’tis to love.
Sil. It i to be made all of Sighs and Tears,
And fo am I for Phebe.
Phe. And I for Ganimed,
Orla. And I for Rofalind.
Rof. And I for no Woman,
Sil. It 5 to be made all of Faith and Service;
And o am I for Phebe. -
O 2 Phe.
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Phe. And I for Ganimed,

Orla. And 1 for Rofalind.

Rof. And I for no Woman.

Sil. Tt is to be all made of Fantafie,

All made of Paffion, and all made of Wifhes,
All Adoration, Duty and Obfervance,

All Humblenefs, all Patience, and Impatience,
All Purity, all Trial, all Obfervance;

And fo am I for Phebe.

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimed.

Orla. And fo am I for Rofalind.

Rof. And fo am I for no Woman.

Phe. 1f this be fo; why blame you me to love you?

Sil. If this be fo, why blame you me tolove you?

Orla. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you?

Rof. Who do you fpeak to, Why blame you me to
love you?

Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.

Rof: Pray you no more of this; tis like the Howling of
Irifh” Wolves againft the Moon; I will help you if I can; 1
| would love you if I could: To Morrow meet me all toge-
ther; I will marry you, if ever 1 marry Woman; and Pl
be married to Morrow; 1 will fatisty you, if ever I fatisfy’d
Man, and you (hall be married to Morrow; I will content
you, if what pleafes you contents you, and you fhall be
married to Morrow. As you love Ko alind meet, as you
Jove Phebe meet, and as I love no Woman, I'll meets So
fare you well; I have left you Commands.

sil. Il not fail, if 1 lives

Phe. Nor L. :

Orla. Nor I. [ Exennt.

S CENE IIL

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Clo. To Morrow is the joyful Day, Audrey; to Morrow
will we be married.

Aud. 1 do defire it with all my Heart; and I hope it is
no difhoneft Defire, to defire to be a Woman of the World.
Here come two of the banifh’d Duke’s Pages.

Enter
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Enter two Pages.
1 Page. Well met, honeft Gentleman.
Clo. By my troth well met: come, fit, fit, and a Song.
2 Page. We are for you, fit 'th’ middle. _
1 Page. Shall we clap into’t roundly, without hauking, or
fpitting, or faying we are hoarfe, which are the only Pro-
logues to a bad Voice.

2 Page. Tfaith, i'faith, and both ina Tune, liketwo Gypfies
on a Horfe.

SONG.
It was a Lover and bis Lafi,
With a ey, and a hoy and a hey nonino,
That o’cr the green Cornefield did pafi
In the Spring time; the only prerty rang time,
When Birds do fing, hey ding a ding, ding.
Sweet Lovers love the Spring.

And thercfore take the prefent time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino;
For Love is crowned with the prime,

In the Spring time, &c.

Between the Acres of the Rye,
With a hey, and a bhoy, and a hey nonino ;

Thefe pretty Country-folks wonld lye,
In the Spring time, &c,

The Carrol they began that howr,

With a hey, and a ho, and a bey nonino ;
How that a Life was bur a Flower,

In the Spring time, &c.

Clo. Truly, young Gentlemen, though there was no great
matter in the ditty, yet the Note was very untunable,

I Page. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we loft not
our time.

Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear

fuch a foolith Song. "God b'w’y you, and God mend your
Voices, Come, ndrey. ol [Exennt,

O3 SCENE
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S CA N EIV

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver,
and Celia,

Duke Sen. Doftthoubelieve, Orlando, that the Boy
Can do all this that he hath promifed?

Orla. T fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not
Asthofe that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rofalind, Sylvius, and Phebe,

Rof. Patience once more, whiles our Compa& is urg'd s
You fay, if I bring in your Refalind, [T the Duke.
You will beftow her on Orlando here?

Dke Sen, That would I, had I Kingdoms to give with her.

Raf. And you fay you will have her when 1 bring her?

[ 7o Orlando.

Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King.

Rof. You fay youw'll Marry me, if I be willing, [70 Phe,

Ppe. That will I, thould I die the hour after.

Rof. But if you do refule to marry me,

Youw'll give your felf to this moft faithful Shepherd.

Phe. So is the Bargain,

Rof. You fay, that you'll have Phebe, if the will2 [ 7Syl

Syl. Tho’ to have her and Death were both one thing.

Rof: I havepromis’d to make all this matter even:

Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your Daughter;

You yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter:

Keep you your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me;

Or elfe refufing me, to wed this Shepherd.

Keep your word, Sylvius, that you’ll marry her,

If fhe refufe me; and from hence I go

To make thefe Doubts all even, [ Exit Rof. andCelia,
Dulke Sen. T do remember in this Shepherd-Boy,

Some lively touches of my Daughter’s Favour.

