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D EV 1CAT'I oil. · 
in W4r, for the MusE has .always found 
herfelf dear to .. tlie Heroes- Race, whofe 
Glory, an~ Praife it is _her· Duty and Deli~ht 
to tranfmtt to Poftertty. And a MaXim, 
that has now been long admitted as Authen
tic, made me think, that thefe lef~. known 
Works of Sh4kefpear, wou'd not be difpleafiog 
to Your Lordfhip: For 

CArmeD 411J4t R!ifquis C4rmint aignA gerit. 

Shou'd \VC . therefore, my Lord, judge of 
Your Love to the Mu(e by the Deeds You 
have done \VOrthy of her moft noble and 
lofty Harmony, we muft neceffarily con- . 
elude it to be of tl1e firll: Magnitude, fince 
the Themes Your Lordfbip has given her 
a_dmits of nothing equal. For Your Atlions, 
my Lord, can borrow nothing from Fitlion, 
or the Ornaments of Art, fince the bare and 
naked Truth fupplies Beauties more wonder
fuL and more engaging. This, my Lord, 
~curing me from the Imputation of Flatery, 
a ·Rock that few Authors have efcal''d tn 
Dedicatioos, furnifb'd another Motive of 
making this Addrefs to Your Lordfhip. For 
Your Merits are too public ; Your Friends 
'•ith Joy, Your Enemies with Regret con· 
fefs, and all Europe is witnefs to infinitely 
more, than is fufficient to guard me from 
that Evill \Vhicb I wou'd always with the 

utmoft 



1JE'DICAT 10 N. 
utmoft Caution avoid. No, my Lord, I can 
fay nothing of Your Courage or Your Condufl., 
of which there are not already attefted Proofs 
in the Hands of all Men. The Taking, 
and Relief of Barcelona, the ftony Cliffs of 
filbocaz,ars ; the Surrender of 1v ules, and 
Motviedro, or the ancient Saguntum; the 
Relief of J7Alentia, and the Reduction of that 
Kingdom, and the Promife of all Spain by 
the particular Force of Your Lordfl1ip's own 
Genius, and various other Wonders, tefti
fy'd by that royal Hand, into which Your 
Lordlliip's Valour and Conduct put a Scepter, 
fecure me from any Sufpicion of Adula· 
tion. 

What can, I, my Lord, fay of your Gene 
rojity, a heav'nly Quality, and vilible in all 
the Aaions of a great Heroe ? What, I fay, 
can I fpeak of it equal to thofe noble Proofs 
which are on Record ? If I fuou'd a{fert, that 
Your Lordlhip was always liberal of Your own, 
and always frugal of the Treafure of the 
Public, are there not a thoufand Infi:ances, a~ 
well as Witne£fes of fo evident il Truth ? 
When You took whole Countries almoft 
without Men, and ma.intain'd Armies with
out Money ? But, my Lord, what can a 
Poet? what can all the Art of the beft Ora ... 
tor fay equal to that unparalell'd A Et o( 
Beneficence to the Public, when Your Lord .. 

A l !hip 
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iNip~ refus'd ·a ... cgmp~nf~~io\l· ·· ro~r-~ ~~l~e~~~o~-
of. y_Q:ur ].agg~&_e _at l:f!f.~~~ r :W.~~re ,. w~th a, 
qpneiofttj,.,.pecuhat.: ~q Y~~ .. L?r~~~P~ rou 
tr.aris.ferr'q .t.h~ A:meiJ.d.~. dt~e,}ta 4f'o~r; f;l/, t~ 
tbe .Advantag~ o( t~e Pt!6!tc,. by obh~tn~ the 
lnl1abi.tants t~ . fur~if$ .~re ... Confederate Ariqy 
w.ith~~~a~cipz~eS; of C9p} (f~~y~e.?tly'< ·tq7~ 
~anted ~y-~.h~tp} , l'!rge1 eiJ:?:ugp.}o ,f~f!i~e · ~ 
B·od_y ~of ~~<?.QQO ¥~~ f£r two..Moqtns? ~uh-~ 
my ~ord, 'Jhjs. is . .f6 .!Jn[ifk1q~!b1f~~n ~~J.'f~ 
ont . of~ t.?~ .M9.4~ of ~ ~hE r~~esJ.,.,whe~r. th~ 
Pttbftt, JS .Pfl~J?~~~~Uy. I~e J?t!f~ of ~ lrtv.~.t~ 
ll1tf)fift, :tha~ ~~~. tp)1tt ~~~re €~~:Y ~~: w.e1~-~ 
Admtratton ; lt rehfues Indeed of t110le nap-
py Ages, \vhen public Corruption was "'tip:.. 
known, .. ?~d . th.~ ~Puftl!c Qppd, t~~-· C.~i~f . if 
not .only E:ade;tyour qfs ).!~ro~~/ _ _ . ~ . ·~ .. , . 
. ~ flow famous have Cu[zus a9gfttbrttttts lit!G.n 
'abou.t two thoufand' y ra.rs 'for t~eir 1tefdfat hf 
tlie Gloe\ oftbe ~f,mnifes; :a.~l)d

1

of Pyirllus,_ ixfall 
. theNqtions, ~h~f. k!l9\¥. f:DY t:£1~~~ qf~~eRf~a'n 
S(:or,y ? .Ye~ certa.1~ly- ther,e1 ,}~, n?t ~~~ lf'aft 
.Corop.a11fon ~~t'o/txt the pee.os. 1 The R91}Ja'n 
· f.1('{J't;,(hies ffftt~'d \Vha-t they_ .. cou"'dJ not ;'r~ ... 
lceiv.t ~Yi~hR\l~ ~he ~~EUt~tibrr of,

1 Yitladx :or 
Tt]~a(o.Il .. to tp~t.t:. P.o!lnq·y; and the Unaer
taking~Jb~ Cflu.fe of.'For:~l~ne·r·s-;· . and'·tfils 
e'~· }jet_'th~ Roma~ f7ir.tp~ eil4 .. Simf,lictty vJeie 

; debfl~UC~'cl qy __ Pp~erl ~tpe Y! ea.t~nJ. a~sc\ v.r~~ 
10( -:JJitt.,,. at:lct~ttliat~~~Jtu)Cqry , nd s.Apa~tce, 

. wh1~p fqnk ~t la~~~ ihe-Roihan'Gtor)"Jinto 
. aQ 



A .i3JJ. 1. cAr~; q-¥r 
a\}. empty ~ame. 1 Qn the other Hand, my 
L:Pr9,_ wt\~t ~h~ Gtiflifian~ offer'd; was Yo·ur 

1 

Dne ~ j~ w3:s , .hut· the juff Compentation of 
a .l)Qqpery ~qey gad cq~mitted on 'Your. 
L.ordfhitl's , ~~ggage ;: and t~erefor~ might'; 
ha?~ ~peen ;,~t:ec.eiv'd ~itho~t -t,he ~ea.{t ~ Ble-:
mdh tQ Honour ; · for Y. our Lo~dllitp, tltere..: 
fore to facrifice Yorlt . own Jjtdt Right t<Y .. 
the Public, when few Generals are t6 b~ 1 

found, who I in th~ C<?nque~ of Kingdoms 
WOlJ,~d not f«!c;rifice abund~ntly to' their OWn 
~offers; ~whe~ AY.arice is · iO epidemic, that .: 
f~- !ef~~pe t!l~,- l.l!feai~n,_ wh,ich . is fo much ~ 
thQ . ftronger . ~y hqw much the Power of :! 

gcp.tifying .it ,·~.s. . gt~ater, is a. Mitacle, that .·: 
none h!.It t~y __ Lpr~-- P~terbo·rolv· cou'd per- · 
form, and ~qual t~ thofe othet· W'e>ilde'rs : 
of Your Conduc1, and· Valour, fcarce orice , 
to be paralell'd in all the ·· Hdtories · of · 
.Antiquity. . . .. ~ ,. ~·, 

But, my Lord, tho' what I have.faid muft 
b\! al19w'd to be. no Flatery, becaufe no more 
tha~ the pare,_ and pubticklyJ4ttejled Matter ; of 
Faa, yet 1 am ferilibi_e; tha't Envy., un~afie at 
the meer R~petit~on ,of Deeds; which are y'et: ' 
the AdfJl_iration of ;1ll the W odd, will con·;. 
de.rnn. my J:eal in the ~ecital.The Envious in~ 
de~~l, and thofe; that are c6.nfcious of wantt;d . 
W.Qrtq,~.~re t~ie ~hier ··E~emies of Praife, as of
fepp ve t~o Mo~~lfy i yet the true Reafbn · ts' 

A ·4- · · - ~ · becaufe .. ,,.,.1 ,.,. 
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VEDICATtON. 
becauf~- they are too modeft to do any thing 
worthy of Prai(e. But if they are offended· at 
what I have faid as a Pr4ife, they muft at 
the fame ~irp~ ~onfefs with your Lordfhip's 
Friends, that a fimple and unartful Narration 
of what y9u have ·done, is it felf a P4ne-
gyric too grating to Ingratitqde, to be re
peated. 

All I have to fear on this He~d, that I value, 
is from yoqr Lordlliip, who take more Plea
fure in 4oing great th\ngs, than in hearing of 
them : ¥et, tny Lord, as You have facrific'd 
fo mucll to the Public, fa I perfwade my felf, 
~hat ¥our ~ordihip cannot refufe to offer up 
a J.-1odefty, which with Obftinacy preferv'd, 
muft be injuriotrs to the World. for q.s Horaqe · 
~nd Reafon a.{fure us 

P4tdttm fepulttt, dijlat Inerti,e 
(;elata VirtttS--~ 

Such Actions as Your Lordfhip has done -•. 
' ought always to be before our Eyes ; the -

Poets fhou'd take all Occaf!ons of writing 
ppon them ; the Painter~ fho~'d give us frefh 
Draughts qf them every Day; and the Ma
fters of Muqc fhou'd add a greater and mar~ 
fublime ~ul to their Harmony by founding 
their Praift: ; the Old fhould reco~mencl, and 
~he Young adqtir~ apq emu~~t~ th~m : For 

· JI9thing 



DEDICAP10N~ 
nothing begets Vertue, like fuch Examples, 
and the juft Glory and Praife, that attend 
them. 

Cigerorigbtly obferves, that Glory and theDe
fire of Praife are the true Source of great 
.Aflio11s.-Trahimur omnes. Lattdis Studi~ (fays 
he in his Oration for Arcbills the Poet) & ·opti
mus quifq; GJoriJ ducitur. Ipji i/li. Ph#9jophi eti-
41» in iilis Libeltis, qrtos de contemnendJ, Gloria 
fcrihant ,lvome.n fuum. infcribunt;in eo ipjo, in quo 
Pr 4dicationem N oktltt at.emq; difpiciMnt, pr ttdi
~ari de fe,. & nvminari vo/.unt. I cannot but 
take Notice, that he fays, Optimus quijq;
that the beft ttnd moft worthy are drawn by tht 
Love of Glory: For to that Principle we owe 
all the great Examples of Antiquity; whereas 
the Hate and Contempt of Glory, the Produa 
of a decaying Age, and begot by the Affe
itation of fome talkative Greektin!(s, and revi
ved by fome Enthufiaftic, or Hipocritical 
Cbriflians, have never given us one Hero corn .. 
plea~ enough to recommend the Power and 
E~ceaen~ 9f the Principle, for the Benefit of 
Mapkind. for the Contemners of Praife and 
GlorJ hay~ aJways been eminent for Vices 
as Qdious, as injurious, to Manknd, viz. a -
fordjd ~pf~cious Av4rice; or a me.t.n. and Jini~ 
J!.e,. {lmbition ; M~n of narrow Souls, who 
find it e~tjer to declar~ againft Pra.ift, than 
~o 4l! 4aiQIJS wor~by of it. 

f 



2~Aqnu:xH Jhn l ll il Du t t· 1/ ,. ·~ .~ •• Q' hf • "J 
, f__, lCN-e J£dmG.db ·· 'litkAan f!/~4Auwe fJufHy my.~ 

Lord, we muft know, that thofe refln'd No ~ 
tions of loving Virtue for Virtue's Sake, and 
tht'iJ aoihg :gt:eatJt IDaeds tpure1y -.for; tflq Benefit 
o' .Mapkiad~ -witkbut any,1otherr E~ Moti ~~,~~~ 
anctl~ga-r-d whatfoever ,was. a ~toiaalPreuJ'J~ 
and js a.'·mddern .A'mufemeDt, lift not. a.,~ge~•,1 
Vi'ZJor of MotiveS:,mQre cl'iminal. -Fon ~lj~ ~rPYr:~ 
Lord;:i,s·;f()'(anavoidably we/J orl.i/l. miiig.led·. i~~ 
all GUf AEtians:· and Defigni) . tha.t.i is. ~mpo~·.; 
ftb~ ··to .expel it; in.:F\18, w.hatever. ~P""ete.nd~r~1

, 
may aifec:t-.. in Spe6iJ·4tion. , '<~Sin~'< thetefo.r~ .. ~ 
there ''Can b6.nc.> Mo~ ve of our- AaiQJl.Sf but;, 
what gratifies our Inclinationsrthofe;· ~ th"~ 
11\0ft Godlike, and: m~fi ta be ·-valu~ w hafe-' 
Satisfaction is : n· ·the · go~ , .. W:~/J,;a ld..Lo~e~of~· 
:Mank~ndyo1· oLthe s~ci6~y,of"whiG:h they-ate~ 
a~·Part rand that·~s-:-only t~J ,L~ye ,fJf.,Prf!.ifo 
arid !~Gtvry,. ,J1ut.if Self be ill. mirigled in~ QUP~ 
Inelfnatioos, and give· them ra ~own.wardT;Beri~,7 
toPRiches-; Gain on .P.oweJ:; tha.J;. fur~ muft. by 
aU M·en:of Senfe oo loo~~ .. Gn,- .as -Q.)1m.uch i~ 
vnl uable>Motive~·of ~6tipg;, fince--thai is-~ntiir.e!.~ 
over-run with SeJj~Lo'Ve' .very iU un~t~~ 
becaufe · has. not th~-Jea . _ _.&e.Cpea ·~to . .a~, 
Perfoo; Oflbmag,:befide?; , ()ltrfo~v.es .;~fa~riJl!Ci~g~ 
theiGood ef~ Mankind tQ~ ou( .. Q\V.,D-C~tp.~;w,) 
o11t~v41ictr~' A.s-tmuch,th~tef()re :a$...dJ~whol<t" 
is ·pref~rab~ t~ .-a jBtift," 4\Il..~ Mtill~n. J to onth 
Man, fo much is.) .tl~ Iep.v~ .p[;laPr~w. anct.r 
J • · · Glory 



1i'f1Y) 
(JfotyJJ be ~re~rr1d ti~furet!ll otbtr M oiv J 
tb our ReH~n . , t'-11 r~ ,~· l-v t ~d, h.l 

~t~ t. '< 'J.,ht, .U h • ;;! _: 1 f d~ I \S\\' 
~ · h;, MV' L~td, ~ ~ ~h~~ i~futitient to jtt"' 11 

ftity· ·'!hat1J-...Ji~ve ' f~id to Ynu\· ~tdi!hi~fv· 
arta proves; tb~t, a - I ·h~e. bem40 · ea,~rlfu nw
oorc!l~ring orf "Fldtery, ··that, 1. have not ~l.!!'tNi 
even ·Truth'hs moft"£harm · ng btefs ~~ fd Jlta-ve:~ 
done' nothing worthy:-of R~pt:OOf by.~ r~t~ 
ntWlngtlie 'Memory ofthufe glorious &a-ions-"~ 
wlii,ch ·~~nd tr!tle~!Jorn~ 'Briton du~ht . to'- forgetr 
a*it if · li~vet. tn~de ~OUF· bordlhtps. Mode~J' 
~ ~~~a fie,~ ·si~ h~ ·· e~nJi for d.I~ Ben~fi.t · o£; 
t~~~PitG~ic;~l:w.h.it~h 1 Ytou~~~or.dfilip has tlilL" 
fr:trific'tl~l~ther eonficlftt.attons... '!.! - •• ' r:.l; 

.11 .J\o{l ' " J.: 'lt !• J.'\Jt::· • -~ •• , \ ~ ; ., .' ' . ,~,·~ 

~'!As· Uia'v-e' rut~ ~1veh!I¥our Lotillhip the' 
Reafons of my :t~adng .. (that., wlilich:J is· 
Sha~ejjear's ii?- fhis Volume, f<? I think l!lY 
felf 'obl~-d _ t!J ~le~ ' Y'<~>-tn~, Lortlthtp'knowrwliat 
g~~e ffiij!~lte lt!furid1tepf ~ltring my. owa· 
P~r~~rnfin~~rtder Yoor~·· !Namet1 T\}}~ u~ 
j<!~.OfJmrl~jflij aridJ[{I61narkPjl · ' ffie ~.Bram'4: 
A!Sorf tlf--JPottry~ 1lhy1 Lt>rd;· that the Tfl!Jrlj 
E\iennes oR :he;St~:e 11a 'V~ I :m th~t I~e6tivei
~~~nft:Jtts' ;J1:r~ieN~- bufd~, . -allsw'Q.:·to bclrhc • 
nftlft \i'ffifU' · to~:riftt.Uel~ tif •any t!he. •Wiu,.o 
Nf'Laift' '~a6 .. ~nt :;uthat 1i5 ' inr •tha:t~ PerfeE!itJ/J 
~fdpof~•-rt«1~ai1d ittr·which~ .. [ wa · u Airlb 
·i!fta1ljHfhmettt'in @YeeceJ t y.~~i.~ triy. or.d;"the 
.,wi~e Sta~t. -1:41/Jtlls ddH.Alt~~, ·thought 
1 t: ~ 1 

<.! the 

' 



DEDICATION~ 
the immediate Infpeetion of the Theatre 
worthy of Heroes, and Themijlocles was 
£'horaguJ, that is lntendant of the Stage ; and 
the chief the Roman Nobility were Edites 
who had the fame Office in this Particular, 
with the Choragi of Athens. But the States
men of our Nation, have not yet thought it 
worth their while to refcue the Drama from 
private Intereft, to the public Service; by which 
NegLect it is become a Province over-run 
with fuch numerous and ftrange Monfters, 
that rtquire a Hercules to deftroy them. But
i an Age and in a Nation tliat is fo fond 
of; and fo prodigal in the Support of fuch 
monfi:rous Produaions of Nonfenfe and 
Sound, as the Opera's, there is little Hope of 
fuch a Deliverer, unlefs Your Lordlhip would 
undertake fo noble a Defign. . ·. 

I am, my Lord, aware of the ObjeCl:ion, 
that may be made againft this Hope ; yet, 
Melpomene, by a fort of Prophetic Forefight, 
believes, W ooders being fo familiar to Your 
Lordiliip, that there is nothing which You 
cannot by Your great Penetration and Ad
drefs effea, tho' as ill fupply'd with the com
mon Means, as in the Miracles of you1· war. 
like Tranfactions. The Undertaking is worthy 
a Conqueror fmce perhaps of greater .. Value 
Service and Glory to your own Country, 
~han the fubduing of foreign Nations.- . 

· · t Ihave 
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I have only therefore, to commend 
to Your Lordlliips Protetlion the .Art , 
and its Defender; of the firft I can make no 
Manner of Doubt; and of the fecond Your 
Lordfhips Favours afford me fome Hope; 
which is fufficient to give me Alfurance 
enough to fubfcribe my felf 

My LORD, 

To11r IArJfbiJs moft Ohlig'd 

moft l1M11Jhle 1111d 

mqfJ O~edit»t ServAnt, 

• 





', ' ·MO .. 4-I;~j~ to fu.!f{qrJ\' if .tkisu/:f#....f!re 
•. ~" i~ generaUy expe{led ;yet I JbaO beg to be 
t.t:kcu$ il 'i!t 'MJ Time, r:fa"riJ.J»g~IJi&t~t/Je:fo/J!Jwingi$f... 
fr}~t tp._[ftPPl! !hit f?ef;f!; !fllil ~~f) her; .A~vsr
tije th'e' Reader, that ~e ts n~r tb e~etl ihthe 
RemarkS~~ :tP~4~~~{{~ IitJmPI~gie£_,1r, An~ (.i~~m
rtJ.atic~~.t Enquiries into the Difllon of our .Afl .. 
thor ; But I content my felf to confider Hjm 
only as a Poet, And therefore to co»ftne my felf 
to his Poetical Beauties, and Errors ; tho' I have 
indud added 11.11 Index oj.aO his .Antiquated Words, 
as far as all the Glof.faries Extant cou'd help me 
out. Bttt as Mr. Dryden has Obferv'd, Shakefpear 

. ¥t j1 . fre'luently apt to Coin Words, which are 
~no~ where elfo to he found, ll1Jd their Senfe ftarce 

to be diftover'd by the Context. 

I 



AD V Ell T Is EM ENT. 

1 h4'lJI nothing further to aJd but • Relliftc4tio1J 
of • MijJAkt in Sliakefpear' s Latin lllftriftioll. 

Ingenio Pylum, Genio Socratem, Arte Maronem ~ 

Terra tegit, Populus M~ret, Olympus habet. 

Be(ides this there is tht fo/Jorving Epitaph ;, 
Bngfiih which is li:kewife Omittetl. 

Stay Pa£renger, Why dofi: thou go fo fafi: ? 

Read if thou can.ft, whom envious Death has pla,1d 

Within this Monument ; Shalefiear, with whom 

Q!lick Nature dy'd, who(e Namedoth deck the Tomb 

Far mo.re, than Cflft, fince all that he has Writ 

Leaves liviAg Art, but Page to ferve his Wit. 

AN 



AN · 

SSA 
ON THE 

Art, · Rife and Progrefs 

OF THE 

STAGE 
IN 

Greece, Rome a11d England. 

·- = . "= H 0' th~ Works of SHAKE ... 
- ~- SPEAR have been lately pub-

lifh'd without the Poems, whic1i 
~ ...... ,1\l&.. now vifit the World in a Se-

venth Volume by themfelves; 
yet the Reader muft / not ima .. 

1.2~~~~~ gine, that the Book/e!ler of thofe, 
rejected thefe as fpurious, or doubtful, or as un
willing to lhelter under his Name, what was not 
genuine ; for by re-printing thofe Plays, in this 

•~ Edition . 

~ 

1 



ii An EssAY on the·ART, Rtsl! 
Edition, which carry no .I\1ark of this celebrated 
Author, and which were only added to formet" 
lmpreilions, according to the laudable Cuftom . of 
the Trade, to fwell the Volume and the Pnce 
(Mr. Betterton having more, than once afiur'd me, 
that the firit Folio Edition by the· Players, ~on
tain'd all thofe, which were trnely his) 'tis plain 
tbat no fuch nice Scruple gave him. any diftur
bance: But out of a good natur'd Principle, agree· 
able to tne Man; he tl1onght it not impolitic 
to leffen the Towns ExpeCtation of thefe Poems, 
bccaufe he had no Hand in their Publication. How
ever, I have not only vcntur'd to put them to 
tl1c Prefs, for the SatisfaB:ion of the Lovers of 
Shakespear, who have often, with Importunity, de
n1anded them of me; but I doubt not to make 
it c!idcnt? tha.t they are genui!1e, and more pe~ ... 
fefr In their R1nd, than many, If not moft, of his
Dramatic Perfonnances. I confefs, that they are 
far from being all of an equal Excellence, but 
there is no more to be drawn from thence to 
their Difadvantage, than from the Inrquality of 
l1is other Writings to the Prejudice of his 
Plays. 

But deferring the Difcuffion of this Point till 
I come to my Remarks on his Poems, I iliall 
here fay a few Words of the Author, ~nd then 
of his WorJ~s. I confefs that I h:1ve nothing to. add 
to his Life, v1ritten by Mr. Rowe, who has pcrfef.t
ly cxhaufred that SubjeCt:; yet he has, by decli
ning a general and fufl Critic..ifm, left me Roo1n 
enough to. difcourfe, both of the Author's Ge
l1ius alJd his Writings. As I flu11 give many more 
Examples of his Beauties, than thofc few, which 
h~s E~itor bas but very flightly glanc'd on in 
h1s L1fe; fo Ihall I lay down fuch R~lcs of Art, 

th;:t 



ttnd p R 0 G RES S of tbe STAG£, (}J·c. i"ii 
that the Reader may be able, to difringuilh bis 
Errors fr~m his Pcrfe[iions, now too much and 
too Hnjuftly confounded by the foolilh Biggotry 
of his blind and partial Adorers. For thct~ 
are a fort of Men who deal by hirt1, as fome of 
bur Modern Dedicators do by their Patrons ; 
denying them all DefeCts, and at the fame Time 
dawbing ·them with fhinlng Quali~ies, which they· 
do not only .not pofiefs, bu~ have no need of to 
comple:at their CharaCter; by fo childifh a Con
duct not only bringing into Q!.1eftion thofe, 
which are really their Due, but making their Pa;.; 
trons, as ridiculous as themfelves. For an un
juft, or ill grounded Praife of the Livin%, is n~ 
better, than ful!ume Flattery, and of the Dead' 
only a meer aifui11ing Cort1plement to our felves

1 as Men of greater Genius, Difcernment, and 
Penetration, than others in the Difcovery of 
Beauties, which they are not able to find out. 
This is the very Fault, which thofe Modermj/i 
lay to the (:harge of the Admirers of the An
tients ; for while they wo~1'd perfwade us, that 
~hefe have given Beauties to Home;~, Virgil, No
race, &c. Which thofe Poets never thought of 
or defign,d, they advanc'd fo unreafonable a Big
gotry to} our Poet, that if a Man, by Art and 
Reafon,/Lnt que!tion the greateft and mofr abfurd 
of his Faults, with the Romans of old on the 
fame OccaJ!on-- Clamant perit/fe Pudorrtn. 

'Tis my opinion, that if Shakefpear had had thofc 
Advantages of Learning, vv hich the perfect Know
ledge of the Ancients wou'd have given him, 
fo great a Genius as his, wou'd have made him 
a very dangerous Rival in Fame, to . the great.o} 

·eft Poets of Antiquity; fo far am I from feeing, 
how thh Knowledge cou'd €ither have curb'd, 

a .l confin' d, 
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confin'd, or fpoil'd th~ natur~l Excellence of 
1tis Writings. For, tho' I ~ufl; always think 
our Author a Miracle, for the Age he liv"d in, 
yet I.{ am oblig'd, in Jultice to Reafon and Art, 
to confefs, that he does not come up to the 
Ancients, in all the Beauties of the Drama. ~ut 
it is no fmaU Honour to him, that h.e has fur
pafs ~d them in the Topics or Common Places: 
And to confirm the Viclory he· obtain'd on that 
Head, at Mr. Hates's Chamber at Eaton, I 1ha11, 
in this prefent Undertaking, not only tranfcribe 
the moft fuining, but refer the Reader to the fame 
Subjetts in the Laiin Authors. 

This I do, that I might omit nothing, that 
cou'd do his Memory that Juftice, which he really 
deferves: But to put his Errors and his Excel
lencies_ on the fame Bottom, is to injure the La .. 
ter, and give the Enemies of our Poet an AdV"antage 
againft him, of doing the fame ; that is, of rejeB:
ing his Beauties, as all of a Piece with his Faults. 
This unaccountable Biggotry of the Town, to the 
very Errors of Shake [pear, WJS the Occafion of 
Mr. Rymer's Criticifms, and drove him ~s far in
to the contrary Extream. I am far from ap
proving his Manner of treating our Poet; tho' 
Mr. Dryden owns, that all, or m oft of the Faults 
he has found·, are Juft; but adds this odd Re
fiet.t:ion: And yet, fays he, Who minds the Critick) 
and who admires Shakefpear lefs? That was as 
much as to fay; Mr. Rymer has indeed made 
good his Charge, and yet the Town admir'd hi& 
Errors ftiB: which I take to be a greater Proot 
of the Folly and abandon'd Tafte of the Town, 
than of any ImperfeB:ions in the Critic; which, 
in my Opinion , expos'd the Ignorance of the 
Age he liv'd in; to which, Mr. Rorre very juftly 

afcribe~ 
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fcribes moft of his Faults. It rnuft be own'd, 
that Mr. Rymer carried the Matter too far, fince no Man, that has the leaft Reliih of Poetry, 
-can queftion his Genius: For, in fpitc of his known 
and vifible Errors, when I read Shakefpe4r, even 
in fome of his moft irregular Plays, I am furpriz'd 
Into a Pleafure fo great, that my Judgment is 
no longer fre_e tq (ee the Faults, tho' they are ne .. 
ver fo Grofs and Evident. There is fuch a Wit
c~ery in him, · that ail the Rules of Art, which 
he does not obferve, tho' built on an equa11y 
Solid and Infallible Reafon, vani!h away in the 
1'ranfports of thofe, that he does obferye, (o en:
tirely, as if I had never known any thing of 
the Matter. The Pleafure, I confefs, is peculiar 
as ftrong; for it comes front the admirable 
Draughts· of th~ M~nners, viuble in the Diftin
ction of his Charatters, and his furprizing Re
fiec:tions and Topics, which are e>ften extreamly 
hcightned by the Expreffion and Harmony ofNmn
bers; for in thefe no Man ever excell'd him, and 
very few ever came up to p~s ~erit. Nor is his 
Nice touching the Pafiion _of Joy, the leaft Source 
of this Satisfaction; for he frequently moves this, 
in fome of the mo.ft Indifferen~' o( his Plays, ib 
frrongly, t'hat it is impo$b1e to quell the Emo
tion. There is likew ife ever a Sprightl~nefs in 
his Dialogue, and often a Genteelnefs, efpecia11y 
in hi5 Much ado about Nothing, which is very fur
prizing for that Age, and what the Learned BEN 
cou ,d not attain by all his Induftry; and I con
fefs, if we make fome fma11 Allowance for a few 
Words and Expreffions, I queftion w hcther ariy 
one has fince excell'd him in it. 

Tho' all t.Acfe Beauties were owing chiefly to 
,a natural Strength of Genius in him, yet I can 

a 3 never 

/ 



vi An E s sA Y pn tbe A R T:, RI s E 
.pever give up his AFquaintance with the Ancient~ 
fo entirely, · a~ Mr. Rqwe has qone; becaufe, I 
think there are many Arguments to prove, that 
l1e knew at leafr, fome of th~ Latin Poets, par
ticularly Ovid ; twq of his Epifl:les being here 
tranflated by him : His 0otto to Venr-u and Ado-
nis is another ' Proof; but that he had read Plau
tuJ himfelf~ is plain frorrt hi§ Comedy of Errors, 
which is taken vifibly from the Me1u.echmi: of that 
Poet; as will be evident, when we come to con
fider that ·Play. 'The Charatters he has in his 
Plays dra~n of the Roma.ns, is a Proof, that he 
was acquainted with their Hiftorians ; and Ben 
bimfelf, in his Commendatory · Verfes before the 
.firfl: F'olio Edition of Shakefpear's Works, allows 
him to have a little Latin and lefs Greek ; that 
is- l1e wou'd not allow him to be as perfect a CritiC in the Latin, as he himfelf was ; but yet, 
the he· was capable of reading at leaft, the Lati'!
Poets, as is, I 'thi~k, plainly prov'd. For I can 
fee no ma.qner of -Weight in that Conjecture; 
which fuppnf~s; that he n~ver read the Ancients, be
cabf'e he haS' ·not , any \ where in1it(\ted them ; 
fo fertile a Genius as his, having no rieed to bor
row I m ages fr:om others, w hi eh h~d fuch plenty 
of his own. Bcfides~ we find by Experience, that 
fome of our Modern Autl;{ors, nay thofe who ha·re 
flJadc great Figures in tl~e ' Vniverfity, for thei~ 
Wit and Learning, have fo little follow'd the 
Ancients in their Performances, that by them, a 
1\1an ~ou'd nc;ver- ghefs, that they had read a Worg 
of them; ·and yet '·they wou'd take it arnifs, not 
to be allbw"d. to be very well read both in the 
Lat/n and Gre6k Poets. If they do this · in their 
'\Vritings ou~ of Pride, or want of Capacity; may 
we not: as jufrly fuppofe, that Sbllkefpear did it 

QUt 
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out of an Abundance in his own Natural Stock. 
l contend not here to prove, that he was a per
fea 1\f.afi:cr of either the Latin or Greek Authors; 
but all that I aim at is to !hew, that a·S hQ wa.s 
capable of reading fome of the Rom~tns, fo he had 
~aually read Ovid and Pla~ttm, without fpoiling 
or Confining his Fancy or Genius. 

Whether hu Ignorance gf the Anct'ents were A- Dif
advttntage to him or no, mAy ddmz"t of a Difpuu. I am 
furpriz)d at the Afiertion ; unlefs he m€an, That 
all things may be argu'd upon; and that the Pro
blems of Euclid, fo long admitted as indifputa• 
blc, may, by a New Sort of Scepticifin, be ca~l'd 
in Queftion. The Reafon he aligns for this, is 
thus- For, tht/ the J(n01vled._r[e of them, might hav~ 
made him more Correil; y•et it is not improbable, bHt 
that the Regulq,rity and Deference for them, rchz'ch 
would have attended that Correilnefs, might have re
fir~in'd fom!t of that Fire, lmpetuoJity, t:md even Beau· 
tiful Extra--vagance, which we admire -in SHAKE
$f EAR. I muft own, that I am not capable of 
comprehending his Proof, or that indeed it is 
,qny Proof at all; for, if the Knowledge of the 
Ancients, wou'd have 111~de him Correil, it wou'd 
bave given him the only Perfection, he wanted; 
and that is certainly an Adv~mtage not to be dif
puted. Hut then this CorreHednef MIGHr have 
reftrain' d fome of that Fire, fmpetuojity, and eve11 
BEAVTIFVL EXTRAVAGANCE, &c. \Ve 
do not find, that CorreEfnefs in Homer, Virgil, So
phocles, ·EuripideJ, &c. reftrain'd any Fire, that was 
truly Celefrial; and why we fhou'd think, that 1t 
wou'd have had a worfe Ettea: on Shake [pear, I can
not imagine; nor do I underitand what is meant 
by Beautiful Extravagance: For if it be fomething 
beyond Nature, it is fo far from being admir'd 

a ~ by 
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by Men of Senfe, that it is contemn'd and laugh'd 
at. For what there is in any Poem, which is 
out of Nature, and contrary to Verifimilitude and 
Probability, can never be Beautiful, but Abominable. 
For the Bufinefs of Poetry is to copy Nature 
truely, and obferve Probability and Verifimilitude 
juftly; and the Rules of Art are to £hew us what 
Nature is, and how to diftinguiih its Lineaments 
from the unruly and prepofi:erous Sallies and Flights 
of an irregular and uninfrruB:ed Fancy. So, that 
as I think it is plain, that Shakefpear was not en
tirely ignorant of the Aacients; fo, I believe it 
is as evident, that he wou'd have been much 
more, n.ot lefs perfefr, than he is, had his Jg"' 
norance of them been much lefs, than it really 
was. A judicious Reader of our Author, will 
eafily difcovef'\ thofe DefeCts, that his Beauties 
wou'd make him wifh had been corred:cd by a 
l{nowledge of the whole Art of the Drama. For 
it is evident, that by the .Force of his own Judg
n1ent, or thG Strength of his Imagination, he ha 
follow'd the Rules of Art, in all thofe Particulars in 
which he pleafes. I know, that the Rules of An 
l1ave been fufficiently chunour'd againfr, by an ig
norant and thoughtlefs fort of Men of our Age; 
but it was· bccauie they knew nothing of them, 
and never confider'd, ·that without fome Stan
dard of R\':cel1ence,. there cou'd be no Juibce don<:> 
to 1Yferit, to which Poetafters and Poets muft elfe 
have an 6qu~l Claim, which is the high eft De
gree of Barbarifm. N4y, without an Appeal to 
thefe very Rules, Shakefpe..rr himfelf is not to be 
difringuilli'd from the moft worthlefs Pretenders, 
·who l1ave often met with an undeferv'd Applaufe, 
f!nd challenge the Title of Great Poets froJn their 
~uccefso ·' 
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NatJtre, Nature is the great Cry againft the 

Rules. We muft be judg'd by Nature, fay they, 
not at all, confidering, that Nature is an equi
vocal \Vord, w hofe Senfe is too various and Exten
five ever to be able to appeal too, fince it leaves 
it to the Fancy and Capacity of every one, to 
decide what is according to Nature, and what 
not. Befides there may be a great many things 
:Natural, which Dramatick Poetry has ·nothing to 
do with. To do the Needs of Life, is as natur
al as any Action of it, but to bring fuch a thing 
into a Piece of Hiftory Painting, or Dramatic 
Poetry, wou'd be rnonftrous and abfur'd, tho' 
natural; for there may be many things natural 
in their proper Places, which are not fo in 
others. It is therefore necefiary, that there 1hou'd 
be Rules to let the Poet know, not only what 
is natural, but when it is proper to be intro
duc~d, and when not. The Droll Pieces of the 
Dutch are all very natural, yet I dare believe 
there is no Man fo very ignorant of the De
corum of Hiftory Painting, as to think .. that in the 
Tent of Darim ofMonfieur Le Brun, or the 1ephtha's 
Sacrifice, it wou'd be natural or proper to In
troduce one of thofe Droll Pieces, either of Drin
King, dancing, fnick or fnee, or the like. For 
tho' both the Painters have propos'd Nature for 
their Copy, and have drawn her perfectly wel1, yet 
Grief and Laughter are fo very incompatible, that 
to join thefe two Copies of Nature together, wou'd 
be monftrous and £hocking to any Judicious Eye. 
And yet this Abfindity is what is done fo com
monly among .us in our Tragi-Comedies 1 this is 
what our ShJZkefpear himfelf has frequentty · been 
guih::y of, not only in thofe Mixtures which ht: 
has given us of that kind, but in 11lclny other Par-

. ticular.., 
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~ienlars for want of a thorough K11ow lege of the 
Art of the Stage. 

After this I hope no Man will a[ert, that Cri
tidfm is an ill natur'd Work, unlefs he will de
.clare for all the Extravagaocie$ of Ignorance, and 
that Abfurdities ought to be indulg'd, fo.r the 
fake of a great Name; For if Truth and Rea-
fon may be of any Account, to point out the real 
Errors of any 1\:ian mull: be thought a good na
,tur'd Office; fince it is to bring Men to a juft 
.Senfe of things, and a true Know lege and Tafte 
of Nature and Art. Did ever any Man think it 
an ill-natur'd thing, to tell a Friend of his Mf... 
!lakes of Conduct? Much lefs muft it. be thought 
fo in the Difcoveries ?f the Errors. of Writing;
becauie by the Corre(hon many are 1nform'd how 
to direfr themfelv~s Juftly and not to follow the 
Ignes F atuos, of a diftempe~·'4 Fancy without ever 
Confulting Judgment; which muft make its Dici~ 
fion by the Rules of Art. I confefs, that there 
js a Decency in doing this, which to for fake is · 
to become lyable to this Cenfure, as Mr. Rymer 
llas done: who was not content to point out the 
faults of ~hAJ.efpear, ~u~ wou'd deny him all man
ller of Excellence. Th1s Indeed favours of ill Na.
ture and · Envy, But fure no Body witl accufe 
Arijl otle of the fame Crime, for thofe he difcovers 
in Sophocl~s, E'liripides, and fome other Greek Poets, 
\V hofe Beauties and PerfeCtions he recommends to 
.our Imitation? Tho' from thefe he forms his Poe
tics, and tho' they were of fuch great Authority 
and Efteem, yet this Father of all Critics makes 
ho Difficulty of fhowing in what they tranfgrefs'd 
the Rules which he founds on Reafon and Nature; 
which the · .Athenians rightly look'd on, as a Peke 
~f 'Jujlice not Ill-Nature. For if as. he allow'd them 

their 
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their Exc.;ellencies, not to have pointed out their 
Defect, had been to have left Room for a Big
gottry to a Name, to have made their Vices pafs 
for Vertues, to the Prejudice of the jufl: Improve
ment of fo noble an Art. Thus I fhall all along 
recommend the Beauties of Shakefpe~er, but murt 
peg leave to lay down the Rules of the Dram.c 
leaft we fall into an Erroneous Imitation of his 
Faults. The Anfwer of Dionyfius or Pompey the 
Great, will be juft to all, who ihall be of his 
1\1ind- Pompey compl,ain'd, that he had found fault 
with Plato, to which he replies in this Manner~ 
Tour Veneration for P LATQ is juft,, but yoJJ;' Accu . 
fation ef me unju.ft. When 4 Man writes tq ]how 
what is good or b~d m ~e Subjef?, he ought rqith the 
utrr.oft ExaClne{s to poil}t out its Virtues and Vices, 
becaufe that is R certllin Way to come at the Truth, 
1vhich is tht moft valuable of ~rll things. Ht!ld I wrote 
~tgain/t PLATO, wz'tb a Dejign to decry his Works, /; 
(!ught to h:tve been look' d on, as one as Envious. as. 
ZOILVS; but on the 'ontrary, my Defign was tfJ' 
praifo him, but if in the doing this, I have difcover' tl 
~nd improv'd any of his Errors or Defells, I havtp. 
t},on~ - nothing th~tt merits a Compl4int, &c. · 

This I hope is fufficient to clear juft Criticifin 
from the Imputation of Ill· l{ature; and I a1n of 
Opinion, that fince Poetry has always. beeq 
efteem'd in all civiliz'd and polite Countries, a no..: 
ble Art; there is a Neceility to free it from that 
Barblrifm it has hitherto lain tinder in this Na
tion; efpecially in its moft valuable. and ufeful 
Part the Drama, to lay down thofe Rules which 
~ay form our ]1.\dgn:t,ent, and b~ing it to a Per~ 
teetion it has not yet known aroo11g us. 

·· There is- ifide€El--a very formidable Party among 
us, who are fi1ch Libertines in all ~.ann er of Poe---