Orla. My Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him,

Methought he was a Brother to your Daughter;
But, my good Lord, this Boy is Foreft born,
And hath been tutor’d in the R udiments
Of many defperate Studies by his Unkle,
Who he reports to be a great Magician,
- Enter Clown and Audrey,
Obfcured in the Circle of this Foreft, Fags

/-i




e UEE S i S S R,

As you Like it. 663

Fag. There is fure another Flood toward, and thefe Cou-
ples are coming to the Ark. Here comes a pair of very
ftrange Beafts, which in all Tongues are call'd Fools,

Clo. Salutation and Greeting to you all.

Faq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the
Motley-minded Gentleman that I have fo often met in the
Foreft : He hath been a Courtier he fwears,

Clo. 1f any Man doubt that, let him put nie to my Purga-
tion; I have trod a Meafure, I haveflatter’d a Lady, Thave
been politick with my Friend, fmooth with mine Enemy, I
have undone three Tailors, I hive had four Quarrels, and
like to have fought one,

Fag. And how was that ta%en up?

Clo. "Faith we met, and found the Quarrel was upon the
{eventh Caule,

Fag. How the feventh Caufe? Good my Lord, like
this Fellow.

Duke Sen. 1 like him very very well.

Clo. God'ild you, Sir, Idefire you of the like: I prefs in
here, Sir, amongft the reft of the Country Copulatives, to
{wear, and to forfwear, according as Marriage binds, and
Blood breaks: A poor Virgin, Sir, an ill-favour'd thing, Sir,
but mine own, a poor Humour of mire, Sir, to take that
that no Man elfe will, Rich Honefty dwells like a Mifer,
Sir, in a poor Houfe, as your Pearl in your Oy fter,

Duke Sen. By my Faith, he is very {wift and fententious.

Clo. According to the Fool’s bolt, Sir, and fuch dulcet
Di{C.if‘Q‘S-

Faq. But for the feventh Caufe; how did ybu find the
Quarrel on the feventh Caufe?

Clo. Upon a Lie feven times removed ; ( bear your Body
more {eeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did diflike the Cut of
a certain Courtier’s Beard; he fent me word, If I faid his
Beard wasnot cut well, he wasin the mind it was : This is
call'd the Retort Courteous, If I fent him word again, it
was well cut, he would fend me word, he cut it to pleafe
himfelf. This is call’d the Quip Modeft. If again, it was
not well cut, he difabled my Judgment: This is call’'d the
Reply Churlith. If again, it was not well cut, he would
anfwer, I fpake nottrue : This is call’d the Reproof Valiant.
If again, it was not well cut, he would fay, I lie: This is

O 4 call’d
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call'd the Countercheck Quarrelfome : And fo the Lie Cir-
cumftantial, and the Lie Dire&.
F4q. And how oft did you fay his Beard was not well
cut? ;
Clo. T durft go no further than the Lie Circumftantial ;
nor he durft not give me the Lie Diret; and fo we meafur'd
Swords, and parted.
Fagq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the
Lie? '
Clo. O, Sir, we quarrel in Print, by the Book ; as you
have Books for good Manners. I will name you the Degrees.
The firft, the Retort Courtcous; the fecond, the Quip Mo-
deft; the third, the Reply Churlifh; the fourth, the Re-
proof Valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck Quarrelfome;
the fixth, the Lie with Circumftance; the feventh, the Lie
Direct.  All thefe you may avoid, but the Lie dire& ; and
you may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when feven
Juftices could not take up a Quarrel, but when the Parties
were met themfelves, one of them thought but of an If; as,
If you faid fo, then I faid {o; and they fhook Hands, and
fwore Brothers. Your If is the only Peace-maker; much
virtue in If, :
Fag. 1s not this a rare Fellow, my Lord ¢ He's good at
any thing, and yet a Fool.
Dske Sen. He ufes his Folly like a Stalking-Horfe, and un-
"der the Prefentation of that he thoots his Wit,

Enrer Hymen, Rofalind in Weman's Cloths, and Celia,

Still Mufick,
Hym, Then is there Mirth in Heav'n,
When earthly things made even
Atene togerher.
Good Duke receive thy Danghter,
Hymen from Heav'n bionght ber,
Yea, brought ber bither,

That thou might' [t joyn her hand with bis,
Whofe Heart within bis Bofon: is,

Rof. To you I givemy felf; for I am yours. [ 7o the Dwke.
To youl give my felf; for I am yours. [7% Orlando:
Duke Sen. 1f there be truth in fight, youare my Daughter.