., · try 1 
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try, efpecially in the Drama, that they think 
all regular Principles of Art an Impofitio.n not 
to be born; yet while they refufe in Poetry 
1uft Rules, as a Teft of their Performance, they 
~ill allow no Man, a Mafter in any other, that 
follows not the Rules of his Art, be jt i.q. Paint
;ng, Statuary, .ArcheteElure, &c. Tho' the Prec~pts 
of Poetry are not lefs founded on Nature and 
Reafon, and muft indeed be the only Diftinttion 
betwixt an Artift and a Pretender. This falfe 
Notion hai open'd a Door to all the Abomina
ble Scriblers, who have fo often won a Reputa
tion from the Ignorance of the Town (to the 
Scandal of the Nation) Nay, who have paft for 
Authors of the firft Rank ; tho' their Writings, 
as Ben Johnfon, in his Difcoveries, has it; .A Man 
wou'd not tvrttp up any wholfome Dr11g in, &c. For 
if Poetry have no certain Standard of Excellence, 
no flx'd Rules to go by; then it n1uft of Con., 
fequence, be an arbitrary Licenfe of writing what 
extravagant thing foevcr one pleafes; and that 
Mefs of Madnefs, that is moft plaufibly cook'd up 
by the Players, and goes beft down with the 
MOB, that is, the Ignorant of all Degrees and Sta
ti9ns, is the befr Poetry: A Notion fo very Whim· 
Jical, ·that it was never entertain'd tn any City 
in the Univerfc but this (and perhaps Madrid) 
tor it Levels all Men, makes s- and D-y as 
Good Pqets as Otrvay and Wycherley; which is to 
deter IV1eri of Learning and Genius fro1n Wri
ting; fince they are liable to Cenfures, almoft as 
Scandalous as thofe the Poets of Madrid are fub
jeB: to; as we· have the Account from the La
dies Travels into Spain: And becaufe it bears 
frJme P~op~rtion to the State of our Stage, I fuall 
:.: ·;wfcnbe I.t. 
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- 7he fineft c;omedy i1f the World (fays 1he) I 
mean thofe acted in the Cities, 'Very often receive their 
FAte from the weak F~tncy of {ome Ignorant Wretch 
er other. But there i; one particularly, And A Shoe
maker, who decides the Matter, and whtJ has g11in'd 
fo abfolute ~tn .Authority fo to do, that when th~ 
Poets have made their Plays, they go to him, ~end M 

it were, fue to him for hh· .Approbation : They read 
to him their Plays; 11nd the Shoe~maker, with grave 
Lo~ks thereupon, utters abundanctl of Nonfenfe; which 
nevtrthelefs, the poor Poet u fore' d to put 1tp. After 
all, if he happens to be at the firft atfing of i~ ; eve
ry Body have their Eyes upon the Behttviour and AElion 
~f thi.r pitiful Fellow : the young People of what £2.!Ali
ty foever imitate him. If he yawns, they yawn; if he 
laughs, fo do they. In A Word, fometimes he grows 
Angry or weary, and then takes a Uttle Whiftle, ~end 
falls a whiflling: .At the fan-:e time, you hear m 
hundred whi.ftles, which make fo Jhrilt a noife, that 
'tu enongh to confound the Heads of all the SpeEfa,. 
tors. By thh· time, our poor Poet u quite ruin'd; all his 
Study and Pains having been as the Mercy.of a Block
head, d,CCording tU he 1VM in good or bad Humom·. 

This perhaps, may feem a harder Fate,. than 
what our Poets here are liable to~ But w hilft 
Ignorance is to be Judge of Art, and the Dire
ction of the Houfe is in fuch Hands; it is cer
tain, the Cafe is much the fame. For the Fate of 
a Play depends on thcfe Gentlemens Opinion of 
it, who have nothing to guide them but Fancy, 
which leads them ten times into an Error, for 
once that it hits right; and then it is by . Won
drous Chance. Nay, it is no new Defect of the 
Stage; for when the P0ets, that is, the I\1afters 
of the Art, left off ordering the Stage, and di .. 
reeting the Actors, as the Admirable Criti~ 

Monficur 
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.Monfieu-r Dader, obferves in his Notes on the 
l~ft Chapter of .AriftotleJ Art of Poetry, the Play. 
ers being left to themfelves, immediately fpoil'd 
the Aeting, and degenerated from that Wifdom 
and Simplicity, by which they had been main
tain'd. 

It is thefe Gentlemen patticularly, that bring 
an Argument againft regular Plays, which had 
been as falfly urr,'d, before the Reformation of 
the French Stage; as is plain from the Academy's 
Animadverfions on the Cid of Corneille : Let their 
Words juftifie my AJTertion.- f2.!!e fi 4~ c:oa• 

·tr~tire, quelques Pieces regulaires donnent ptlt de Sa• 
tiif4Efion; il ne [Aut ptu cr"ire, que fo e foit la Faute 
des Regles, mait bien ce!!es des Auteurs; don't le Ste• 
.rile Genie na pufou·rnir d l'Art, une que f/eft ~tf[ez., Riche. 
p. 22. of the Academy's Cenfure of the CID. i.e. 
If on the contrary, fume regHlar Pieces give but lit
tle SlllthfaElion, you ought not to beJi,ve, that this ii 
the P~tult of the Rules, but of the Authors; whofo 
B4rren Genim cannot fopply_ Art 1~ith whJ?t is r'ich 
affd noble. The Rules of Art indeed, are not 
for a11y Man, to whom Nature has not given a 
Genim; without which it is impoffible to obferve, 
or indeed perfeB:ly to undcrftand them. 
"" The ingenious Michael CervarJteJ the celebrated 
Author of Dun f!.!!ixot tells us, that the fame Ob· 
jefrion was made to him in Defence of the irre· 
gular Plays, that had . ufurp?d the Spanijh Stage 
under the Dircttion of the ACtors. Which I !hall 
tranfcrihe, becaufe it fhows that Stage to be like 
ours, that the Opinion of a Man of his V\lit and 
Judgment, may have a juft Influence on thofe 
who !ooR: more on Authority, than Reafoa. 

In the 50th. Chapter of his firfr Part, the 
C'l ttlfln and the· Cttr/Jte are di:-courfing to this pur• 
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pofe- " If thefe Plays that are now in Vogue, a 
'' well thofe that are meer Fiilion, as thofe that are 
" taken out of Hi.ftory, are all or the great eft 
" part of them, plain vifible Foperies, and things 
'' without Head or Tail ; yet the I-dultitude de· 
'' lights in, and thinks them good, th()' tl ey are 
" fo far from it. And if the Poets who write, 
" and the Players who Aet fay, they mafr be 
'' fuch JJecaufo the Multitudes will h~eve them fo eend 
" nfl otherJVifo, and th.t~t thofe whith are regul.fr, 11ml 
" carry on the Plot accordi11g to Art, 4re only of 
" Vfe to a few wife Men, who underHAnd tb,m,. 
" 11nd ~ell the reff mA1e nothing of them ·; ltlfd thllt 
'' it is better for them to get their Br~ad lly MA· 
" NY th~tn to be look' d Dn by a FEW.- If this 
" be fo, I fay, the fame will be the Fate of my 
" Book, after I have crack'd my Brain to ob
" ferve the Rules, I have fpoken of, I fhall lof~ 
'' my Labour. And tho, I ~ve fotuetimes en· 
" deavour'd to perfwade the Actors, that they 
'' are in the Wrong in following that Opinion; 
" and that they wou'd, draw more People, and 
'' gain more Reputation by acting Plays, that are 
" according to the Rules of Art, than by thofe 
'~ Mad ones; they are fo fond of their own Opi
" nion, that there is no bearing them oyt of it 
'' I remember that I once faid · to one of thefe· 
" Obftinate 1\fen- Tell 1~e, don't you remem .... 
' ' ber, that a few Years ago, there were three: 
" Plays acted in Sp~tin, written by a famous Poet 
" of this Kingdom, which were fo e.~ceUent, that 
" they aftonifh'd, pleas'd, and furptiz'd all that
'' faw. them, as well ignora14t as wife; the Mul
" tittlde, as better Sort ? And thofe three alone 
'' yielded the AB:ors more l\-1oney, than Thirty 
" of the beft that have been made fin,o:. Doubt
- · · " lcfl 
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" lefs, Sir, fa1d the Poet I fpeak of, you mean 
" the /fabella, Phi/lis, and Alexand~r? I mean the 
" fame quoth I, and fee whether thofc did not 
" obferve the Rules of Art ; and did not pleafe 
" all People ? So that the F4ult is not in the 
'' MVLTITVDE, rvhrJ require FoHies; but :."n thD[e, 
'' who know not how to Jhow them any thing elft. 
" Nor was the Play of Ingr4titude Reveng' J, a 
'' Foppery; nor was there any in that of Numan
" tia, nor the .Amorous Merchant ; much lefs in 
" the Favourable She Enemy ; nor in fome others, 
" that have been written by judicious Poets, 
" to their great Reputation and Renown, and 
'' to the Advantage of thofe, that Acred them. 
" Much more I urg'd, which, in my Opinion, 
't CONFOVNDED but did not CONVINCE him-, 
" fo as to make him recede from his Erroneous 
'' Conceit. 

" You have hit on a thing, Mafter Canon; 
" (anfwer'd the Curate) that has Stirr'd up the 
" old Grudge, I bear the Plays now in nfe; 
'' which is not inferior to my Averfion to Books 
" of Knight-Errantry. For whereas the Drama ac .. 
" cording to Tufty, ought to be a Mirrour o( 
" Human Life:, a Pattern of Manners, and a 
" lively Image of Truth; thofe, that are Acted 
" now adays, are MirrouYs of EXTRAV AG .ANCIES; 
" Patterns of :Follies; and lively Images of Lewd
" nefs. For what greater Extravagancies can 
" there be, than to bring on a Child in its 
'' Swadling Bands in t.he Firft Scene of the Fir.ff: 
'' Act; and in the Second to have him walk in as 
'' grow.n up to a ftout Man? And what greatet 
<' Folly, than to reprefent to us a fighting old 
'' Fellow, and a cowardly young Man ; an 
~' haraxiguing Footman ; a Page taking on him 

~~ to 
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" to be a Privy Counfellour ; a King, a meer 
" Clown ; a Prlncefs an errant Cook Wench ? 
" What ihall I fay to the Time and Place, that 
" thefe Accidents, may or might have bap
'' pen'd in? For I have feen a Play., whofe Firft 
" Afr began in Europe, and the. Second in Afta, 
" and the Third in Africa; and had it held out 
" four Acts the fourth had ended in America and 
" fo it wou'd have been Acted in all the Four 
" Q!1arters of the World. . . · 

" And if Imitation be the Principal Part of 
" the Drama how is it pcffible, that any tolerable 
" Underftanding ihou'd be pleas'd to fee, that 
" When they are acting a Paffage, that hap
" pen'd in the Days of King Pepin, or Char/e .... 
" mai'gn, the fitme Man, who Acts the Hero of 
" the Play, fhou'd be made the Emperour Hera
" clitu, who carr'd the Crofs to 1erufalem! And 
'' to recover the Holy Sepukhre, as Godfrey of 
" Bullion did ; when there are many Years di· 
't ftance betwixt thofe Aetions? Or when the 
" Play is grounded on Fiction to apply it to 
" Truths out of Hiftory ; or patch it up with 
'< Accidents, that happcn'd to feveral Perfons1 

'' and . at fcveral Times; and this not with any 
" Contrivance to to make it appear probable; 
" but with manifeft Errors altogether inexcufa ... 
' ' ble? And the worft ·of it is, there are fome 
" Blockheads who call thu PERFECTION, and all 
'' the refl NOTION, and PEDANTRY, &c . 

. And after forneReflections on the monftrous Mira-
cles forg'd for their Religious Plays he proceeds-

" -All this is an Affront to Truth, a difcredit 
'' to Hiftory., and a Iharne to the Spanifh Wits. 
" Becaufe Foreignet s, who are very ftrict in 
~~ obferving the Laws qf the Dramt~ look on us 

~ ~~ as 
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'' as· ignorant and barbarous, when they fee the 
" Abfurdity, and enormous Folly of thefe we 
" Write. And that is not excus'd by faying, 
'' that the chief Deiign of well govern'd Common 
'' V/ealths, in permitting Plays to be acted, is· 
'' to divert the Commonalty with fome lawful 
'' Recreation, to difperfe the ill Humours, that 
'' Idlenenfs often breeds ; and that fince this is 
" done by any Play good or bad, there is no 
'' occafion to prefcribe Laws, or confine thofe, 
" that write, or thofe that aa them to make them 
" fuch as they ought to be; for as I faiq any 
'' of them ferve to compafs the End defign'd by 
'' them. To this I wou'd anfwer, that the End 
'' wou'd be infinitely better attain'd by good 
'' Plays, than by thefe, that are nbt fo. For a 
'' Man, after feeing a good, and well contriv'd 
'' Play, wou'd go away pleas'd with the Comedy, 
'' inftrutl:ed by the ferious Part; furpriz'd at the 
" Plot, improv'd by the Language, warn'd by 
'' the Frauds, inform'd by the Examples; dif.. 
" gulled at Vice, and in love with Vertue; for 
" a good Play muft work all thefe Effetts upon 
'' him, that fees it tho' he be never fo rude 
'' and unthinking. And it is abfolutely impoffible, 
" but that a Play, that has all thefe Qualifica
" tions, muft pleafe, divert, fatisfy, and content 
'' beyond, that which wants them, as for the 
'' n1oft part thofe do, that are acted . . And the 
" Poets; that write them are not in the Fault; 
" for fome of them are very fenfible of the Er .. 
'' rors, they commit, and know what they ought 
" to do. But Plays being become venal, they 
u: fay, and are in the Right on't that the .AElors 
" wou'd give nothing for 'em if they were not 
~~ of that Stamp. And therefore the Poet en-

deavours , 
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" deavours to fuit himfelf to what the .Aflor, 
" who is to pay for it requires, c1'-c. 

This is fo near an Image of our DrAmatic~ 
State, in this Nation; that, I hope the Obfer
vation of fo receiv'd a Wit as Michael Cervantes, 
will have fome Weight with our Men of Figure~ 
who are, or wou'd be thought Men of Senfe and 
Politenefs. Yet, if they fhou'd think Authority 
infufficient, becaufe againft their wretched Go~ft; 
I fhall fhew, that Reafvn is as much aga.inft them; 
and then lhew the Source of our ill Tafi:e, and 
the Corruption of our Stage, by giving a View 
of the Original and Rife of the Drama, in Greect, 
in Rome, and in this Nation. 

To come ther,efore to Reafon, againft thore. 
Blind Enemies to Regularity; and without w hkh 
there can be no Harmony, we muft prove that 
Poetry is an Art. 

As the Injuftice of l\1en, was the Caufe ofLaws; 
fo the Decay of Arts, and the Faults commit
ted in them (as Dacier obferves) oblig'd Men firft 
to make Rules, and afterwards to revive them. But: 
the Laws of Legiflators place all their Reafon in 
their W~ll or the prefent Occurrences; but the 
Rules of P--l)etry advance nothing but what is ac
companied with Reafon, and drawn ftom the com• 
mon Sentiments of Mankind; fo that Men them• 
felves, become the Rule and Meafure of what 
thefe prefcribe. 

All Arts are certain Rules or l\1eans of arri· 
ving at, or doing fomethiag, that is Good and Be· 
ndicial to Mankind; now Poetry aiming at the 
lnfrruB:ion of Men by Pleafure, it propofes a 
certain End for the Good of Mea; it muft there ... 

b .a fore 
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fore have certain Rules or Means of obtaining 
that End, and is therefore an Art. 

But Poetry is not only an Art, but its Rules 
are known, and it is impoffible to fucceed with
out them. The certain Confcquence of this is, 
that the Rules and what plettfes, are never contrary 
to eath other, and that you can never obtain the 
Later without the former. Seco'!1'dly, That Poe
fie being an Att, can never be prejudicial 
to Mankind~ for when any Verfes arc fo, they 
deviate frbm the Rules, and are no longer Poetry; 
which was invented and improv'd fdr their Ad
vantage only. Poefie owes its Rife to Religion: 
Hynins in the Praife of, and Thankfgiving to Hecr
ven for Bleffings receiv'd, was the Original Poe
try; for Men, naturally inclin'd to Imitation, em
pJoy'd their native Tendence to' Mufick and Song, 
to the Praifes of their Gods : And had Man con
tinu'd in his Primitive Simplicity, Hym1~s and 
divine Songs, as among the Hebrew;, had been 
all our Poetry. But in the Heathen Syftem, Men 
foon deviated fr'otn this Purity; admitting firft 
the Praife of Men, and then Satire, or Rallery on 
one another at their drunken Meetings, at Har
veft-Home, or the like. Thus Poetry being cor· 
rupted foon, fcarce retain'd any Footfteps of Re
ligion, whence it firft fprung. 

The fucceeding Poets, being the Divines and Phi-
. Jofophers of thofeTimes, obferving the invincible 
Bent of the People to thefe Fcafts and Shows; and 
that it wou'd be a fruitlefs Labour and endea
vour, to reftore their primitive Simplicity, took an 
Admirable and wife Care to turn this Inclina. 
tion of theirs to Pleafure, to their Advantage, 
by making that Pleafure convey lnftruetion to them, 
in fo agreeable a Manner. 

To 
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To pafs over the various Changes of Poetry, 

we muft remember, that we owe to Hqmer the 
Epick Poem, and in that the Origin of Tragedy, 
more excellent for the Regulation of the Paffion 
than the Epopee., which o.q.ly reach'd to Cuftoms. 
The Invention of Comedy fome attribute to the 
Corruption and degenerate Luxury of the People· 
fome to the MArgites of Homer ; but both 
thefe Opinions are eafily reconcil'd; for the Op-
probria Ruflica as Horace calls them the lewd Rail
leries of the Cou!}try People at their drunken 
Country Feftivals gav~ the Ground Work, which 
the Margites of JI~mer reduc'd into a more de~ 
cent Form and Order and gave the Idea, whence 
after Poets deriv'd the Ancient Comedy. ' · 

But hen<;e it is plain, as I have faid, that J'oefie 
is an Art, becaufe we fee from its Rife it has 
propos'd a certain End, and muft neceffarily have 
certain l\1eans to be conducted to that End. For 
where there is a Right, and a Wrong, there mufl: 
be fome Art or Rules to avoid the one and ar
rive at the other. But then perhaps it n1ay frill 
be queftion'd whether thefe Rules are fixt and 
known, and whether they are thofe prefcrib'd 
by A~iftotle? That they are known will be plain 
from what follows; and that they are thofe of 
.Ariftotle at leaft in the Drama (which 1 iliall (:hief
ly infift on in this Effay) will be as plain; if we 
confider, rft. Who gives the Rules, 2dly. When he 
gave the:t~n, and 3dly. The Manner in whi~h he 
gave them. Arijlotle's Character for Know ledge 
in all the politer Arts will be of fome Force ; 
for his Genius, and Capacity are fufficiently 
known to the Learned ; .... 2dly. The Age he liv'd in 
was in almo~ the firft Regu~ati_on if ~otRife ofTra .. 
gedy; learning the Art bw1th~Soph"cle; and Euri1;_ 

~ 3. ties 
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deJ who brought it to Perfection, and feeing the 
~tfed it had on the moft polite and knowi~g 
People of th~ World. gdly.- The Manner 1n 
which they are deliver'd is fo evident and confor .. 
mable to Nature, as that I cannot but be fenfible 
of their Truth. To confirm this I confider the 
Effects they have had in all Nations where they 
were known; for all the Beauties of Homer, So .. 
phocles, and Euripides and the other Greek Poets 
of any Name are perfettly <;onformable to them; 
and thefe being five hundred years after reviv'd 
in the Time of AuguftUJ at Rome we find the 
~eauties of Firgil and the Latins owing ~o th~m. 
Nay 2000 years after they were wrote we ob
ferve that by them the peft Tragedies of Frtt11ce 
and Spai1J, nay I may fay of Engl~~.nd too are thofe, 
in which they are perfealy follow'd: in which 
a11, that pl~afes is according to the Rules, and all 
that difgufts or is infipid, wild, or extravagant 
contrary to them; for good Senfe and right 
Reafon are of all Countries. Human Laws indeed 
which regard the State alter acc~rding to the 
Circ;umftances and Interefts of the Men; for w hi~b 
they were made; but thef~ are always the fame, 
anQ ever fnpport their Vigour, becaufe they are the 
Laws of Nature, whi~h always acts uniformly, 
revives them co.q~inually, and gives then1 a per-. 
p.etual Exift~nce. 

From hence it follows, that thefe Rules arQ 
known, and that they are thofe deliver'd by .Ari
Hotle, anc\ that they are never oppo[Ite to what 

. ple~fes, fince they were made to fhcw us the Path, 
that we ought to tr~ad, that we may arrive 
at what Pleafes. Were the Rules and what 
pleafes Oppofite, we cou'd never pleafe but by 
Chtm~,, which is abfurd; As there is ,ertain 

].\.ules 
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Rules, therefor~, that teach us to pleafe, fo we 
ought to make it our Bufinefs to ftudy and learn 
them both for the reading and judging part; for 
thefe Rules are drawn from the Pleafant and th~ 
Profitable, and lead us to their Source. The Ple~t· 
[am and the Profitable is what naturally pleafes; 
and that in all Arts is what we always confult. 
In this moll perfeB: and fure Model of Imitation, 
y.;e find perfea UNITY and ORDER, for it i~ 
it felf the Effefr of Order, and the Rule to con
du:l: us to it : But there is but one Way to find 
Order, but n1any to fall into Confufion. 

" There wou'd be nothing bad (fays Dacier 
u very Juftly) in the World ir all that plea/d. 
'' were ,good, for there's nothing fo abfurd but will 
'' hav~ fome A-dmirers. You may fay indeed, that 
" it is not true, that wh~t js GOOD pl~afeJ be· 
" caufe we daily fee Difputes about the GOOD 
"and the PLEASANT; that the fame thing 
" pleafes fome and difpleq.fcs others; nay it plea
" fes and difpleafes the very fame thing at dif ... 
"' ferent Times. Prom whence then proceeds 
" this Difference? It comes either from an abfo:. 
'' lute Ignorance of the Rule, or that the Paffions 
" alter it. Rightly to clear this Truth, I believe, 
" I n1ay lay down this Maxim, that all Jenftble Ob• 
" jells are of tw11 Sorts; fome may be judg' d of bj 
" the Senfe independently of Reafon, (I call SEP[S~ 
" that lmprej[um, which the animal Spirits make •n 
" the Soul) and others can't be judg'd of but by 
~' Reafmt exercis' d in Sciepce. Things fimply agree
" able, or difagreeable are of the firfl: Sort; all 
'" the Wotld may judge alike of thefe- For Ex .. 
" ample the 1noft Ignorant in -Mufick perceives 
" very well when a player on the Lute ftrikes 
~ one StriRg for another, becaufe he judges by his 

" Senfe, 
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"~ Senfe, and his Senfe is the Rule. Oa fuch Oc., 
~c. cafions we may, therefore, very well fay, 
~~ thtet all, that pleafes is good becaufe that w hkh 
'~ is good does pleafe, or-that which is ill never 
f.~ fails to difpleafe; for neither Pailion nor Igno
~' ranee dull the Selifes but fharpe.q. them. It is 
~' not thus in things that fpring frarr. Reafon; 
" Paffion and Ignorance war k very ft~ongl y in 
~' thetn, and choak the Judgment; arrl f<>r this 
" Caufe we ordinarily judge fo iO, and differently 
~' in thofe things of which Reafon is the Rule and 
f.' the Caufe. Why what is bad ofte1 pleafes, 
'' and that whkh is good does not always do fo 
~' is not the Fault of the Objefr but tae Judge; 
~' but what is Good will infallibly phafe thofe 
~' who c~n judge, and that's fufficie.qt. By this 
" w~ may fee1 that a Play, that 1hall b~ing thofe 
~' things which are to be judg'd by Re,fon with
'; in the Rul~s, and alf~ that which i~ to be judg'd 
~, by Senfc Jpa11 never fail to pleafe both the 
~ Learned and the Ignorant. Now thi~ Confor
~ mity of ~u1frages is the mofr fur~, or :tecording 
·,, to 4riflotle the only n1ark of the Good and Plea· 
. rant. But thefe Suffrages are not to be obtain'd c' ;~ . 
c' but by th9 Ohferving· the Rule~, ar.~ cpnfe
~' quently thefe Ru~es are the only Carfe of the 
~' Good and the Plea/ant; whether they a-e follqrv'd 

Methodically ~tnd rv.ith Deftgn, ar oJtly br Haz..arcl 
'" r.'h Fe ' • . h . or "t'' a(lce. o.r tu fert4m . t er~ are nany Per-
:: fons wf?o l(fre entirely ignor:4nt of theft lu!f!s, ~nd 

yet do. not mifs of S..uccefs in many thngs. But 
~' this is [~tr frpm deftroying the Rules, fin~e it only 
~ forves to foeTI? their Beauty, and pr~ves hov far_ they 
~, are conformable to JYature, fince thefe ojen fol!orl r t~~m who !mow noth~l!~ of tJ;em.. 

. Jh{( 
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1"'he hter end of tqjs is. perfectly prov'd by 
our Shakt[pear, who in a11, that pleafes is exacrly 
conformable to the Rules, tho' 'tis evident by 
pis Defe:ts, that he knew nothing of them. I 
hope this is enough to fatisfy any reafonable 
Man not only that as Poefy is an Art it pro
pofes certain means to arrive at a certain End; but 
that thefe Rules are abfolutely neceffary for the 
judging and writing juftly. If any one defire to 
fee this Argument handled more at large it will 
be worth his while to read Monfieur Dacier's 
admirable Preface to his Remarks on the Poetics 
of .Ariftotle form what I have faid on this Head 
is but an Abridgment. 

Since therefore the Neceffity of Rules is thus 
Eviaent, I think I cannot be more jufl: to the 
Art, and to thofe Poets, who may hereafter 
arift; wo:-thy the Name , than to lay down 
in as fevr Words as poffible the Rules of the 
Drama ; to which I fhall fubjoin fome relating 
to the .Epigram, under which laft Head moft of 
the Mifcellantes of Sh4kfepear will fall ; by this 
means, ttat the ingenious Reader n1ay diftinguifh 
betwixt his Errors and Beauties, and fo fix his Praife 
on a jufler Ground, than the blind Caprice of 
every ignorant Fancy; and if by this he will not 
appear fo praife worthy in many things, as he 
n1ay now be thought, yet his Praife will be greater 
and more valuable when it is founded on Rea
fan and Truth, nnd the Judgment of Men of 
Senfe, and Underftanding~ 

Before I come to th~ . partidar Rules of the 
Stage as Ariftqtle has bid them ·down, I fhall give 
you what an Englijh Noblema_n has given m on 
thi-1 Subjtf.t in Verfe, bec:1ufe there are fome .thigns 
}:el~ting efpecialy t9 the Dietion which Ariftotle has 

· not 
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not medled with, and others which tho' confer~ 
n1able to him, yet being in Verfe fink eafier in
to the Memory and will lead the Reader better 
to the A pprehenfion and retaining the particu
lar Rules in Profe, and perhaps give him a bet. 
ter Relifh of them. For when by Pleafure we 
are firft let into the View of Truth, it has fuch 
Charms as to engage our Purfuit after it through 
ways not altogether fo fmooth, and delightfUl. 
The Verfes I take out of the Effay on Poetry 
written by the prefent Duke of Buckingham, at 
a Time when the Town run away with as 
ftrange Monfters, as have pleas"d fince tho' thofe 
were Drefs'd a little more gayly, and went by their 
Chime a little tnore glibly off the Tongue. · 

On then my Mufe, adventroufly engage 
To give Inftruttions, t~a~ concern the Stage~ 

'I:'he Unities of Attion, Time, and Place; 
Which if obferv'd give Plays fo great a Grace~ 
Are, tho' but little pracHc'd, too well known. 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
Frot11 nicer Faults to purge the prefent Ago 

.efs obvious Errors of the Itngliih Stage. 

Firft then Soliloquies had need be few, 
xtreamly fhort, and fpoke in Paffion too. 

Our Lovers talking to themfelves for ·want 
Of Others make the Pit their Confident. 
Nor is the Matter mended yet if thus, 
T.Rey truft a Friend only to tell it us~ 
Th' Occafion fhou'd as naturally fall 

s when * JJellario confeffefs all. 
Figures 

~.__. _________________ ,_,....._ .... ,...._ ........ ...-

* Tn PhilaDer. --- ... -·- .. -- .-
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Figures of Speech which Poets think fo fine, 
Arts · needlefs Varnifh to make Nature Ihine, 
Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, 
And in Difcriptions only can have place. 
But to make Rage declaim ; and Grief Difcourfe •· 
Fron1 Lovers in Defpair fine things to force, ' 
Muft needs fucceed; for who can choofe but pity 
A dying Hero n1iferably witty? 
But oh! the Dialogue where jeft and Mock, 
Are held up like a Reft at lbitlecock! 
Or elfe like Bells eternally they Chime 
They figh in fimile, and dye in Rhime. 
What Things are thefe, who wou'd be poets thought? 
By Nature not infpir'd nor Learning taught ?· 
Some Wit they have, and therefore may deferve 
A better Courfe, than this by which they ftarve. 
But to write Plays ! Why 'tis a bold Pretence 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit and Eloquence. 
Nay more, for they mutt look within to find 
Thefe fecret Turns of Nature in the Mind 
Without this Part, in vain wou'd be the whole 
And but a Body all, without a Soul. 
All this together yet is but a Part, 
Of (a) Dialogue that great and powerful Art 
Jow almoft loft ; which the old Grecians knew ~ 

From which the Romans fainter Copies drew 
Scarce comprehended fince but by a few. 
Plato and Luci4n are the beft R~mains 
Of All the \Vonders which this Art 'ontain~. 

Yet 
--------~_,...........-....-__ 

(a) His Grace here refer.; to Comedy as the Inftances of 
Plato, and Lw:ian fhow; for the Art of Tragic Dialogue is to ex· 
)1refs the Sentiments natually in proper Words: elfe his Grace 
l1ad Miftaken for certainly in the Tragic Dialogue so,hocles, 
and Ettripi~~s, nay even -./EfchJlttJ muft have heen prefer'd; 
nay it will not hold of Tragedy for Fletcher's Dialogue is in
tolerable in that and cou'd not be otherways becauie he fcl
aom draws either his Manners, or Sentiments from Nature. 
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Yet to our Selves we muft fome Juftice do, 
Shakefpear, and Fl-etcher are our Wonders now~ 
Confider them, and read them o'er, and o'er, 
Go fee them play'd, then read them as before~ 
For tho' in many things they often fail, 
Over our Paffions frill they fo prevail, 
That our own Grief by their's is rock'd afleep 
The dull are forc'd to feel, the Wife to weep. 
Their Bettuties imitate, avoid their Faults. 
(b) Firft on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts; 
Turn it with Time a thoufand feveral ways. 
This oft alone has given fuccefs to Plays. 
Rejett that Vulger Error, which appears 
So fair, of making perjetf CharaCters. 
There's no fuch thing in N~ture, and you"ll draw 
·A Faultlefs Monfter, which the World ne' er faw. 
(c) Some Faults muft be, that his Misfortunes drew 
But fuch as may deferve Compaffion too. 
Befides the Main defign compos'd with Art 
(d) Each moving Scene muft be a Plot apart. 
Contrive each little Turn, mark every Place~ 
As Painters firft chalk out the future Face. 
Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this 
But change hereafter what appears amifs. 

Think not fo tnuch where fbining Thoughts to 
·As what a Man fhou'd fay in fuch a Cafe. (place 
Neither in Comedy will this fu.ffice, 
The Player too muft be before your Eyes. 
And tho' 'tis Drudgery to ftoop fo low 
To him you muft your utn1oft meaning fhow. 

Expofe 
------------~~-~---------

(&) Exatl:ly conformable to Ari{fotle. 
(c) Involuntary Faults, that is the Effefts of violent Pafiions not 

fuch as are voluntary and fcandalous, as win appear in our Rules. 
(4) His Grace means not that the Scenes fhou'd not be a Part of" 

the Plot ; but that the Poet fhou'd be fides the main Defigq' con"! 
tider well the working up of every particular Scene whi~h is juft. 
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_ Expofe no fingle Fop, but lay the Loa<:! 
More equally, and fpread the Folly Broad. 
The other Way is Vulgar; oft we fee 
A Fool derided by as bad as he. 
Hawks fly at Nobler Game; in this low Wa 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. 
Ill Poets fo will one poor Fop devour, 
But to collect like Bees, fron1 every Flower, 
Ingredients to compofe that precious Juice, 
Wbich ferves the World for Pleafure, and for Ufe; 
In fpite of FaB:ion, this wou'd Favour get. 
But Falftaff feems inimitable yet. efc. 

In what I i1ave to 1ay of the Rufes I lhall con
£ne my felf to them, without going into the 
Controv€rfie, yet I lball fometimes add the Rea
fon, and Foundation that being the Extremity my 
Bounds will admit. 

To begin therefore with the Definition of Tra
gedy (for the Rules of that I fhall firft infifl: on 
much of Comedy depending on them) it is this-

Tragedy is 1 the lmitaticm tJf one gr~ve and entire 
'Action of 1t juft Length, and which w£-thout the .AJ!iflanc.e 
Qf Narration, by the Mettns of Terror and Compaffion 
perfeUly refines in us all So-rts of Paffions and wht<!tever 
is like them. 

This is explain'd by a Piece ofHiftory Pa.inting 
(which is very near akin to Tragedy) for the Pain
ter takes one grave and entire Action, and min
gles nothing elfe with it ; for example Raphael 
painted the Battle of Conjl~tntine but he brought 
not into that one Aetion of Conftamine all that he 
had done in his Life, for that had been monftrous 
and contrary to Nature and Art : thus a Tragedy 
is the Imitation of fome one grave Aetion, but 
not all the ACtions of a ~~1an'$, Life. 

· From 
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From hence it is plnin, that there is no Place 

in Tragedy for a_ny. thing but .grave and ferious 
Actions. Comedy 1m1tates the W 1tty, and the Plea
fant, and the ridiculous Actions of Mankind. Next 
this Action muft be entire ; that is it muft have 
a Beginning, Middle, and End, and be of a juft 
Length; not fo long as that of the Epopee, nor 
fo fhort as a fiagle Fable. The excluding Nar
ration, and the confining its Ain1 to Terror and 
C•mpaffion, diftinguifues it from the Epic Psern, 
which may be perfeCt without them, and employs 
·Admiration. 

By the refining the Paffions I tnean not their 
Extirpation, which is impoffible, but the reducing 
them to juft Bounds, and Moderation, which ren· 
.ders them as Ufeful, as they are Necefiary ; for 
by reprefenting to us the Miferies of thofe, who 
have yielded too much to them, it teaches us to 
have a ftricrer Guard over them, and by behol~ 
ding the great Misfortunes of Others it leffens 
thofe, that we either do, or may feel our felves. 

This Imitation mention' cl in the Definition being 
made by the AEfors, or Perfons reprefenting; the 
Scenes are to be regarded by the Poet ; For the De
coration is not only for Pomp and Show, as it is 
generally defign'd, but to exprefs the Nature of 
the Things reprefented, and the Place where ; 
f1nce there is no Attion, that does not fuppofe a 
l'Jace, and AElors drefs'd in one Habit or other 
·proper to that Place. · 

As Tragedy is the Imitation of an ACfion, not 
Inclinations, or Habits; fo there is no AElion, that 
does · not proceed from the Manners and the 
Sentiments ; therefore the Manners, and Sef!Jti
ments are e1fential Parts of Trat,edy. For nothing 
but the Manners and Sentiments can diftinguiJh, 

and 
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and Charafrerize an .Altion; the Manners form, 
and the s~ntime~Jts explain it, expofing its Caufes, 
an4 Motives ; and thofe being the Producers of 
.AEfions, are the Caufes of Good, and Evil to 
Mankind. 

The Imitation of an Action is properly call'd 
the Fable ; that is the Compofition of all th 
Parts, and Incidents of this .AElion is the Fa
h/e. The Mttnners diftinguiih the Qualities ofthe 
Perfons reprefented; that is, Characterize Men, 
~enote their Inclinations either good or bad. The 
Manners of Achilles \V ere Choler, and Temerity; 
thofe of e/EneM f we et Temper and Pitty. Th 
Sentiments are the Difcourfes, or Speeches of the 
Dramatic Perfons difcovering their Thoughts, and 
making known their Aa:ions ; by w hkh they 
fpeak agreeably to their Manners, or Charaa:ers, 
that the Auditors may kno·w their Manners, be
fore they fee their Aetions. 

There is no £ubjetl: of a Tragedy where thefe fol .. 
Iowing five Parts are not found vi%.. The Fable, the 
Manners, the Sentiments, the Diction and the De
~oration. .Ariftotle adds the Mufic, becaufe the 
Greek Poets directed that too. But the Chief and 
moft confiderable is the FABLE, ot the Compo--. 
lition of the Incidents, which form the Subjea: of 
the Tragedy; both in the Opinion. of Arijlotle and 
of all thofe, who know any thing of the Reafon 
of Things. For Tragedy is in Imitation o~ an 
..Ailion, not of Men, whence it follows that Aflioit 
conftirutes the Trtrgedy ; and that there t'an be no 
TRAG EDT where there is nv ACTION. The Good 
or Evil Fortune of Man depends on their Alfion.r, 
and the End, that every Man propofes to him
felf is an AEfion not a ~0taUty; What QuJlities 
~1en pm·fue are only as. Mediums to fome Action. 

Thus 
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Thus the general En~ that M~nkipd propofe is to 
live happily, but to .live happily ts an Achon -?ot 
a Quality. Man be1ng therefore happy or mife
rable by his AEfions not Manners, or Oualities Tra
gedy propofes not to imitate the Manners, but 
adds them for the Production of Aetions. So 
that the Fable (which i~ the Imitation of the A~ 
ltion) being the End of Tr~tgedy i! muft be the 
moft importance, and chiefly to be confider'd, fot 
fo the End in all things is. Another Proof, 
which Ariftotle brings for the preference of the 
Fable to all the other Parts of the Play, is, that 
the beft and m oft taking Tragedies (of his Time) 
are thofe which have their Peripeties, Revolu-· 
tioHs, or Changes of Fortune, and Difcoveries, as 
in the Oedipm of Sophocles: But thefe Difcoveries 
are infeperable fron1 the Subject, and confift en· 
tirely in AEfion. The Fable therefore furnifhing 
the moft Efficacious Means of arriving at the End 
muft neceifarily in Reafon be the moft important 
Part of Tragedy . 

.Ariflotle indeed and his bcft Commentator !re 
very large on this Head, to prove, that all the 
fine DiEfion, the Manners well exprefs'd, and the 
Sentiments Natural and Jull: are of no manner 
of Value if the Fable be faulty, or the ACtion 
maim'd. This is I fi1ppofe fu.fficient to let the 
Reader fee, that this is not only the firft thing 
that comes under our Confideration, as fome wou'd, 
without any Ground in Reafon, infinuate, but the 
moft noble and moft important Thing, that he is 
to ftudy if he wou'd ever hope to deferv-e the 
Name of a TRAGIC POET; to which indeed 
we have very Few of thofe, who have made 
a confiderable Noife in the World, for a littl~ 
Time, have any Pretence. Befides it is much ea--

fie~ 
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fier to fucceed in the Stile, or what the leading 
Fools call fine Diction (which is deriv'd, by the 
way, from Grammar and Rhetoric, not Poetry) 
than in the forming of the SubjeEf or Fable juftly, 
and with Art. Nature enabl'd Shakefpear to fuc• 
ceed in the Manners, and Dittion often to Per• 
fection; but he cou'd never by hi~ Force of Genius,· 
or Nature vanquilh the barbarous Mode of th€ Times~ 
and come to any Excellence in the Fable; except in 
the Merry Wives of Windfor, and the Tempeft. 

Next to the Fable the Manners are the moll; 
confiderable (and in thefc Shakefpear has generally 
excell'd as will be feen when we come to his Plays) 
For as Tragedy is the Imitation of an AElion, fo 
there are no Aflions without the Manners, fince 
the Manners ar~ the Caufe of Actions. By the 
l'Yfanners we difcover the nclinations of the 
Speaker, what Part, Side, or Courfe he will 
take on any important and difficult Emergence; 
and know how he will behave himfelf before we 
fee his Aftions. Thus we know from the Man
ners of Achilles what Anfwer he will give the 
Ambafiadors of Agamemnon by what the Po~t has 
told us of his Hero e. And when Mercury brings 
Jove's Orders to e/EneM, we know that the Piety 
of the Heroe will prevail over Love : And the 
CharaCter of Oedipus makes us expect his extrava
gant Paflions, and the Exceffefs he will commit 
by his Obftinacy. Thofe Difcourfes therefore that 
do not do this are without the Manners. The 
Character of Coriolanm in ~hake(peat prepares us 
to expefr the Refolution he will take to difo
blige the People ; for Pride naturally contemns In
feriours and over values it felf. The fame may 
be faid of Tybalt in Romeo and 1uliet; and mo!t 
of the Characrers of this Poet. 

c The 



i}(XiV .An EssAY on the ART, RisE 
The Sentiments are the next in degree of Ex .. 

c"ellence to the Fable and the Manners, and juftly 
demand the third place in our Care and Study; 
for ihote are for the Manners as the Manners 
for the Subjefl F~tble. The ACtion can't be juftly 

_imitated without the Manners ; nor the Mannet·s 
tncprefs'd without the Eentiments. In thefe we 
niufr regard Truth and Verifimilitude; As when the 
Poet make a Madman fpeak exactly as a Mad .. 
man dt>es, or as 'tis probable he wou'd do. This 
Sha1e[pear has admirably perform'd in the Mad
nefs of King Lear ; where the Caufe of his 
Frenzy is ever upp{rmofr and mingles with all 
be fays or does. But Beaumont and Fletcher have 
perform'd abominably in his Mad-Houfe in the Pil
$rim, and our Modern Alterer of that Play has 
1ncreas'd his Abfurdities. 

The Diction, or Language obtains but the fourth 
place of the Efiential Parts of a Tragedy and 
is of the leaft Importance of any of them in the 
Opinion of Ariftotle, the beft of Critics, and Re~fon. 
tho' our Modern Poetafters, or vile Pretenders 
to this Noble Poem, have plac'd their cheif Ex
cellence in it. But the Reafon of it is, becaufe 
this was what they thought, that they cou'd in 
fame Meafure obtain, while the Refi: were en .. 
tirely above their Reach and Capacity. For the 
Subject may be well conduB:ed; the Ma11ners well 
mark'd and the Sentiments fine, tho' ill exprefs'd. 
It is indeed as Dryden obferves the firft Beauty 
that ftrikes the Ear, and enhances the value of 
the Piece, but comes not into Competition with 
any of the other three. · 

The Decoration I have already menti!:>n'd and 
how far that is to be regarded by the Poet. 

Having 
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Having thus feen the feveral Parts of Tragedy and 

their Excellence in Regard of each other I now 
come to give the DireB:ions Neceifary for the n1a• 
king each of them. perfect 

The firft and chtef of them I have prov'd to he 
the FABLE or SubjeEf, or as we generally call 
it in Englifh, the PLOT. I fhall begin with that, 
in the forming of which the Poets principal Care 
ought to be employ'd. . 

Every Adion that is fit fbr a Tragic lmitatitm,· 
or that can be made ufe of in Tragedy, ought 
not only to be entire but of a juft Length, that 
is, it muft have a Beginning, Middle, and End. 
This diftinguilhes it from Momentaneous AtHons; 
or thofe, that happen in an lnftant, without Pre• 
paration, or Sequel; which wanting Ext;enfion 
may come into the IncidentJ, not the Fable. The 
Caufe or Defign of undertaking an AElion .is the 
Jleginning ; and the EffeB:s of thofe Caufes, and the 
Difficulties we find in the Execution are the 
Middlet; The unravelling, and difolving thefe 
Difficulties is the End. 

The Anger of Afhilles is the ABion ptopos'd 
by Homer in the two firft Verfes of the Ilia~, 
The Quarrel betwixt him and Agamemnon is the 
Beginning, the Evils this Quarrel produc'd are the 
Middle, and the Death of Heffor, giving perfeCt 
SatisfaCtion to AchiUes leads to the unravelling the 
AB:ion, and difpoiing Achilles to relent at the Tears 
and Prayers of Prillm, reftores hi'm to his firfr. 
Tranquility which is the End. The Departure of 
Vlyf]es from Troy begins the Ailion of the Odyjfes., 
the Hardfhips and Obftacles of his Voyage is the. 
Middle, and his Arrival and Bftablilhment in ltha• 
ea the End, · 

The 
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The true Beginning to an Aetion is that, which 

does not necefiarily require, or fuppofe any' thing 
before it, as Part of that Action. Thus the Be
ginning of an Epic or Dramatic Poem may pe tbe 
Sequel of another Ac:tion : for the Quarrel of 
.A_ga fJ;emnon and Achilles, which is the Beginning 
.of the AElion of the llias, is Agamemnon's lnjnftice,. 
which provok'd the Anger of Achilles, when all 
was quiet before in the Camp; fo we may con:. 
fider .this Affair the Sequel of, but not depending 
nece!Iarily on any thing precedent, tho' it come 
not to pafs without it; and requires fame
thing elfe to .follow it, depending on it, prefent 
or remote. The Retreat of Achille.r to the Ships, 
the Trojans routing the Greeks on that Retreat 
were the prefent Effetts of his Anger; the Re
Jnote the Death of Patroclu:r, Reconcilement of 
Agam.emnon and .Achilles and the Death of HeEfor~ 
which fatisfies and reftores Tranquility by the 
Tears of Priam. The End is juft Ol)pofite to the 
Beginning for ~t neceffarily fuppofes fomething to 
have gone before but nothing to follow it; as the 
End of the Anger of Achilles naturally fuppofes 
a Beginning of it; but nothil}g to come after. The 
Tranquility of Achilles" is rdl:or"d by the Death of 
HeElor for then the Action . is Corn pleat, and to 
add any thing farthe1:. wou'd be to begin a new 
Action. 

To infrance in a Dramatic as well as EPIC 
'Artion, tho' they perfettly agree in this Jet us 
confider the .Ailion of the Antigone of StJphocles. 
The Beginning of this Action has no neceffary 
Dependance on the Death of her Brother Fol)•ni· 
ces, for to that Decree of Creon's might have been 
or not nave been yet it follow'd that Death, not 
cou'd it have happen'd without it, tlfe Atlioh be:.. 

· gin~ 
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gins w'ith the impious and and partial Decree of 
Cre(n aga.irAt the burying his Body; the Middle 
is the Effetl:s produc'd by that Decree in Antigo
ne's Punifbment, the Death of v£mon, and EHri
J~ce, which produce the End in breaking the Ob
ftin~cy of Creon and making him re.pent and mi
ferable. 

· The Middle is that which neceffarily fuppofe~ 
fomething gone before, and fomething to fo11ow; 
thus a11 the Evils, that the Anger of Achilles pro .. 
duc'd neceffarily fuppofe that Anger, as their Caufe, 
and B~~inning, from whence they did proceed. So 
thefe Evils, that is the .iWiddle producing the Sa
tisfaction and Revenge of Achilles in the Death 
of HeElor, furnifh'd the End in his Relenting at 
the Mifery of !.Jriam. This is a perfett Example 
of :fn FPic and Dramatic 4rlion, and fhews, that 
the Poet c4nnot begin, or end it where he pleafes, 
if he wou'd manage his Subject, with true Oeco
nomy, and Beauty. For there muft he the Caufo, 
er Beginning; the Effe8: of that Caufe, · which is 
naturally the Middle, and the unr(lve11ing or fi• 
nifhing of it, which is the End, produc'd by the 