Orla,

/e
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Orla. If there be truth in fight, youare my Rofalind.
Phe. If fightand fhape be true, why then my Love adieu.
Rof. T’ll have no Father, if you be not he;

I’ll have no Husbard, if you be not he;

Nor ne’er wed Woman, if you be not the,
Hym. Peace hoa; I bar Confufien:

*Tis I muft make conclufion

Of thefe moft ftrange Events:

Here’s eight that muft take Hands,

To join in Hymen's Bands,

If Truth holds true Contents.

You and you no Crofs fhall part ;

You and yeu are Heart in Heart;

You to his Love muft accord,

Or have a Woman to your Lord.

You and you are fure together,

As the Winter to foul Weather :

Whiles 2 Wedlock Hymn we fing,

Feed your felves with queftioning :

That Reafon, Wonder may diminifh,

How thus we met, and thefe things finifh.

SON G.

Wedding is great Juno’s Crown,
O bleffed Bond of Board and Bed !
‘Tis Hymen Peoples ev’ry Town,
High Wedlock then be honoured :
Hononr, high Honour and Renown
To Hymen, God of cvery Town.

Duke Sen. O my dear Neice, welcome thou art to me,
Even Daughter, welcome, in no lefs degree. :
Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine,

Thy Faith, my Fancy to thee doth combine.
Enter Jaques de Boyes.
F4g.de B. Let me have audience for a word or two:
I am the fecond Son of old Sir Rewland,
That bring thefe tidings to this fair Aflembly.
Duke Frederick hearing how that every day
Men of great Worth reforted te this Foreft,
Addrefs’d a mighty Power which were on foot
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In his own Condu&, purpofely to take
His Brother here, and put him to the Sword :
And to the Skirts of this wild Wood he came,
W here meeting with an old Religious Man,
After fome queftion with him, was converted .
Both from his Enterprizey; and from the World;
His Crown bequeathing to his banith’d Brother,
And all their Lands reftor’d to them again
That were withhim Exil'd. This to be true,
I do engage my Life.
Duke Sen. Welcome, young Man :
Thou offer’ft fairly to thy Brothers Wedding;
To one his Lands with-held, andto the other
A Land it felf at large, a potent Dukedom.
Firft, in this Foreft, let us do thofe Ends
That here were well begun, and well begot :
And after, every of this happy Number
That have endur’d threwd Days and Nights with us,
Shall fhare the good of our returned Fortune,
According to the meafure of their States,
Mean time, forget this new-fall’n Dignity,
And fall into our Ruftick Revelry:
Play Mufick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all,
W ith Meafure heap'd in Joy, to th’ Meafures fall.
Fag. Sir, by your patience: If I heard you rightly,
The Duke hath put on a Religious Life, -
And thrown into neglect the pompous Court.
Fag. de B. He hath,
Fag. To him will I: Out of thefe Convertites
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d.
You to your former Honour, I bequeath, [T the Duke.
Your Patience, and your Virtue well deferves it :
You to a Love that your true Faith doth merit; [7o Orla.
You toyour Land, and Love, and great Allies;  [70 Oli.
You to a long and well-deferved Bed ; [7oSyl
And you to Wrangling; for thy loving Voyage [ 7o the Clown
Is but for two Months victuall'd: So to your Pleafures;
I am for other than for Dancing Meafures.
Duke Sen. Stay, Faques, ftay. \
Faq. To fee no Paftime, I: What you weuld have,
I’li ftay to know at your abandon’d Cave. [ Exit.
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Duke Sen, Proceed, proceed, we will begin thefe Rites,
As we do truft they’ll end in true Delights.

Rof. Tt is not the Fafhion to fee the Lady the Epilogue;
but if is no more unhandfome than to fee the Lord the Pro-
logue. If it be true, that good Wine needs no Bufh, ‘tis
true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to good
Wine they do ufe good Bufhes; and good Plays prove the
better by the help of good Epilogues, What a cafe am I
in then, that am neither 2 good Epilogue, nor cannot infi-
nuate with you in the behalf of a good Play? I am not fur-
nifh’d like a Beggar; therefore to beg will not become me,
My way is to Conjure you, and I’ll begin with the Women,
I charge you, O Women, for the love you bear to Men,
to like as much of this Play as pleafes you: And I charge
you, O Men, for the love you bear to Women, as I per-
ceive by your Simpring, none of you hates them, that be-
tween you and the Women, the Play may pleafe. If I were
a Woman, I would kifs as many of you as had Beards that
pleas’d me, Complexions thatlik’d me, and Breaths that I de=
fy’d not: And, I amfure, asmany ashave good Beards, or
go