Middle, as that by the Beginning. 

I have been the larger upon this Head qecaufe 
fo much Beauty depends upon it, and it is a Do
ttrinc not fo common, as not to Reed a thorotig~ 
Explication. 

The Snbjefr of the Drama fhou'd be of a juft 
Extent, neither too Narrow, nor too large, but 
that it may be feen, view ,d and confider'd at once, 
without confoundjng the Mind, which if too lit· 
tle, and narrow it will do; or m:1ke it wander, 
or difrraa: it, as it will do if it be too large, 
and extenfivc. That is, the Piece ought to take 
u.P juft fo tnuch Time, as is necefiary or probable 

~ _? · for 
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for the introducing the Incidents with their juft 
Preparation. ~or to make. a &oo.d Tragedy, that 
is a juff Jmitatzon, the Achon 1m1tated ought. not 
in reality to be longer, than the Reprefentat1on; 
for by that Means it has the more Likenefs, and 
by Confeauence is the more perfea:; but as there 
are Atl:ions of ten, or twelve Hours, and their 
Reprefentations cannot poffibly be fo long ; then 
muft we bring in fome of the Incidents in the In
tervals of the AB:s the better to deceive the Au
dience, who cannot be impos'd on with fuch te .. 
dious and long Actions, as we have generally on 
the Stage, as whole Lives, and many Actions of 
the fame Man, where the Probable is loft as well 
as the l!{ecef!ary ; and in this our Shakefpear is 
every where faulty, through t11e Ignorant Mode 
()f the Age, in which he liv'd; and which I in
ftance not as a Reproach to his Memory, but on
ly to warn the Reader or young Poet to avoid 
the fame Error. 
· Raving ihewn what an AElion is, we now come 
n1ore clofely to the Subjeil; and firfr to the Uni
ty of the Action, which can never be broke with" 
put defrroying the Poem. This Vnity is not prc ... 
fcrv'd by the Reprefentation of fevcral Actions 
9f one 1\lan ; as of Julitu Cafar, or Anthony and 
.Erut1u. . Thus in the 9,efar of Shakefpe .. zr, there is 
not only th~ AB:ion of Cte{ar's Death, where the 
Play ought to have ended, but many other Sub
fequent ACtions of ./1nthony and Brut;,u even to the 
Overthrow and Death of Brutm and Cajfrm; and 
the Poet might as well have carried it down to 
the ~ettling of the Empire in Augujlm, or indeed 
to the fall of the Roman Empire in Aftgufluhu. 
For there was no more Reafon for the E11dinn- it 
~·bere he dues, than at the Eftabli.fhmeni: of Au-

gujlus,. 
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guftm. Natural Reafon indeed fhow'd to Shake
fpear the Abfurdity of 1naking the Reprefentatio.q. 
longer, than the Time, and the Place more extc!l• 
five than the Place .of acting, as is plain from his 
c ·)orm's in his Hifl:orical Plays, in w hi eh be apo
logizes for the Abfurdity, as in the Beginning o 
the fourth AB: of the Winter's Tale among other 
things Time the Chorvu fays 

------ Tour P a_tience this allowing 
I turn my Glafs, and give rn)' Scene fiech growing 
As you had Jlept between, 8rc. 

And the Second Aa of Henry V. begins ano
ther Charm excufing the variation of the Place. 

Thtu with imagin' d Wings our firft Scene flies 
In motion of no lefs Celerity 
Than that of 1 bought. Suppofe that you have [ee1~ 
The well Appointed J(ing at Dover Peir, &c. 

And fo goes on to dcfcribe all his Paifage &c. 
introducing a Narration to fupply the Gap of the 
Action, or rather, in the Acrions. 
· But that Chorus of the fifth Act is plainer on 
this Head. · 

Vouchfaje to thofe, that have not r~ad the Story, 
That I may prompt them ; and of fuch ao have 
I humbly pray them to admit tl/ Excufe 
Of TIME, of Mtmbers, and true Courfe of things 
JVhich cannot in their Huge and proper Life 
Be here prefented, &c. 

In Pericles Prince of Tyre the Chorus's excufc 
the Rambi~D:g fron1 Place to Place and the like ; 

c 4 But 
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But 'tis pity that his Difcovery of the Abfurdi .. 
ty did not bring him to· avoid it rather, than 
make an Apology for it. · But t his is not the on .. 
ly Fault 9f the way of Writing in his Time, 
which he did not correct: for in the Chorus of the 
third AB: of Hen. V. he concludes in this I\fan· 
ner. 

And fo our Sce'!e mufl to the Battle fly; 
Where 0 ! for pity, we ]hall much difkrace 
With four or five mo/l vile and ragged Foils 
(Right ill difpos'd, in Brawl ridiculous) 
The Name of Agincourt. Yet fit and fee 
Minding true thing$ by what their Mock'ries ~e. 

Hence it is plain, that Shakefpear's good Sen~e 
perceiv''d the ridiculous Abfurdity of our fi'ghting 
Scenes, our Drum and Trumpetting Scenes; but 
he chofe to go on in the Way, that he found 
beaten to his Hands, becaufe he unhappily knew 
no better Road. 

·But to return fron1 this !hort Digreffion- This 
Vnity Qj AF:fion does not exclude the EpifodeJ or 
various under AB:ions, which are depcn·dent on, 
nnd contribute to the chief, and which ·without 
it are nothing. Thus a Painter reprcfents in a 
Battle Pie~e the Atrions of every particular, that 
m:;;kes up the A.rn1y, but all thefe c0mpofe that 
main ACtion of the Battle. But this does not ex
cufe tlle faulty EpiJo.d~s, o~· underp~ots (?S they ~all 
th~m) of our Englifh Plays, whtch are diibnct 
AC?:io~s, and contribute nothing at all to the 
pnnppal. Of this kind is Creon and Eurydice, and 
.Adrafius in our lamentable Oedipus 1 but indeed 
we have few Plays free from this Abfurdity ; of 
.vhich· the Orphan is one, \vhcrc th~ Action is Dtie, 

and 
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and every Epifode, Part or under Action carries 
on, and contributes to the Main ,Action or Sub· 
·p. Je,,. 

Thus the different Attions of different Men 
are not more diftintl:ly different Aetions, than thofe 
of One Man at different Times. And we might 
as well make a Vnity of all the Actions in the 
\iV orld, as of thofe of One ll~an. No Atl:ion of 
the fame Man can be brought into ~ Tragedy, 
but that which neceilarily, or pro~ably relates 
to that Attion, which the Tragedy imitate5. 1"'he 
Wound of Vlyjfes, which he receiv'd in Parnaf!us., 
was neceilary to his Difcovery, but his Madnefs 
to avoid the War was not, and therefore Ho
mer takes Notice of the former but not of the 
later. For as in all other Imitations fo in Tra· 
gedy the thing imitated muft be but One. This 
AEHon with its Epifodes or under AElions ought 
to be fo link'd together, that to take any Part 
away, or to endeavour to tranfpofe them, de- , 
ftroys the whole: for thefe Epifodes or under A
Elions ought either Necefiarily, or probably to 
be produc'd by the main Action, as the Death of P~t
troclus by the Anger of Achilles. For whatever 
can be put in, or left out, without caufing :a fen
fible Change, can never be part of the Action. 
This is a fhre Rule to diitinguiih the true Epi
fodcs from the falfe. And this Rule will indeed 
condemn mofr of our Engli.fh Tragedies, in fame 
of which, the very principal Charatter may be 
left out, and the Play never the worfe. But n1orc 
of that hereafter. Frotn what has been faid of 
the Ac1ion main and Epifodi", it is plain, that the 
Poet is not oblig'd to relate things juft as thryr 
happen, but as they might, or ought to have 
harpen~d; that is the A&ion ought tQ b~ g ncrJl 

? • and 
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and A1legoric not particular; for Particular Acti
ons can have no general Influence. Thus Homer 
in the Action of AchiUes intends not the Defcrip
tion of that one individual .l\1an, but to Ihow what 
Violence and Anger wou'd make all Men of that 
Charalter fay or do; as therefore Achilles is a 
general and Allegorical Perfon fo ought all He
roes of Tragedy to be, where they fhou'd fpeak 
and afr ·neceifarily or probably as all men fo qua
lify'd and ·in thofe Circumftances wou'd do, dif
fering from Hiftory in this that the lJramtJt con .. 
fults not the Truth of wh_at any parttcular per
fan did fay or do, but only the general Na
ture of fuch Qualities to produce fuch Word 
and Afrions. 'Tis true that Tragedy emplpys true 
Names but that is to gi\'C a Credibility to ·the 
Action, the Perfons frill remaining Genera! and 
Allegoric. I wou'd therefore recbmmend to the 
Poet the entire Invention of his own Fable, there 
being very few ACtions in Hiftory, ·that arc ca
pable of being made general and Allegoric, which 
is the Beauty and efien tial of both an Epic, and 
Dramatic Aaion. Not but the Poet n1ay take In-. 
t·idents fron1 Hiftory and Matter of Fact, but then 
they muft have that Probability and Verifimili
tude, that Art requires. 

But all thefe Properties of the Affion which 
we have given are not fufficient ; for the Ailjorz 
that is to be imitated in ~"tragedy muft alfo be fuch 
:IS excites Terror and Compafiion; and . not Ad
miration, which is a Paffion too weak to have 
the Effect of Tragedy. Terror and Pity are rais'd 
by Surprize, wben Events arc produc'd out of 
Canfes contrary to our Expectation: that is when 
the Incidents produce each other, not meerly fol-
p'~:~ after each other ; for if it do not neceffarily 

follow 
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follow, 'tis no Incident for Tragedy. The Surprize, 
1nuft he the Effect of Defign not Chance, of pre· 
cedent Incidents; allowing !till, that there are Ac
cidents, which are by Chance, which yet feem done 
by Defign, as the Fall of the Statue of Mitys on 
his Murderer, which kill'd him, for that Accident 
looks like the Work of Providence. Thofe Fa
bles where this is Obferv'd will always appear 
the finefr. Thus Oedipus is th~ beft Subject for 
Tragedy, that ever was, For all that happen'd 

~ to him is the Effect of Fortune, yet every Body 
may fee, that all the Accidents have their Caufe~ 
nnd fall out according to the Defign of a Particular 
Providence. 

As the Actions imitated by Tragedy, fo are 
all its Fables Simple, or imFlex. The .Simple · 
that, in which there is neither a Change of the 
Condition or State of the principal Perfon,or Perfons 
which is call'd the Peripetie, or Difcovery, and the 
unravelling the Plot is only a fingle Paliage of 
Agitation or Trouble, or Repofe and Tranquili
ty ; as in the Medea and Hecuba of Erupides, 
and the Philoctetes, and Ajax of Sophocles. The 
fame is the Fable of the lliM and that of the 
eA.·:neis. The implex Fable is fhat, which has a 
Peripett'e or a Difcovery or both, which is the n1oit 
beautiful, and the lea it Common. In the An#gone of 
Sophocles there is the Change of the State and For
tune of Creon, and that produc'd by the Effect of his 
own barbarous Decree and Obfrinacy. But in his 
Oedipus and EleClra there is both a Peripetie and 
Difcovery the firft ta Mifery, the later to Re
venge and Happinefs. Oedipm with his change of 
Fortune difcovers, that he is the Son of Jocafta 

nd La:'~u, and fo guilty of Inceft rind Parricide. 
El~Elra difcovers Orejles to be her Brother, and 

changes 
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changes her Miferies into Happinefs in th~ Re• 
venge of her Father 's Death. In the Iphi(tni~e in 
Tauris (of which Mr. Dennu has given us .. a very 
good Tragedy with the fame Beauties to wlich the 
Englifh Reader may have Recourfe) .hhigeni" 
making a Difcovery, that Orefles is her Brother 
Changes both their Fortunes from Defpa r to a 
happy E:cape from the barbarous Altars ofrauric4. 
But the Peripetie can neither be neceffary, n1>r pro
bable (without which the Q!1alities they are good 
for nothing) if they are not the natural Refult 
or at leaft the Effetl: of the previous Atthns, or 
the Subject it felf. The Oedipus and Elllra of 
SophDcles are the moft excellent in this Kind, 
and ought to be throughly ftudieJ by the Poets 
who wou'd excell in their Art. 

But not to give you Terms without a tJ:orough 
Explanation, A Pcripetie is l Change of on~ For
tune into another either from Good, to lad, or 
from Bad to Good contrary to our Expe&tions; 
and this Change (as I have obferv'd) o~ht to 
l1appen either neceffarily or probably : as in the 
OediptM of Sophocles, for he who comes to bring 
l1im agreeable News, which ought to deliver nim 
from thofe Apprehcnfion~, into which his fear of 
committing Inceft with his I\1other, had thrown 
l1im, does quite the contrary in making it out 
to him who and what he is. The Matter lies 
thus in the Fourth Act- A Meflenger frcm Co· 
rinth brings Oedipus \Vord of the Death cf Poly
lms and invites him to go and take Poflelllon of 
that Kingdom : but Oedipm atrraid to rommit 
the Inceft., the Oracle had told hit11 of, believing 
Polybu.r his Father, declar'd that he never wou'd 
go to the Place where his 1\1other was. The 
Corinthi~'J told him that he did nut know hmfelf, 

difiurbing 
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difturbing himfelf about nothing, and thinking 
to do birri a fignal Piece of Service in delivering 
him fr~)m his Fears informs him, that Polybm a·nd 
Mirope were not his Father and Mother, which bc.
gan the Difcovery, that caft him into the tnoft 
horrible of all his Misfortunes. 

But becaufe Difcovery is here a 1Jramatic Term 
and fo fignifies fomething more, than in its 
vulgar Acceptation, I m:uft infonn the Reader, 
that here it means a Difcovery, which is made by 
the Prlncipal Charaaers by remembring either 
one another or fomething of Importance to their 
Change of Fortune and is thus defin'd by Ari
ftotle- The DISCOVERT is a Change rohz.ch caufrng 
us to pafs from Ignorance to Knowledge produces 
either LOVE or HATRED in thofe, whom the Poet 
has a Defrgn to make happy or miferable. That 
is, it ~ught not to be in vain by leaving thofe, 
who remember one another in the fame Senti
ments, they were in before ; it mufi: produce ei
ther Love ot Hatred in the principal not inferi
our CharaCters. But thofe Difcoveries, which are 
immediatly tollow'd by the Peripetie are the moft 
beautifll; as that of Oedipus ; for the Dtfcover'} 
of his being the Sou of 'Jocafta, and Laius im
mediately makes him of happy the moft rniferable 
of Men. The Difcovery in Electra is not near 
fo fine~ becaufe their Condition and Fortune is 
not dung"d till fome time after; but this where 
the Peripetie and Difcovery join will always pro
duce Ter-ror or Pity the End and Aim of Tr!lgedy. 
What I have to add of the fevcral forts of Di
fctrverics I £hall defer till I have treated of the 
Manners, becaufe thofc h ve fome intreft in 
them. 

he 
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The next thing, that we are to confider are 

the CharaB:ers. Thofe, which are to compofe a 
:perfeCt: Tragedy, muft not be either perfeElly Vir
tuous, and Innocent (as the Duke of Buckingham has 
obferv'dJ nor Scandaloujly wicked. To make a per
feB:ly virtuous and innocent Character unfortu• 
nate excites Horror, not Pity nor Terror. To 
punilli the Wicked gives a fort of fatisfaClion in
deed, but neither Pity nor Terror the Bufinefs of 
Traredy ; for what we never think our felves capable 
of committing we can never pity. But the Cha
racter of perfect Tragedy fhou'd be the mean he· 
twixt both; but rather good than bad. The Cha
rafrer, that has this Mean, fhou'd not draw his 
Misfortunes on him -by fuperlative Wickednefs or 
Crimes notorioufly fcandalous, but by involuntary 
Faults ; that is· Frailties proceeding fron1 the ex• 
cefs of Paffion; involuntary Faults which have 
been committed either by Ignorance or Imprudence 
againft the natural Temper of the Man, when he 
was tranfported by a violent Paffion, which he 
cou'd not fupprefs; or by feme greater, or external 
Force in the Execution of fuch Orders which he 
neither cou'd, nor ought to difobey. The Fault 
of Oedipus is of the firft fort tho' he be likewife 
guilty of the fecond. That of Thyeftes is of the 
fecond only; Thofe of Orefles and .Alcm£on of the 
third, that is in Obedience to the Oracle of the 
Gods ; w bich clears Sophocle.r of the Fault laid to 
.his Charge by Mr. Rowe. In the Plays of the An .. 
tients of this middle Character were Oedipus, Thy· 
efles, Alcm4-on, Me/eager, 'Telephus, &c. I fhall only 
give a Draught of the firft being confin'd to great 
Brevity, fince that Example will make the Precep~ 
plain. 
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Corneille Mr. Dry den and Lee have quite mi• 

ftakert this Charatter ; they have made him per
fectly good, whereas Scphocles does not praife him 
for any thing but his Courage, this good For
tune and Judgment, Q!lalities equally common to 
the Good and the Bad, and to thofe, who are made 
up of Virtues and Vices. His Fault was his Curiofi 
ty ; his being tranfported to Anger by the Info
lence of a Coach Man for not giving him the 
Way, and kill'd fome Men two days after th 
Oracle had forwarn'd him, that he Ihou'd kill hi 
Father. This Action alone fufficiently denotes his 
CharaB:er ; but Sophocles has fhow n by all hi 
Manners fo conformable to this, that he appear 
in every Refpea: a Man, that is neither .go~d nor 
bad, having a Mixture of Vertue and Vice. His 
Vices are Pride, Violence, Anger, Temerity, an 
Imprudence; fo that it is not for his Paracide, nor 
his Inceft, that he is made unhappy, thofe a 
they were the Effetl:s of his Curiofity and his Rafh
ilefs, Violence and Anger, were the Puniihment of 
them ; and thofe are the Vices, that Sophoclet 
wou'd correct in us by this Example of Oedi-
p~ . 

From wl1at has been faid, that a Fable with a 
fingle Cataftrophe is better, than that which has 
one, that is double; and that the Cataflrophe, that 
is unhappy is better, than that, which is happy; 
provided the Unhappinefs_ be the Confequence of 
fome of thefe Faults or Frailties, which I have 
mention'd ; and not the Effect ot grofs and re
nlarkahle Crimes; for thefe merit the Correction 
of the Ax not the .lffuJe. 

The Fable that is of the next Exce11ence i~ 
that which has a double Conftitution, and Cata
ftrophe, viz.. one happy for the Good, and one un

happy 
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happy for the Guilty. Tho' this is more prpper 
for Comedy; where the greateft Enemies go off re
concil'd. 

T error and Compaffion being the Chief End of 
T ragedy and that being produc'd only by the Fa
ble, let us confider what In~idents (which com
pofe the Fable) are the moft productive ofthefe 
two Paffions. 

All Incidents are Events,_ that happen betwixt 
fome Body or other; and all Incidents,. that are 
terrible or pitiful happen betwixt Friends, Rela
tions, or the like, for what happens betwixt E
nemies have no Tragical Effefr . Thus when a 
Brother is going to kill, or kills his Brother 1 
the Father his Son, or the Son the Father; the 
Mother the Son, or the Son the Mother. And 
thefe are the proper Incidents, that a Poet Ihou'd 
employ all his Search and Study to find out. Now 
all thefe ACtions may be devided thus; into thofe, 
which the ACtor perform with an entire Know· 
ledge of what he does or is going to do, as ./We
de"' when Jhe kil1'd her Children; .Alcmtt~n, when 
he kill'd his Mother and the like. 

Another way is when the Heinoufnefs of the 
Crime, w hic_h they are going to commit or do 
commit is not known to the Aaors till after the 
Deed is done, when they, that did it, come to 
difcover the Relation of th~ Perfons they have 
defrroy'd as Eryphile in Ajlydamaa knew not that 
it was his Mother, whom he had kill'd till after 
her Death ; and Telegonus difcover'd that it was 
his Father Vlyj[es he had mortally wounded after 
the Fact was done. The third fort of Incident 
and the moft beautiful is when a Man or Wo
nlan is going to kill a Relation, who .is not known 
to him or her, and is prevented by a Difcoverl 

of 
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of their Friendihip and Relation. The firft is the 
worft, the laft the beft, and the fecond next to 
the third in Excellence becaufe here is nothing 
flagitious and inhumane. but the Sin of _Ignorance; 
for then the Dtftovery Is very pathetlc and mo-: 
ving as that of Oedipus killing Laius. 

In thofe Incidents of the third kind to make 
them perfettly beautiful like that of Merope and 
Iphigenia in Euripides it will be neceffary, that the 
Poet take care to let the Audience know the Re• 
lation of his Dramatic Perfons, tho' the Perfons 
themfelves muf\ Rot know it till the Dif'-overy. 
For thofe Stories of Merope and lphigeni~t wete
perfetlly known to the Audience, which gave them 
all along a concern for the danger of the .Brother 
and the Son; and rais'd their Joy and Satisf~tti6n 
when the Difcovery came and prevented the Event. 
'Tis true that it is no eafy Matter to meet with 
fuch a Story, or indeed to form it without Ob .. 
fcurity and imperfect Beauty, yet if it be d0ne11 
it anfwers the Labour and Pains of the Study 
and Search. 

We come now to the Manners; which is the 
next thing to the Fable in Excellence, and in Con
fideration. The Manners diftinguifu the Characters, 
and if the Manners be ill exprefs'd we can never 
be acquaintt~d with them, and confequently never 
he terrify'd by forefeeing the Dangers they will 
})reduce to the CharaB:ers or Dramatic Perfon.r; 
nor melt into Pity by feeling their Sufferings. All 
Dramatic therefore as well as Epic Perfons ought 
to have the Manners; that is their Difcourfe ought 
to difcover their Inclinations, and what Refolu .. 
tions they will certainly purfue. The Manners 
therefore ihou'd have four Qualities; they muft 
be. (1) Goed (2) like (3) convenient (4) Equl$t. Good - - d 
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is when they are mark'd; that is when the Dif.. 
courfe of the Perfons makes us clearly and diftinfr .. 
ly fee their Inclinations, ~nd wltJt goo~ or evil 
Refolutions, they are certain to take. Lr1U' relates 
only to known and public Perfons, whofe Chara
aers are in Hiftory, with which the Poetic Cha
racters muft agree, that is, the Poet tnuft not give 
a Perfon any Q!1ality contrary to any that Hi
fl:ory has given him. Co11venient, that is thefe muft 
be agreeable to the Age, Sex, Climate, Rank, and 
Condition of the Perfon, that has them 

RefPicere Exempl4r Pi'ttt, morttmq; jubebo 
DoEfum lmitatorem, 'lJerafque hinc ducere 'VOces; 

Thus Horace advifes us to ftudy Mankind, and 
from the Obfervation of thetn to draw the Pro
prieties of Characters or Manners. But a through 
Confideratio.n of Ethics will be a very great Help 
to the Obfervation; for when you have once got 
the trne Knowledge of the various Habits of the 
Mind in their Juft Order, and the nature of their 
feveral Blendings and Mixtures, and Compofit(on; 
you w1ll with much greater Eafe make an Advan
tage of your StL1dy of Men, in Regard to what we 
are now difcourfing of. 

As to the Li.~enefs you muft tern ember, that the 
Evil Qualities given by Hiftory to Princes, and 
Great Men, ought to be omitted by the Poet if 
they are contrary to the Charafrer of a Prince, &c. 
but the Virtues oppofite to thofe kuown Vices 
.ought not to be impos'd. Equ11l that is Conftant, 
and Coniiftent. 

fl!talh incepit & fibi conftet~ Hor. 
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But if any Character be of uneqtal Manners, as in 

Nature,fo in Poetry,whichis an lnitation of Nature, 
the Variety and Inequality of theManners muft be 
equal. The Fearful muft not be Bra'te ; nor the Brave, 
Fearful; the Avaritz,"ous muft not be generous and the 
like. 

The Manners therefore of _the }rind pal Perfonsi 
at leafr, ought to be fo clearly ani fully mark'd as 
to diftinguilh them from all other 11en ; For Nature 
bas made as great a DiftinB:ion letween every in
dividual Man by the Turn of his Mind as by the 
Form of his Countenance. In tlis Sh~kefpear has 
exceU'd all the Poets, for he has not only difl:in• 
guilh'd his principal Perfons, but there is fcarce a 
Melfenger comes in but is vifiblJ different from 
all the Reft of the Perfons in tte Play. So that 
you need not to mention the Names of the Per
fan, that fpeaks when you read the Play the Man
ners of the Perfons will fufficiently inform yon 
who it is fpeaks; whereas in ou~ Modern Poets, 
if the Name of the Perfon fpeak.bg be not read, 
you can never by what he fay~ diftingui1h o.ue 
from the Other. 

But befides thefe four Qualities of the Manner~ 
there is a fifth efiential to th~ir Bea1ty, that is, that 
they be Nece./[ary ; that is, that no vicious, or bafe 
Qpality or Inclination ought to le given to any 
Poetic Perfon, unlefs it appear to be abfolute.;; 
ly necefiary and requifite for the carrying on of 
the Acrion. 

To make this a little plainer- fhere a:re three 
forts of Qualities compofe the Character of a 
Hero. Firft, fuch as are abfolute)y Neceffary for 
the Fable and Action; and thofe a·e moft to ap
pear, and evidently prevailing a>ove the Reft, 
fo that the Hero is to be known 'nd diftingui1h'd 

d ~ . py 
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by them. The S~cond, are the to imbelifh the 
firft and the Third are to fuftain both. But an 
Exa~ple will explain this. The firft of thefe in 
venea& is the tranfcendent Goodnefs of his Nature: 
.The fecond, that beautifies ~his is his folid Piety, 
and entire Refignation tO' the Will of the Gods; 
the third that fufta.ins both is an Heroic Fortitude, 
whictl is abfolutely neceffary to the carrying on 
of any great Defign. Thus in Vly/[es we find 
Diffimulation, fet off by prudence and fuftain'd by 
Valour. In Achilles Rage fet off by a nobfe V ehe
tnence, and fuftain'd by a wonderful Valour. This 
firft Quality, as Go"dnefs in t!/'Enea;, is to appear 
through his whole Character ; Rage through Achil
les and Diffimulation throt.:Igh Vlyf{es. 

Having thus run through the' Mann.ers as briefly as 
i cou'd to give the Reader any juft Idea of their 
Nature; I fhaU now conclude my difcourfe on 
the feveral forts of DISCOVERIES becaufe well 
m.anag'd they add a wonderful Beauty to the 
Piece; tho' it is a Beauty indeed almoft entirely 
unknown to our Stage. 

The firft fort of Difcivery is by certain Marks 
in the Body, either Natural or Accidental, as 
fome Families have Marks peculiar to them, as 
the Founders of 7bebes and their Ufue had a 
Lance naturaly in their Bodies. Accidental, as 
the Wound Vlyjfos had formerly receiv'd in his 
Thigh by a Boar in P arnaJTus ; or Tokens fuch as 
the Casket of Ion, which makes the Difcovery of 
his Mother Creufa, w horn he was going to kill. 
Tho' this be the leaft beautiful and Artful Difco
very, yet it may be more or le~ Artfully manag'd, 
as that of Vlyj[es is in th6 Odyj[es where the 
Nurfe wafbing his Feet difcovers the Wound and 
by that Vly(es ; but when he )s oblig'd to fue~ 

lt 
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it to the Shepherds to confirm them, that be was_ 
Vlyjfes it is lefs artificial. 

The fecond fort of Difcivery and that likewife 
unartful is when, it is made by certain Tokens, 
as when Orefles had come to the Know ledge of 
his Sifter lphigenia, by a Letter which fhe gave 
Pylade.s to carry to Ore.fles at .Argos, and told him 
the Ct>ntents by word of Moutli left the Letter 
Jhou'd be Loft; he difcovers himfelf to her by 
mentioning her \Vorking a fine piece of Ta
piftry, that was in her Appartment, and the 
Lance of Pelops &c. for thefe Tokens are no 
great Matter of Invention, fince he might have 
made them twenty other ways: 

The third fort of Dij(:overies is what is- made 
by Remembrance, that is, w l.Ien the fight or hearing 
of any thing makes us remember our Misfortunes, 
&c. as when Vlyjfes heard DomodfJcu.s fing his Adions 
at Troy the memory ftruck him, and drew Tears 
from him, which difcover'd him to .Alcinous. Th~ 
fourth fort of Difcoveries are made by Reafoning, 
Thus lphigenia argues in the C()!phores of cVEfchylu.r. 
Hither is a Man come li~e me, N.o Body's like me 
but O.reffes, it muft therefore be Orej/es. That of 
Polyides is beautiful and pathetique, for in the 
Iphigenia of that poet (as we have it in Ariflotle) 
Oreftes Kneeling at the Altar, and jufr opening 
his Bofomc to Receive the Sacred Knife, he cries 
out 'tis not fujficent that my Sift er has been Sacrific' d 

' to DIANA, But I muft be fo too. 
The fineft fort is that which rifes from the 

Subject: or the Incidents of the Faple, as that 
of Oedipus from his exceffive Curiofity; and ·the 
Letter of lphigenia, for it was yery Natural that 
fue fuou'd write to her Brother~ 

c 3 f:Iaving 
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Having thus confider'd the two main Points 
of the Theory, I fhall fay a word or two of the 
PraCtice. As the Duke of Buckingham has obferv'd, 
the firft Bufinefs of a Tragic Poet is to draw a 
Plan of his Defign, and having plac'd it in a juft 
Light, and in one View he may beft judge ofits 
probability. But then he muft confider, that 
in this Plan muft firft be drawn the Fable in 
general, before he thinks of the Epifodes, that 
particularife and circumftantiate it. I'll give you 
that which is drawn up by Ariflotle himfelf, be .. 
caufe it may have the greater Authority with 
you.- A young Princefs is plac' d on the Altar to be 
Sacrific' d, di[appears of a fuddain from the Eyes of the 
S.peElators, and is carry'd into another Cou,ntry, where 
the cuftom is to Sacrifice Strangers to the Guardian 
(ioddefs of thttt Country. They m~ke' her Prieftefs of 
tht~t Temple. Some years after., the Brother of that 
Frincefs arrives at the fame Place, in Obedience to an 
Or~tcle; he no (ooner arriv' d b#t is taken, and as he 
;s gDing to be Sacriftc'd the Difcovery is made, that 
he is Brother to the Priefleft which Javes his Life. 

This is the general and univerfal Fable with
out Names, and which may yet receive any Names 
the Poet pleafes; who adding the Epifodes, circum~ 
ftantiates and makes it particular ; as the adding 
the Madnefs of Orefles,_ and tlfe like, makes it proper 
to that Story. 

When the Poet comes to write and work up 
nis Scences Ariflotle advifes, and Otway's Practice 
confirms, that he fhou'd put himfelf into the fame 
Paffion he writes, and imitate the Geftures, and 
Actions of thofe, w horn he makes to fpeak. 

The Poet ought to take care in the Unravel ... 
ling the Plot in which many Mifcarry; The Plot 
~s ~11 the Play fr01n the Beginning to the Difco ... 

very 
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very or Vnra1.Jt:lling, whic is bell: towards the 
1 ft Scene o: the Play, for if the Vnrave/ling be in 
tl1c fourth Af..t., the reft muft be duU and heayy. 
But when the Peripetie and Difcovery come to
gether and all at the End o£ the Play the Au
dience goes away with Pleafi;re and Satisfa
ction. 

Having faid fo much of the Fable, Incidents, 
Manners, &c. I lhall add a word or two on the 
Sentiments. In which it is that we n1uft follow 
the Advice of the Duke of Buckingham. 

Nay more for they muD look within to find 
Thofe fccret Turns of Nature in the Mind. 

But then the Poet muft not be content to look 
into his Mind to fee what he himfelf fhou'd think 
on fuch an Occafion, but he muft put himfelf into 
the Paffion, and Quality, and Te1nper of the Cha
raCter he is to draw; that is, he muft a!Iume thefe 
Manners he gives his Dramatic Perfon, and then 
fee what Sentiments or Thoughts fuch an Occa
fion, Paffion or the like, will produce. And the 
Poet mufl: change his Perfon, as a different per
fon and chara-:l:er fpeaks, or he will make all fpeak 
alike without any diftincrion of CharaCter. Gajfa*'!' 
rei gives you an Account of Campa12ella, which 
will il1uftrate this pbce. He fays, that going to 
fee him when in the Inquifion, he found him ma
king feveral odd Faces, which he took to be 
the Effect of the Pains he had endur'd there, 
bu.t on his asking (9 ajfarel what fort of Man 
fuch a Cardinal was, and enquiring into his Fea
ture he found that Campane/la was framing himfdf 
by the force of Imagination to the Likenefs of 

d 4 the 
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~he Cardinal to know what Anfwer he fhou,d 
l1ave to a Letter he had fent hitn. 
· , Now if the forming our outward figure cou'd 
be of fuch ufe, as to make us think like another, 
~ertainly when the Imagination proceeeds by its 
pwn Strength, and Force to liken the Soul as well 
as the Body, it muft have a wonderful Effect. But 
~his cannot be done but by a great Genius. 

I lhall fay no more of the Sentiments here, becaufe 
they are to he learn'd from the Art of Rhetoric more 
than that Qf Poetry. For the Sentiments being 
~11 that makes up the Difcourfe, they confift in 
proving, refuting, exciting and expreffing the Paf
[loHs, as Pity, Anger, Fear and all the others; tQ 
raife or debafe tl~e Value of any thing. The Rea
:fons of Poets and Orators are the fame when 
they wou'd 1n9ke things appear worthy of Pity, 
<>r terrible, or great or probable. Tho' fome 
things are rend~r'd fo by Art, and others by 
.their own Nature. 

The Difrio~ qr L~nguage is that, which next 
<:Omes u.q.~er our Confideration; which tho' made 
fo confiderable a Part by our Modern Playwrights 
(who indeed have little elfe to value themfelves 
upon) was hy Ariflotle thought of tie l~afr Impor
tance; tho' it is confefs'd when the Elocution is 
proper and Elegant and vary's as it ought, it 
gives a great, and very advantageous Beauty to a 
Play. The Fable, the /vfdnners, and the Sentiments 
are without doubt the moft con[lderable, for as 
Ariftotle obferves a Tragedy may be perfeq with
out the Affiftance pf Elocution; for the Subjetl: 
~ay be weB. manag'd, the Manners well mark'd ; 
and the Sentiments may be juft ani fine tho' ill 
Exprefs'd. Aq ill :elocution renders the Difcourfq 
~q~1 bu~ that dcftroys nQt the Beauty of the c) .. 
· · · · ther 
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ther Parts Befides a Tragedy may be wrote in 
Profe as well as Verfe, that is thofe other three 
parts n1ay be as well exprefs'd in Profe as Verfe; 
but Verfe is made ufe of becaufe tnore Harmo
nious, and by Confequence more agreeable. 

But as we err as much in this Part of Tra
gedy as in the other three it wou'd be neceifary 
to give fome Rules of Diftinction on this Head. 
But that I hav€ not Room to do in this IJlace; 
an.d proprietv and Elegance of Dittion muft be 
learn'a from Grammar and Rhetoric, However I 
will not pafs this entirely in filence, but fha11 give 
two or three Rules whj.ch are abfolutely necef
fary to give any true beauty to a Dr~ematic Di
Bion. 

Some have been betray'd by their Ignorance of 
'Art and Nature to ima~ine, that becaufe the Style 
of Milton's P aradife Loft is admirable in the Epic 
Poem, that it will be fo in Tragedy; not confi ... 
dering, that MiLton himfelf has vary'd his ftyle 
mightily in his Sampfon Agoniftes, from that of his 
Paradifo. And Mr. Dryden's Criticifm is very juft 
in his Epiftle to the Marquifs of Normanby (the 
:prefent Duke of Bucking ham) before the v£neis., 
where quoting from Segrah, and Boffu- that the 
Style of an Heroic Poem ouf!ht to be more lofty, thart 
that of the DRAMA- '' The Critic is in the 
'' Right, fays he, for the Reafon already urg'd. 
" The Work of Trttgedy is on the Paffions, in 
" Dialogue: both of then1 abhor Strong Meta
" phors, in which the Epopee delights; a Poet 
'~ cannot fpeak too plainly on the Stage, &c. 

And Boileau a Judicious Critic as well as Poet 
has Words to this Effect.- Wou' d you deferve the 
Applaufe of the Public? in Writing diverfify your Stile 
i1Jceffimtly, to~ eql{ttl, (!nd tc,o uniform fZ Manner jhines 

to 
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to no purpofe and enclines us to Sleep. Rarely ar~ thofo 
.Authors read, who are born to plague us1 and who ap
pear always whtning in the fame ingrateful Tone. Hap
PY the Man, who can fo command his Yoice, as to pafs, 
without any ConjJraint from that, which u G R.AVE, 

· to that which u MOVING; and from that, which M 
PLEAS ANT to that, which M SEVERE a11d SO
LEMN. Every Paffion has its proper Way of 
fpeaking which a Man of Genius will eafily derive 
from the very ature of the Paffion he writes • 
.Anger is proud and utters haughty ~rords but fpea rs 
in Words lefs fierce and fiery when it abates: Grief 
is more humble and fpeaks a Language like it felf, 
flejetted, plain and forrowful 

. Frojicit .Ampull&, ~ fequipedalia PCrba; 

As Horace juftly obferves. From thefe few Oh
fervations it is evident how far from fine Lan· 
guage fome of our Poe_ts are, who have had Suc
cefs even for that alone, in fpight of all the Ab
furdities of the Fable, Manners and Sentiments, 
tho' in Reality they were no more excellent in 
this, than in thofe. 

Thus have we feen that Tragedy is an Imitation 
of an Action of a juft Extent i. e. that h:as a Be
ginning, Middle, and End, and which £hall produce 
P.ity and Terror. But this Ac1ion not being to be per
form'd or reprefented without human Agents in 
that .A[fion it neceifarily brings in an Under ... Imita
tion of thofe Men in that Attion, of their Man .. 
ners as they contribute to that AB:ion; and this 
makes a Neceillty of imitating the Men, that are 
introduc'd in the Drama. 

We muft not expec.t many Inftances of Shake
fpear's Perfection in the Fable, tho' perhaps we 

1nay 
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may find fome extraordinary Strokes that way 
likewife ; But the Beauties of th~ Manners we 
fitall find every where, as I lhall fhew in my Exa
men of his Plays. 

It may perhaps he expected, that I 1h0u'd fay 
fumething of Comedy. But I have infenfibly fwell'd 
this Difcourfe to a greater Bulk, than I at firft 
defign'd fo that I fhall only fay in General, that 
Comedy participates in tnany things with the Rules 
of Tragedy, that is, it is an Imitation both of A
flion and Manners, but thofe tnuft both have a great 
deal of the Ridiculum in them, and indeed Hu
mour is the Charaa:eriftic of this Poem, without 
w·hich a Comedy lofes its Name; as we have ma ... 
ny of late, who fall from the Ridiculum into a 
meer Dialogue diftinguifu'd only by a pert fort 
of Chit Chat, and little Aims at Wit. Ben John-
fon is our beft Pattern, and has given us this Ad .. 
vantage, that tho' the Englifh Stage has fcarce yet 
been acquainted with the Shadow of Tragedy, yet 
have we excell'd all the Ancients in Comedy. 

There is no Man has had 1nore of this vh· Co
mica than our Shake(pear, in particular CharaCters 
~nd in the Merry Wives of IYINDSOR he has gi
ven us a Play that wants but little of a perfect 
Regularity. Comedy in England has met with the 
Fate of Tragedy in Athens for that only has yet 
been cultivated, whereas the polite Athenians took 
firft Care of Tragedy, and it was late e'er the 
Magiftrate took any notice of Comedy, or thought 
it worthy their Infpet!ion. 

All Arts indeed improve as they find Encou· 
ragement, our Statefinen have never yet thought 
it worth their while to refcue the Drama from 
the Hands of the Ignorant, and the Benefit of pri
vate Perfo~s, under which Load of Obftacles it 

can 
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can never rife to 21.ny PerfeCtion ; and pla~e fuch 
Men in the Managep1ent of it, as may turn it to 
the Advantage of the public. Whether this be 
any Proof of their good · Politics or not I /hall 
not here determine ; but I am fure, that very po
litic Nations, that is the Greeks, and the Rom~ns 
llad far other Sentin1ents. 

This p.aturally leads tne to the Rife of the Stage 
in Greece, where it was entirely rais'd by Trage .. 
dy, For Thefpu firft made a moving Stage for that 
Poem, tho' it was not then as it is now pure and 
unmixt, for the ill SubjeB:s, that The [pis chofe, threw 
bim upon a fort of Tragicomedy; which Error e./Ef 
chylus correB:ed by choofing only noble Subjects, 
.and an exalted Stile, that being before too bur
lefque. So that as far as we may Gheis, the Plays 
of Thefpu, were not unlike fome of thofe of our 
Sha1efpear. For it was fome time~ before the Stage 
came to its Magnificence and Purity even in Greece 
it felf, at leaft in Comedy ; For th~ People are ge
llerally the fame in all Countries, and obftinate
ly retain Licentious and Obfcene things; and it 
is the Property of Roughnefs, and Barbarifm to 
give place to Politenefs with a great deal of Dif
ficulty. Nay Sophocles was the firfi; that purg'd 
Tragedy it felf entirely, and brought it to its true 
Majefty and Gravity. For as Dacier obferves, the 
Changes that Tragedy and Comedy underwent were 
brought about by little and little, becaufe it was 
impoffible to difcover what was proper· for then1 
at Once; and new Graces were added to them 
as the Nature of thefe Poems came better to be 
underftood. 

'Tis true that the Idea of Tragedy was taken 
fro1n the Iliads and Ody./[es of H()mer; and of Co
medy from his Poem all'd Ma-r.yJtes; bpt that was 

· after 
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after thefe Poems had been in ufe in a ruder Man
ller, then lf.omer infpir'd the Improvers and Re
formers of the Stage with this noble Idea. Tra. 
gedy indeed had a very advantageous Rife in Greece 
falling immediately under the Infpetl:ion of th~ 
Magiftrate, being founded on Religion ; and this 
carried it fo foon to PerfeC\:ion; to which it wou'd 
never have arriv'd had it been in the Hands of 
private Perfons, and mercenary Players, ignorant 
of its Beauties and its Defetts; and whofe Thoughts 
reach no farther, than what they are us'd to, which 
turning to a tolerable Advantage to their Pockets, 
they believe there is no greater Perfeaion. But 
.Athens was too wife too polite a State to let that 
fade and remain ufelefs in the Hands of the Ig
norant, which by the Care of the Wife and Know
ing might be turn'd to the Publick .Advantage and 
Glory. 

Tragedy as I have faid had the .Advantage of 
being grafted on the Go.atfong, or Vintage-Song in 
the Honour of Baechus, whtch, being a Recita
tion only, Thefpu firft made a Stage and introd.uc'd 
one AEfor. v£fchylus added a fecond Actor; and 
fixt his Stage, and adorn'd it in a tnore Magnifi
cent manner; but then the fame Ornaments ferv'd 
all Plays. Sophocles added a third Actor and vary'd 
the Ornaments and brought Tragedy to Perfe
ction, and into fuch Efteem with the AtheniaNs, that 
they fpent more in the Decorations of the The
atre, than in all their Perfian Wars; nay the Mo
ney appropriated to that Ufe, was look'd on as 
fo facred, that Demofthenes with Difficulty and a 
great Deal of Art attempted to alienate fome of 
it to the Defence of Greece againft Philip of Mlf.
cedon. 

~he 
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The Alterations that were made in this Poem 

in fo litt e a Time were almoft in every part of 
it · in the very Numbers as well as in the Sub• 
jeB, Manners, and Ditl:ion. For the firft Verfe of the 
earlieft Tragedies were Tetrameters or a Sort ofBur
lefque, and fit for Country mens Songs, and not 
unlike our Dogrel. But on the Reforming the 
Stage it was turn'd into Trimeter Iambics; for as 
Dacier from .Ariftotle o9ferves, thofe Numbers were 
fitteft for TrafJ"edy, which were m oft like our com
mon Difcourfe, and confequently it was Trimeter 
Iambics, for that was moft us'd in familiar Con
verfation, and Tragedl fays he, being an Imitation, 
ought to admit nothing but what is eafy and Na
tural. 

But as this feems to relate cheifly to the Gree~ 
and Latin Ditl:ion, fo it will not be amifs to give 
you fomething like it in the Engli{h, at the Rife 
of the Drama here. I 1hall take the Examples of 
~oth from Shalufpe~tr alone, to fuow this Error 
mended by himfelf and brought to fuch a Perfe• 
trion, that the higheft praife is to imitate his Stile. 

What they call'd their Tetrameters may be an
fwer'd by the Dogrel in the Comedy of Errors, and 
Loves Labours loft. · 

Bal. Good Meat, Sir, is common, that every Chur!e 
affords. 

E. Ant. .And Welcome more common, ftJr that's no
tht·ng but Words. 

S. Drom. Either get thee from the Door, or fit down 
at the Hatch, 

Doft thou conjure for Wenches, that thou call'ft for fuch 
Store? 

When 01fe i& one tf?omany? go get thee from the Door. 

But 
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But left . this lhou'd be thought paffable in the 

Mouths of the DromitJI, and their Mafters we 
lhall fee in thofe of Lords and Princes, in Loves 
Labo:tr.J Loft firft B~t of the Retinue of the 
Princefs of Franr- e ; aud the Princefs her felf. 

Princefs. It was well done of you to talle him at his 
Word. 

Boyet. I wat tU willing to graple, as herv tU to bo~trd. 
Maria one of the ~ Two hot Sheeps, Marry, and 

Ladies of Honour. f therefore not Shzps. 
Boyet. No Sheep, fweet Lamb, unlefs we feed on 

1our Lips 
~ Princefs. G8od Wits will be jangling, but Gentee;l.t 

agree--
The civil War of Wits were much better us' d 
OnN..AV .ARRE,and his Rooll men, for here 'tis abus'd. 

In fuort thefe falfe Numbers and Rhimes are 
almoft through the whole Play; which muft con
firm any One, that this was one of his firft. But 
that Verfe, which anfwers both the L~ttin, and 
the Greek is our Blank J/erfe, which generaly con
fifts of Iambics, and fo fit for the Drama, that tho' 
'Mr. Dryden had once brought Rhiming on the 
Stage, fo much into Fafhion, that he told us plain
ly in one of his Prefaces, that we fhou'd fcarce 
fee a Play take in this Age without it; yet as 
foon as the Rehe~trfal was acted the violent, aud 
unnatural Mode vanifh'd, and Blank Verfe refum'd 
its Place. A thoufand beautiful Examples of tnis 
Verfe might be taken out of Shake/pear, here fcarce 
being a Play of his which will not furnifh us with 
many; I fhall fatisfy my felf here with an Inftance 
o.r two out of the Mi1cb .Ado about N()thing. 

And 



lxiv 'An Ess .AY on the AiT,Rt~n 
!.A.nd bid her fteal into the pleajhed Bower, 
"Where Honey·Suckles, ripen' d by the Sun, 
Forbid the Sun to enter ; like Fa~ourites' s 
Made proud by Princes, that advance their Pride 
.Againft that Power, that made it, &c. 
7'he pleafanteft Angling is to foe the Fifh 
Cut with their golden Oars, the filve.r Stream 
.And greedily devour the treacherous Bait • 

. Comedy on the other band lay iong unculti~ 
vated in private Hands, among the Mob, or Coun"' 
try fellows, without any Regard of the Govern
ment; till at laft Epicharmtl5 and fome others 
taking the Idea from the Margites of Homer, 
purg'd the Country Raileries of their Licentiouf
nefs, the Magiftrates of ..Athens took it into their 
.confideration, that it might be of ufe to the Pu,. 
blic in the Hands, and under the Managments of 
the Public. And thus by the Encouragement and 
InfpeB:ion of the Government the Dr~ema of bgth 
Kinds arriv'd to PerfeB:ion in .flot many Years after 
their Appearance in the World. 

But it was not fo in Rome it was in the 399th 
Year of the City, when any thing like a Stage 
got into Rome, and tho' it was introduc'd to 
appeafe a great Plague which cou'd not be averted 
by any other Propitiation, yet they being origi
nally perform'd by Strangers, the Romans had lit· 
tie Regard to them. For on this Occafion they fent 
for Players out of Etruria, whom in their Lan· 
guage they £all Hifter, from whence the Romans 
call'd their Acrors Hiflriones. Nor did thefe make 
ufe of any Verfe but danc'd to the Tunesoftheir 
Pipes with Meafures not indecorous after the Thuf 
can Mann~r. The young Sparks began to imitate 
them by rallying one another in undigcfted Verfes. 

yYith 
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With their Voices their Motions agreed; fo that 
'the Matter was receiv~d and by often Re~ti~ion 
came ~nto a Mo(le. But the Players did not, as 
in the Fefcenin~ Verfes rally one another ;with 
Extempore Verfes ; but reprefenting Paftorals ea 11' 
Satyrs, with Vocal Mufick, fet to the Inftrurnen .. 
tal, and a regular Attion perform'd their Pa ts. 
But Livim Andr,nicm a Greel. by Nation, was the 
~rft (fome years after this) who ventur'd to mh.l· 
gle a Fable with thefc Songs, acting himfelf irt 
thefe Performances, as then all the Poets did. 
J'his Livy tells us, and the ume we find in Yacs 
lerim Ma::cimul Lib. 2. cap. 4· From 1Vhiah we fe.e, 
from what [mall Beginnings the Scenic PlayJ arife 1' 
'Firft Players were Jent [:r tJJit of ETRURIA, rphtJi 
danc'd without ~ither Yerfe or, Piper; after this, rud, 
.and unpq/ifh'd Verfe .came in and Motions fo~etm% 
agreeable tfJ the Yoi(.e: but 4t /aft ~tll things were improv tl 
hJ .Art. Tho' thefe two Accounts do not agree iu. 
every particubr we eafily fee the Low ife· of the 
Stage in this ~ity, which tho' brought in 'lt firft 
for the appeafing a raging Peftilence, yet the Play
ers, w~o belong'd to the Dramfl had their Names 
;put qut of the Lift of th~ir Tribe, J'ome fay by 
way of Difgrace, and were never permitted to 
have the Hopour to go to the W-ars but on the 
greateft Extremity; yet _tqis migh_t be in Refpi;(t 
to their_Prefervati.on, as the 4thenillns made a Law, 
v h~n Eupolis was .kill'd in a .Sea Fight, tpat .Poets 

.fhou:d go no ms>re to the W~rs. ~ut be this as 
i t wil1 ; yet in Time when i.t had work'd it felf out 
of the Dreggs of the Pe_qple tDe Sta_te took No· 
tice of it, and no Play was pcrmjtte~ to be 'ltrcd, 
which was not approv'd by the t/Edile, who had 
t he .fi1me Care of t he Stage in Rome, as the Cho-

c r~tgrti 
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'lttgm had in .Athens; Agrippa wa~ t./.Edile in Romt;,. 
and the great Themiflocles was Chor~tgus in..Athem. 

But nptwithftanding the t/Ediles took care at laft 
of the Roman Stage, yet that never carpe to the
Excellence of that of .Athens; at Ieafr If we may 
judge of the Tragedies by thofe of Seneca, which 
are iu nothing co~parable to thofe of the Greek 
Poet:i. The Medea of Ovid had it boen Extant, 
might perhaps have Ihown us fomething more 
perfect, for he was much better qualify ~d for that, 
than the Philofopher. 

In England Plays begun at the very Bottom of 
the People, and mounted by degrees to the State 
we new fee them in, the yet imperfect Diverfion 
~f Ladies, and Men o~ the firft Quality. Queen 
Eliubeih firft diftinguifh'd AClors from Strolers and 
Yagabonds by making them c;:ientle1nen of her Bed
Chamber, as,.fome .fay~ at leaft her Domefric Ser
yants; and then it was that Shakefpear . ennobl'd 
the rude Scene, giving it a Grace, which jt knew 
not before, and fufficient to . pleafe fo wife, and 
good a Princefs: But the Glory o( giving it Per
fection y~t remarns for a no Jefs Excellent Que~n,and 
the Mufes have reafon to hope, that fue, that is 
fo univerfal a Patronefs of Liberty will not leave 
them in theit old Bondage. For while the Poet's 
Succefs depends fo much upon the injl.ldicious Ta.Ire 
· Qf the Managers, and the Whim of the un judging 
Town it is impoffible, that this Glorious Art can 
ever be brought to that Excellence, to which it 
arriv'd in Greece. Opinion, or Chance, and the Ad
drefs of the Players having given many of our 
Modern Tragedies a fort of temporary Succefs, 
but becaufe in a little time thefe Plays, which were 
~ry'd up with~~~ Merit lofe Ground and grow neg-

lected 
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lected, fon1e of our Plrtymrights have pretended 
that our ~afte of Tragedy is 1oft, and that the 
beft will no~ do. But certainly that is a very ili 
Argument, for we fee, that the Orphan, Venice 
Preforv' d and good Tragedies increafe iu Efte~m 
and bring as good Audiences as any Comedies. 
But the fame Argument will hold againft Comedies; 
for after Opinion or Whim have given them a fort 
of Run at their .firfr Appearance, they flag in 
a little Time for·want of innate Merit, and Sink 
fo that in a Year or two they will not bring 
ten Pounds. And tho' an ingenious Gentleman 
has told us, that 'Tragi-comedies will do better 

, than Tragedies, I muft fay that the fame Rea
fon will hold againft them; for I know fcarce 
one of them, except Shak.efpear's, that bring any 
great Audiences. But I am confident had we 
good Tragedies written according to the Art I 
have laid down, .and that they had fa'ir play at 
fi rft from the Managers, the Diverfion is fo noble 
and great they wou'd find another fort of Suc
cefs, than our Trifles have met with, and lail: for 
ev·er. At leafr we h~ ve Reafon to tbink fo for 
an that we hav..e yet feen to the contrary in Ex
perience. 

Thus have I given my Thoughts on Shakefpear; 
laid down the Rules of true Judging, and judi~ 
cious Writing, and given a View of the Rife 
and Progrefs of the Drama in Greece, Rome ancJ. 
England; from whence it is plain that the only 
Way to make the Stage fiourifh is to put it intQ 
the Hands of the Magiftrate, and the Manage
ment of l'v1en of Learning and Genius; which 
wou'd once again bring this admirable Art to its 
Old Perfection. · 

Al. An 
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Expian.atio of the Old 
: o R D s its'd by Shakefpear 

I 1 is o R: s. 

r 
I 

A 

Rgo(ief. Ships, &c. 
AjJu{jjudigate. Sub

due, &c. 
Aroim. avant, be gone, 

Stand off; t.;-·c. 
Agniz..e. AcK.now1edge, 

confeis, avow, c;}··c. 
Aclmorvn. known Ac

know I edged, &c. 

B 

Betruns. ad~rns decks, 
&c. 

Bosky. fat, fwell'd, &c. 
Busky. id. or \\1body. 
Blenches:· Faults. 
Bev.el. crooked, awry; 
A Broch. A Buckle,Brace· 

let, Noofe, Spit, &c. 
JJcteem. to bring forth> Qr 

breed, · ~ 

Braid. Trim, finical, 
wove, &c. 

Born. Limits, Bounps, 
&c. 

To Blench. Sin, fear, 
Be{mirch'd. Dawb'd. &c. 
Biggen. a Child's Coif 

ot Quoif. 
Brach. a kind of Hound', 

C!f·c. 
Elood-Boltei' d. Smear~d 

with dry Blood. · 
Bi./[onRheum.BlindRh'eum. 
]Ja!low. Pole, long flick, 
· quarter-ftaff, 0:..c. 

c 
CleepJ. call's, names, &c. 
Copesmate. Companion. 
Congeft. heap'd together. 
Cautlefl: Uncautious. 

C af~tt,ry' J '· 
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Cttnarj'd to it. Danc'd to 

it or was Joyful at it. 
To Ct~rol. to fing 
A Callet. a Whore. 
Cefs. a Tax. 
Cl a~e or Clack, to make 

an ingrateful Noife, 
&c. 

Congreeing. for agreeing, 
&c. 

C!f~ap. haunt, attend, 
brood on, &c. 

Clinqttant. Sounding &c. 
l~hc Cranks. Offices. 
Coftard. Head, or Block-

head. 
Crin(Tes. Hinges. 
Chu]her¥. W hore-mafter 
Debochee, &c. 

D 
Dank. Moift, raw, &c. 
Dowle. A feather or ra

ther the fingte Parti
cles of the down. 

To daffo. to baffle banter, 
cheat, &c. 

Dumps. I\1elancholly, 
fixt, Sadnefs, c:}··c. 

Dulcet. Sweet. 
Down-gyved, turn'd or 

ty'd down. 
De~trn. Solitude, &c. 

E 
Eld. Age Antiquity, 
' Forefathers,old Times 

O"c • . •. 

Empleached. bound toge
ther, interwove, &c. 

Enp~ttron' d. got a a-
tron. 

Enfeoff' d himfelf. took 
po!feffion of the n
heritance, e;.c. 

Extiflicate. blown, 
F 

Foyz..on. Plenty, A bun_. 
dance, Strength,.Heart 
Juice, Moifture, &c. 

Fends. defends, guards, 
&c. 

Famoufod. made famous. 
Frampol' d troublefome, 

uneafy, &c. 
Foining Fence. Mafterly 

Defence. 
Flouriets. or Flouret~ , 

fmall flower, or Beds 
of Flowers. 

Fr~tnklin. a Freeman, or 
Gentleman, &c. 

To Ftttigate. to tire, w-eary 
~c. 

Foemen. Enemies. 
Finciefs. without End. 

G 
Guerdon' d. pay'd, rewar

ded with, given to, 
&c. 

Gawds. Bawbles, gawdy 
things, or ridiculous 
jefts,. &c. 

To Gleek. Jeer, &c. 
filyke. id. (leek, 
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Geck, or Gull. to cheat, 
defraud. &c. 

Tl1e Geft. A Bed, Couch, 
&c. 

Gimma/s. A Ring of two 
Rounds. 

Garifh. gay, glaring, f2"c. 
Gleeful. Merry, laughing, 

&c. 
God-eyl'd m. God defend 

or do us good. 
G()ufS of Blood· great 

Drops of Blood. 
To Gibber. to flout, chat-

ter, &c. 
lJafled. frighted. 
To Gallorv. To fright. 
G~.ftnefs. Fright. 
Grajf. Graft, &c. 
Gofemore. a little light 

down, that flies about 
in the Air by every 
Wind blown about. 

H 
Hied or Hyed. made 

hafte to. 
Hefts. Commands. 
Hent. took hold of. 
Hight. call'd. 
Hefted. as tender~hefted, 

tenderly difpos'd, &c. 
Harrie,d, daunted, fcold

ed at, frighted handfd 
him fo rough! y. 

I 
l11tendment. Intention. 
lngirts. Surrounds. · 

An Incony Wz't. a Mimic ... 
king Wit, &c. 

Imboft him. Noos'd him, 
circumvented him, &c. 

Immoment. of no Value. 
K 

J(am. a wry, quite from 
the matter. clean ](am 
quite fron1 the pur
pofe. 

L 
Lujb. Luxury, Lewdnefs, 

C!i::..c. 

Lafs-lorn. depriv'd, or 
deferted by his Lafie 
or l\1ifrrefs. 

LeAman. a Gallant, StaJli .. 
on, &c. 

Lo··ver'd. have a Lover. 
LitherSky. lower, Lazy, 

plain, 
Liejeft. Dearcft, dvc. 

M 
Moody, 01· Mood. angry,. 

and Anger, &c. 
Mcecl. Reward. 
Murky. Obfcurc, d1rk, 

&c. 
A Mt~tund. a Basket, 

Scrip, G!...c. 
Murk. Dark, r§'c. 
To Me/l. to meddle with 

or mingle, o·c. 
Manakin. a little Man. 
i'v!4mmering. Mutte~ing. 

N 
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Nil!. will not. Rank. full, a River ran:K, 
No/e. an Affes Nole. full. 

Aifes Head and Neck. Recketh, or Wrec~eth, va-
Nay Word. A Word of lues, thinks, reflects. 

Infamy or Contempt. Rigol. A Clavicord, or 
0 what makes Merry, or 

Orts. Scraps, Leavings, diverts, 6-c. 
&c. · Recheate. a manner of 

Orgillous. proud. Blowing the Horn to 
P eaU the Dogs toge-

Palmers. Pilgrims, &c. ther. 
J>oleclipt. dipt in the Rebato. or Head-drelfe. 

Head. Reft. bereft, depriv'd of, 
Phraflefs Hand. A Hand, &c. 

whofeBeauty no Phraie Raide. drefr. 
can exprefs. Roifting. Bullying, Noifie, 

A Prifer. one that fights Oc. 
Prizes, or wrcfrles for Ribald Crows. Noifie, 
Prizes, G"'c. in1pudent, &c. 

Pight upon or over. Ronyon. a Rake, &c. 
Pight to do it, prop'd The Romage of the Land, 
fettlcd, caft, &c. Difturbances, &c. 

Palliament. a Garment, To Revetrb. repeat, re-
Robe, &c. turn, reply, &c. 

To Palter. to trifle, &c. To Renege. to deny. 
banter, &c. Riggifh. rampant, rut-

Paragon. Peer or Equal. tifh, &c. 
Pannelled me. fo1low'd; at- S 

tended me, &c. Sneap'd Birds. B~ak'd, 
Q · bill'd, G:...c. 

f2.!!ern. Churn. Siege. Excrement. 
A f2!!intine. a Meafure. Suggefted. tempted, pro-
Ouarrellous. Quarrelfome vok'd, prompted .. 
-......full of Complaint, G c. Sea-Marge. A Cliff, or 

the Baaks of the Sea. 
Ste!l'd. 
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Stell' d. Stor'd, contain' d. 
To Shrive. to meet, re· 

vel, confefs, or hear 
ones confeffion. Lifted 
in a Roll, &c. 

Smoog' d. Smoak'd. 
Sheeif. Shine. 
To Square. To quarrd, 

&c. 
Saws. Maxims, Proverbs, 

SayiRgs, &c. 
A Bed-Swarver. One in

conftant to his Bed, a 
Rover ,a Debochee,G""c. 

Scath. Mifchief, Lofs, 
Wrong, Harm, Pre
judice, &c . 

.Scr~yls. Corfairs. 
To Sker or Skir. to glide 

or move fwiftly. 
Soilure. a Blot. 

T 
Teen. Pain, Anguifh, 

Wrath, A11:ger, &c. 
To Trajh. to lopp, &c. 
Trick fey. brisk, active, 

nimble, C:}··c. 
Totter' d. 1haken, totter

ing,weak turnbling,&c 
To Ttlr. to fet on, pro

voke, 6-c. 
Trenchant Sword. The 

Sword that cuts a gap, 
or Wounds, Inden
ture, G:...c. 

Thewes. Sinews, or Modes 
Manners, Cuftoms, &c. 

To Scale a thing. To 
weigh it in Scales, &c. 

To Sow/e. To lugg one 
by the Ears. 

Shrift. Confeffion, &c. 
Siar. Decay. 
To Sat,· to waver,be dif

rnatd, &c. 
Scar. Care, or Value, &c• 

u 
Vmberd Face. A Face 

fmeerd with Vn~ber, 
or a yellowifh Face. 

Vnhouwed. Without the 
SacrameJit. 

tf{)nanneal'd. Without Ex
tream Unction, that is 
Unanointed. 

Vnhoufed. Free, uncon
fin'd, &c. 

w 
Welkin. The Heavens, 

Skye, &c. 
WhiJeare. Lately. 
Wend, go. 
Wrecks. Thinks of, cares 

for, or values. 
Withers. The Shoulders 

of a Horfe. 
Wother. Merit,Beauty ,&c. 
With a Winnion. With a 

Vengeance, &c. 

y 

Ydiped. Call'd. 
:VENUS 
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To the Right Honourable 

Henry W riotheily, 
Earl of S o v T HA M P T o N, 

AND 

Baron of T 1 c H F 1 E L D., 

Right Honourable, 

-~~~Know not how I }halt 
offend in dedicating nzy 
unpolijht Lines to your 
Lordjhip; nor how the 
World wilt cenfure me 

for choojingfo flrong a Prop to Jup
port fo weak a Burthen ; only if 

A·2 Your 



Tl1e EPISTLE,&c. 

Tour I-lonour feem hut .Pleas' d, I 
account my felj' highly praijed, and 

· 1--'0W to take Advantage rif all idle 
Hours, till I bave honoured you with 
Jome graver Lahour. But if the 
ji1_1l Heir if my Invention prove 
d~formed, I ]hall he Jorry it had Jo 
noble a God:father, and ne·ver after 
eare Jo barren a Land for fear it yield 
111e jiilt Jo had a Harvefi. I leave 
it to Your honourable S'urvey, and 
Your I-Ionour to Tour Heart's Con
tent ; which 1 wijh may always 
an:f'rver Your own Wifh, and the 
Worltl' s hopeful E~':peflation. 

Your Honour,s in all Duty, 

Will. Shakefpear. 
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A D 0 N I s. 
as the Sun, with purple coloured 

Face, 
Had ta'n his ]aft Leave of the weeping 

l\t1orn. 
Rofe-cheek'd .A_donis hied him to the 

Chafe: 
Hunting he lov'd, but Love he laught to Scorn. 

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

Thrice fairer., than my felf! (thus fue began) 
The Fields chief Flower ! fweet above compare! 
Stain to all Nymphs ! more lovely, than a 1\tlan ! 
IVlore white and red, than Doves or Rofes are! 

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

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

Here come and fit, where Serpent never hiifes, 
And being fet, I'll fmother thee with Ki.ffes. 

A3 And 
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And yet not cloy thy Lips with loathed Satiety, 
But rather famirh them amid their Plenty ; 
Making them red and pale with frefh Variety: 
Ten Kiifes fbort as one, one long as twenty. 

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

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

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

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

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

The ftudded Bridle, on a ragged Bough, 
Nunbly lhe faftens (0 how quick is Love!) 
The Steed is ftalled up, and even DOV'f 

To tie the Rider fhe Begins to prove. 
Backward file pufh'd him, as fhe would be thruft, 
And govern'd him in Strength, tho' not in Luft. 

So foon was {be along, as he was down, 
E1ch leaning on their Elbows aqd their Hips. 
~ow doth fhe ftroke his Cheek, now dot h he frown~ 
And 'gins to chide, But foon file ftops his Lips: 

J\nd kiffing fpeaks, with luftful Language broken; 
Jf t4ou ~ilt Chide thy Lips ~ill never open. 

He 
> ' 
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He burns with bafhful Shame, fhe, with her Tears, 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his Cheeks : 
Then with her windy Sighs and golden Hairs, 
To fan and blow them dry a~ain fhe feeks. 

He fays !he is immodeft, blames her m ifS, 
What follows more, fhe fmothers with a Kifs. 

7 

~ven as an empty Eagle, fharp by Fafte, 
Tires with her Beak on Feathers, FJefh and Bone, 
Shaking her Wings, devouring all in Harte; 
Till either Gorge be ftuft, or Prey be gone : 

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

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

Wifuing her Cheeks were Gardens full ofFlowrrs, 
So they were dew'd with fuch diftilling Shower~ . 

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

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

Still fhe entreats, and prettily entreats: 
For to a pretty Ear fhe tunes her Tale. 
Sti11 he is fu11en, ftill he lowers and frets, 
'Twixt crimfon Shame, and Anger afhie Pale. 

Being red fhe loves him be.ft, and being white, 
Her Breaft is better'd with a more Delight. 

A4 Look 
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Look how he can, lbe cannot chufe but love; 
And by her fair immortal Hand lbe fwears, 
From his foft Bofom never to remove, 
Till be take Truce with her contending Te1rs; 

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

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

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

Never did Paffenger, in Summers Heat, 
1\-Iore thirfi: for Drink, than lhe for this good Turn; 
Her Help fhe fees, but Help file cannot get, 
She baths in Water, yet in Fire muft burn. 

Oh Pity gan fhe cry, flint-hearted Boy! 
'Tis but a Kifs I beg, why art thou cpy? 

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

Yet bath he been my Captive and my Slave, 
And Qegg'd for that,which thou unask'd Jhalt have. 

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

fcorning his churlifh Drum, and Enfign red, 
IYia~ing m¥ Arms his Field, his Tent my Bed, 

Th . ,. q~ 
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Thus he, that over-rul'd, I over-fway'd ; 
Leading him Prifoner in a red Rofe Chain: 

9 

Strong temper'd Steel, his ftronger Strength ohey'd, 
Yet was he fervile to my coy Difdain. 

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

Touch but my Lips with thofe fair Lips of thine, 
(Tho' mine be not fo fair, yet they are red) 
The Kifs fhall be thine own, as well, as mine. 
What feelt thou in the Ground? Hold up thy Head : 
· Look in mine E-ve-balls, where thy Beauty lies, 

Then why not Lips on Lips, fince Eyes on Eyes ? 

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

Thefe blew-vein'd Violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know they what we mean. 

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

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

Were I hard favour'd, foul, or wrinkled old, 
111-natur'd, crooked, churlifh, harfh in Voice, 
O'er-worn, defpifed, rheumatick and cold, 
Thick-fighted, barr~n, lean, and lacking Juice, 

Then mightlt thou paufe,fpr then I were not for thee: 
~ut, h~ving no Defetts~ why doft abhor me? 

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

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

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

Love is a Spirit all c9mpaa: of Fire, 
Not grofs to fink, but light, and wiU afpire.-

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

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

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

N11.rcijJus fo himfelf, himfelf forfook, 
And dy'd to kifs his Shadow in the Brook. · 

Torches are made to light, Jewels to wear, 
Dainties to tafte, frefh Beauty for the ufe, 
Herbs for their Smel1, and fappy Plants to bear: 
Things growing to themfelves are growths abufe. 

Seeds fpring from Seeds,and Beauty breedeth Beauty; 
Thoa wert begot, to get it is thy D~ty. 

Upon 
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Upon the Earths Increafe why fhouldft t,pou feed, 
Unlefs the Earth with thy Increafe be fed? 
By Law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may Live, when thou thy felf art Dead-.· 

And fo in fpight of Death thou doft furvive, 
In that thy Likenefs ftil1 is left alive. 

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

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

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

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

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

1'11 make a Shadow for thee of my Hairs, 
If they burn too, I'll quench them wi~h my Tears. 

·The Sun, that fhines from Heaven fhines but warm, 
And loe, I lie between the Sun and thee ! 
The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 
Thine Eye darts forth the Fire, that burneth J.\11 e. 

And, were I not immortal, Life were done, 
J3etween this }leavenly and Earthly Sun. 

Art 
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Art tbou obdurate, flinty, hard as Steel? 
Nay more, than Flint, for Stone at Rain relenteth, 
Art thou a Woman's Son, and canf.t not fed 
What 'tis to love, how want of Love tormenteth? 

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

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

Give me one Kifs, I'll give it thee again, 
And one for Int'reft, if thou wilt ha\te twain. 

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

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

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

And now 1he weeps, and now 1he fain would fpeak, 
And now her Sobs do her Intendments break. 

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

And when from thence he ftruggles to be gone, 
She Locks her Lil1y Fingers one in one. 

Fondling 
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Fondling, faith fhe, fince I have hemm'd thee here, 
\1\i'ithin the Circuit of this Ivory Pale, 
I'll be the Park, and thou 1halt be my Deer ; 
Feed where thou wilt on Mountain or in Dale. 

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

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

Then be my Deer, fince I am fuch a Park, 
No Dog 1hal1 rouze thee, tho' a thoufand bark. 

At this .Adonis fmiles, as in Difdain, 
That in each Cheek appears a pretty Dimple; 
Love made thofe Hol1ows, If himfelf were flain', 
He might be buried in a Tomb fo fimple: 

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

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

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

Now which Way 1hall fhe turn? ·What 01a1l fhe fay? 
Her Words are done, her Woes the more encreaiiilg ~ . 
The Time is fpent, her ObjeCt will away, 
And from her twining Arms, doth urge relcafing. 

Pity 1he cries, fome Favour, fome Remorfe! 
Away he fprings, and ha!teth to his I-Iorfe . 

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

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

Imperioufiy he leaps, he neighs, he bounds, 
And now his woven Girts he breaks afunder; 
The bearing Earth with his hard Hoof he wounds, 
Whofe hollow W ofhb refounds like Heavens Thunder: 

The Iron Bit he crufhes 'tween his Teeth, 
Controlling what he was control1ed with. 

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

His Eye, which fcornfully glifi:ers like Fire, 
Shews his hot Courage, and his high Defire. 

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

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

What recketh he his Riders angry Stir, 
His fhtt'ring Ho11a, or his Stand, I fay? 
What cares he now for Curb, or pricking Spur? 
For rich Ca pari fons, or Trappings gay? 

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

Look 
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Look when a Painter wou'd furpafs the Life, 
In Limning out a well proportion'd Steed, 
His Art, with Natures Workmanlbip at Strife, 
As if the Dead the Living lhould exceed : 

So did his Horfe excelJ a common One, 
In Shape, in Courage, Colour, Pace and Bone. 

Round Hooft, lbort Jointe~, Fetlocks Jbag and long, 
Broad Breaft, fun Eyes, fma l1 Head, and Nofrril wide 
High Creft, lho~t Ear~, ftrait Legs, and paffing ftrong:, 
Thin Mane, th1ck Tall, bread Buttock, tender Hide. 

Look what a Horfe fbould have he did not lack, 
Save a proud Rider on fo proud a Back. 

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

For through hisMane and Tail the high Wind Sings, 
Fanning the Hairs, which heave like feather'd Wings. 

He looks upon his Love, and neighs unto her; 
She anfwers him, as if lbe knew his Mind. 
Being Proud, as Females are, to feehim wooe her., 
She puts on outward Strangenefs, feems Unkind, 

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

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

His Love. perceiving how he is inra!:(d., 
Grew Kinder, and his Fury was afi~vag'd . 

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

As they were mad, unto the Wood they hie them; 
Out-ftripping Crows, that ftrive to over-fly thel1l. 

All fwoln with chafing, down Adonis fits, 
Banning his boyftrous and unruly Beaft. 
And now the happy Seafon once more fits; 
That Love-fick Love, by pleading may be bleft. 

For Lovers fay, the Heart h:ath treble Wrong, 
When it is bar'd the Aidance of the Tongue. 

An Oven, that is ftop'd, or River ftaid, 
Burneth more hotly fwelleth with more Rage: 
So of concealed Sorrow may be faid; 
Free vent of Words Loves Fire doth affwage: 

But when the Hearts Attorney once is mute, 
The Client breaks, as defperate in his Sute. 

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

Taking no Notice, that fhe is fo nigh, 
Ji4or all afcance he holds her in his Eye. 

0 what a Sight it was wiftly to view 
How {he came ftealing to the wayward Boy; 
To note the fighting Conflict of her hue, 
How white and red each other did deftroy! 

But now her Cheek was pale, and by and by 
1t fiafh'd forth Fire, as Lightning from the Sky; 

Now 
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Now was fhe juft before him, as he fat; 
And like a lowly Lover down 1he kneels ; 
With one fair Hand lbe heaveth up his Hat; 
Her other tender Hand his fair Cheeks feels : 

His tender Cheeks receive )rer foft Hands print, 
As apt, as new-fallen Snow takes any Dint. 

,.. 
I 

Oh what a War of Looks was then between them ! 
Her Eyes Petitioners to his Eyes fuing; 
His Eyes faw her Eyes, as they had not {een them; 
Her Eyes woo'd ftil1, his Eyes difdain'd the Wooing: 

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

Full gently now 1he takes him by the Hand, 
A Lilly prifon'd in a Jail of Snow, 
Or Ivory in an Alablafter Band, 
So white a Friend ingirts fo white a Foe! 

This beauteous Combat, wilful and unwil1ing, 
Shew'd like to filver Doves, that fit a Billing. 

Once more the Engine of her Thoughts began~ 
0 faireft Mover on this mortal Round ! 
Would thou wert, as I am, and I a Man, 
My Heart all whole, as thine, thy Heart my Wound. 

For one fweet Look my Help I would aifure thee, 
Tho' nothing but my Body's Bane would cure th,e; 

Give me my Hand (faith he) why doft thou feel it? 
Give me thy Heart (faith fhe) and thou fhalt have it. 
0 ! give it me, left thy hard Heart do fteel it : 
And being fteel'd, foft Sighs can never grave it : 

Then Love's deep Groans I never fhall regard, 
Bec;aufe Adonis Heart bath made mine hard. 

B Fer 



18 VENUS and AnONIS. 

For fhame, he crys, let go, and let me go, 
My Day's Delight is paft, my Horfe is gone, 
And 'tis your Fault, I am bereft him fo. 
I pray you hence, and leave me here alone. 

For all my Mind, my Thought, my bufie Care, 
Is how to get my Palfrey from the Mare. 

Thus fhe replies. Thy Palfrey, as he fhould, 
Welcomes the warm Approach of fweet Defire: 
Affec1ion is a Cole, that muft be cool'd ; 
Elfe, fuffer'd, it will fet the Heart on Fire. 

The Sea bath Bounds, but deep Defire bath none; 
Therefore no l\1arvel t4o, thy Horfe be gone. 

How like a Jade he flood, ty'd to a Tree, 
Servilely maftred with a Ieathern Reign ! 
But when he faw his Love, his Youth's fair Fee, 
He held fuch petty Bondage in Difdain, 

Throwin!? the b.afe Thong ~rom his ~ending Creft, 
Enfranchliing h1s Mouth, his ·sack, his Breaft. . 

'Who fees his true Love in her naked Bed, · 
Teaching the Sheets a whiter Hiew, than white, 
But when his glutton Eye fo full hath fed, 
His other Agents aim at like Delight: 

Who is fo faint, that dare not be fo bold, 
!o touch the Fire, the Weather being cold ? 

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

0 ! learn to love, the Leffon is but plain, 
And once made perfeCt, never loft again. 

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

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

Who wears a Garment lhape1efs and unfinilbt? 
Who plucks the Bud before one Leaf put forth ? 
If fpringing Things be any Jot diminifht, 
They wither in their Prime, prove nothing worth. 

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

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

Difmifs your Vows, your fained Tears, your Flat
For where a Heart is hard, they make no Battry. 

What, canil: thou talk? (quoth ihe)haft thou a Tongue? 
0 ! would thou had'ft not, or I had no hearing ! 
Thy Mermaid's Voice bath done me double Wrong! 
I had my Load before, now preft with bearing. 

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

( wounding! 
Had I no Eyes but · Ears, my Ears would love 
That inward Beauty, and invifible! 
Or were I deaf, thy outward Parts would move 
Each part of me, that were but fenfible. 

Tho' neither Eyes, nor Ears to hear nor fee, 
et lbould I be in love, by touching thee. 

B 1 Say 
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Say, that the Senfe of Reafon were bereft me; 
And that I could not fee, nor hear, nor touch ; 
And nothing but the very Smell were left me, 
Yet would my Love to thee be ftill as much; 

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

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

l.eft Jealoufie, that four unwelcome Gueft, 
Should by his ftealing in diftur b the &aft. -

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

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

This ill Prefage advifedly fhe marketh, 
Even as the Wind is hulht before it raineth, 
Or as the Wolf doth grin before he barketh, 
Or as the Berry breaks before it ftaineth: 

Or like the deadly Bul1et of a Gun, 
His IVIeaning ftroke her e'er his Words begun. 

And at Lis Look fbe flatly falleth down ; 
For Looks ki~l Love, and Love by Looks reviveth: 
A Smile recures the Wounding of a Frown, 
But ble!fed Bankrupt, that by Love fo thriveth ! 

The filly Boy believing fhe is dead, 
Claps h€r pale Cheek, .till clapping makes it red. 

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

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

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

He ki!fes her, and fue, by her good Will, 
Would never rife, fo he will kifs her ftill. 

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

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

Whofe Beams upon his hairlefs Face are fixt, 
As if from thence they borrow'd a l1 their Shine: 
Were never four fuch Lamps together mixt, 
Had not his Clouded, with his Brows repine. . 

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

0 ! where am I! (quoth lbe) in Earth ! or Heaven ! 
Or in the Ocean drencht ! or in the Fire ! 
What Hour is this? or Morn, or weary Even? 
Do I delight to die? or Life defire? 

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

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

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

Long may they kifS each other for this Cure! 
Oh never let their c;rimfon Liveries wear ! 
And as they I aft, their Verdure ftill endure, 
To drive InteB:ion from the dangerous Year! 

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

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

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

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

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

Fair Q!1een (quoth he) if any Love you owe me, 
Meafure my Strangenefs with my unripe Years, 
Before I know my felfJ feek not to know me. 
No Filher but the ungrown Fry forbears, 

The Mellow plum doth fall, the Green fticks faft, 
Or being early pluckt, is four t() tafte. 

Look 
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Look, the Worlds Comforter, with weary G:dte,. 
His Days hot Task hath ended in the Weft ! 
The Owl (Nights Herald) fureeks, 'tis very late, 
The Sheep are gone to Fold, Birds to their N~fr. 

The cole-black Clouds, that fhadow Heavens Ltght, 
Do fummon us to part, and bid good Night. 

Now let me fay good Night, and fo fay you : 
If you will fay fo, you fuall have a Kifs. 
Good Night (quoth fue) and ere he fays adieu, 
The I-!ony Fee of parting tend red is. 

Her Arms do lend his Neck a fweet Embrace, 
Incorporate then they feem, Face grows to Face. 

Till breathlefs he dif-join'd, and backward drew 
The Heavenly Moifture, that fweet Coral Mouth, 
Whofe precious Tafte her thirfty Lips well knew, 
Whereon they furfeit, yet complain on Drouth ; 

He with her Plenty prefr, fhe faint with Dearth, 
Their Lips together glew'd fall to the Earth. 

Now quick Defire bath caught her yielding Prey, 
And Glutton-like fue feeds, yet never fi\leth, 
Her Lips are Conquerors, his Lips obey, 
Paying what Ranfom the lnfulter willeth; (high, 

Whofe Vultur Thought doth pitch the Prize fo 
That file will draw his Lips rich Treafure dry. 

And having felt the Sweetnefs of the Spoil, 
With blind-fold Fury file begins to fon·age; 
Her Face doth reek and fmoak, her Blood doth boil, 
And carelefs Luft f:tirs up a defperate Courage: 

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

B4 Hot 

I 
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Hot, faint and weary, with her hard embracing; Like a wild Bird being tam'd with too much handling; Or as the fleet-foot Roe, that's tir'd with chafing, Or like the froward Infant ftill'd with dandling. He now obeys, and now no more refifteth, 
While flte takes all fhe can, not all fhe liftetb.' 

What Wax fo frozen but diffolves with tempring? And yields at laft to every light lmpreffion? Things out of Hope are compaft oft with ventring; Chiefly in Love, whofe Leave exceeds Commiffion. AffeCl:ion faints not, like a pale fac'd Coward, 
But then woos beft, when m oft his Choice is froward. 

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

Yet Love breaks through, and picks them all at laft. 

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

The which by Cupid's Bow fhe doth proteft, 
He <:arries thence ingaged in his Breaft. 

Sweet Boy, rhe fays, this Night I'll wafte in Sorrow, For my fick Heart commands mine Eyes to watch. Tell me, Loves Mafter, 1hall we meet to Morrow? Say, {ball we, fhall we, wilt thou make the Match? 
He tells her no, to Morrow he intends 
To hunt the Boar wi~h c~r~in of his Friends. 

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

She finketh down ftill hanging on his Neck, 
He on her Bel1y falls, lhe on her Back. 

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

That worfe than Tant~tlu.r is her Annoy, 
To clip Elyfium, and to lack her Joy. 

Even as poor Birds, deceiv'd with painted Grapes; 
Do furfeit by the Eye, and pine the Maw; 
Even fo lbe languifheth in her Mifhaps, 
As thofe poor Bit"tls, that helplefs Berries faw. 

The warm Effetts which Ihe in him finds miffing, 
She feeks to kindle with continual Killing. 

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

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

Thou had'ft been gone(quoth fbe)fweet Boy, e'er this; 
But that thou told'ft me thou would'ft hunt the Boar. 
0 ! be advis'd, thou know'ft not what it is, 
~ith Javelins Point a churlHh Swine to gore, 

Whofe Tufhes never fheath'd, he wheteth ftill, 
ike to a mortal Butcher, bent to kill. 

On 
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On his Bow-back he bath a Battel fet 
Of briftly Pikes, that ever threat his Foes ; 
His Eyes, like Glow-Worms1 fhine when he· doth fret, 
His Snout digs Sepulchres where e'er he goes: 

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

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

The thorny Brambles, and embracing Bullies, 
. As fearful of him, part, through whom he rufhes. 

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

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

0 ! let him keep his loathfome Cabin ftiil ! · 
Beauty hath nought to do with fuch foul Fiends. 
Come not within his Danger by thy Will, 
They, that thrive well take Counfel of their Friends. 

When thou didft name the Boar, not to diffemble, 
I fear'd thy Fortune, and my Joynts did tremble. 

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

My boding Heart pants, beats, and takes no Reft, 
B~t like aa Earth-quake flukes thee on my Breaft. 

For 
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For where Love reigns, difturbing Jealoufie 
Doth call himfelf AffeCtions Centinel, · 
Gives falfe Alarms, fuggefteth Mutiny, 
And in a peaceful Hour doth cry, kil1, kill, 

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

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

Knooks at my Heart, and whifpers in mine Ear, 
That if I Love thee, I thy Death lhould ~ar. 

And more, than fo, ptefenteth to mine Eye 
The PiCture of an angry chafing Boar, 
Under whofe lbarp Fangs, on his Back doth lie 
An Image like thy felf, al1 ftain'd with Gore; 

Whofe Blood upon the fref'h Flowers being fbed, 
Dothmake 'em drop with Grief, and hang the Head .. 

What fhou]d I do? feeing thee fo indeed ? 
That trembling at th' Imagination, 
The Thought of it doth make my faint Heart bleed, 
And Fear doth teach it Divination ? 

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

But if thou needs will hunt, be rurd by me, 
Uncouple at the timorous flying Hare; 
Or at the Fox, which lives by Subtilty; 
Or at the Roe, which no Encounter dare, 

Purfue thefe fearful Creatures o'er the Downs, 
And on thywell-breath'dH{)rfe keep with thy Hounds. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then fhalt thou fee the dew-bedabled Wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the Way. 
E1ch envious Brier his weary Legs doth fcratcb~ 
Each Shadow makes him ftop, each Murmur ftay; 

For Mifery is trodden on by many : 
And being low, never reliev'd by any. 
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Lie quietly and hear a little more, 
Nay do not ftruggle, for thou fhalt not rife. 
To make thee hate the hunting of the Boar, 
Unlike my felf, thou hear'ft me moralize, 

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

Where did I leave? No matter where (quoth he) 
Leave me, and then the Story aptly Ends: 
The Night is fpent. Why, what of that (quoth 1he ?) 
I am (quoth he) expe8ed of my Friends. 

And now 'tis dark, and going I fhal1 fall. 
ln Nig)lt (quoth fhe) Defire fees beft of all. 

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

Make modeft Diana cloudy and forlorn, 
Left lhe fhould fteal a Kifs and die forfworn. 

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

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

·And therefore bath lhe brib,d the Ddl:inies 
To crofs the curious Workmanfhip of Nature ; 
To mingle Beauty with Infirmities, 
And pure Perfeaion with impure Defeature, 

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

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

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

And not the leaft of all thefe Maladies, 
But in one Minutes Sight brings Beauty under : 
Both Favour, Savour, Hiew and Qualities, 
Whereat th' imperial Gazer late did wonder, 

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

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

Be prodigal. The Lamp that burns by N" ht, 
Dries up his Oil, to lend the World his Ltght. 

\Vhat is thy Body, bJt a Swallowing Grave, 
Seeming to bury that Pofterity., _ 
\Vhich by the Rights of Time thou needs muft have' 
If thou deftroy them not in their Obfcurity ? 

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

So in thy felf thy felf art made away, 
A Mifchief worfe, than civil Home-bred Strife, 
Or theirs, w hofe defperate Hands themfelves do flay, 
Or Butcher's Sire, that reaves his Son of Life. 

Foul cankering Ruft the hidden Treafure frets: 
But Gold, that's put to Uf~ more Gold begets. 

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

jl 

For by fhis black-fac'd Night, Defires foul Nurfe, 
Your :Trea tife 1nakes me like you worfe and worfe. 

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

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

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

No Lady, no, my H art longs not to groan, 
But fc undly fieeps, while now it 11eeps alone. 

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

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

Call it DOt Love, for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since fweating Luft on Earth ufurps his Name; 
Under whofe fimple Semblance he hath ft:d 
Upon frefh Beauty, blotting it with Blame ; 

Which the hot Tyrant !trains~ and foon bereaves, 
As Caterpillers do the tender Leaves. 

And 
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Love comforteth like Sun-fhine after Rain : 
But Luft's Effea is Tempeft after Sun. 
Love's gentle Spring doth always frefh remain ; 
Lu!l:'s Winter comes, e'er Summer half be done. 

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

More I could tel1, but more I dare not fay. 
The Text is old, the Orator too green. 
Therefore in Sadnefs now I will away, 
My Face is full of Shame, my Heart of Teen: 

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

" / 

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

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

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

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

Whereat amaz'd, as one, that unaware 
Jfath dropt a precious Jewel in the Flood, 
Or ftonifh'd, as Night Wanderers often are," 
Their Light blown out in fome miftruftful Wood: 

Even fo confounded in the Dark fhe lay, 
Having loft: the fair Difcovery of her Way~ 

And 
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And now fhe beats her Heart, whereat it groans, 
That all the Neighbour-caves, as feeming troubled, 
Make verbal Repitition of her Moans. 
Paffion on Paffion deeply is redoubled. 

Ay me! Jbe cries, and twenty tifl.1eS woe ! woe ! 
And twenty Eccho's twenty times cry fo. 

She marking them, begins a wailing Note, 
And fings extemp'rally a woful Ditty. (dote ; 
How Love makes young Men thrall, and old Men 
How Lbve is wife i::t Folly, foolilh witty: 

Her heavy Anthem frill concludes in Woe! 
And ftill the Quire of Eccho's anfwers fo. 

, Her Song was tedious, and out-wore the :Night; 
For Lovers Hours are long, tho' feeming fhort. 
If p1eas'd themfelves, others they think delight 
In fuch like Circumfi:ance, with fuch like Sport. 

Their copious Stories, often times begun, 
End without Audience, and are never done. 

For who bath fhe to fpend the Night withal 
But idle Sounds, refernbling Parafites ? 
Like fbrill-tongu'd Tapfters anfwering every C::11J; 
Soothing the Humor of fantaftick Wits? 

She faid, 'tis fo: They anfwer a11, 'tis fo, 
'And would fc1y after her, if fhe faid no. 

i..o here the gentle Lark, weary ofRefr, 
From his moift Cabinet mounts up on high, . 
And wakes the Morning, from whofe Jilvtr Breaft 
;The Sun arifeth in his Majefty: 

Who doth the World fo glorioufly behold 
.The Cedar ops and Hills feem burnifh'd Gold. 

a renuJ 



I 

3 4 V E N u s and A o o N I s. 

Venus falutes him with this fair good Morrow. 
0 thou clear God, and Patron of al1 Light ! 
From whom each Lamp and fhining Star doth borrow 
The beauteous Influence, that makes him bright, 

There lives a Son, that fuckt an earthly Mother, 
May lend thee Light, as thou doft lend to other. 

This faid, fue hafteth to a Mirtle Grove, 
Muting the Morning is fo much o'er-worn; 
And yet lhe hears no Tydings of her Love: 
She hearkens for his Hounds, and for his Horn. 

Annn fhe hears them chaunt it luftily, 
And all in halte !he coaf.l:eth to the Cry. 

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

Like a milch Doe, w hofe fwelling Dugs do ake, 
Hailing to feed her Fawn hid in fome Brake. 

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

Even fo the timorous Yelping of the Houn.ds, 
Appals her Senfes, and her Spirit confounds. 

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

Finding their Enemy to be [o curft, 
They all ftrain Curffie who fuall cope him firfr. 

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

Like Soldiers when their Captain once doth yield, 
T-hey bafely fly, and dare not fray the Field. 

Thus ftands Jhe in a trembling Ecftafie, 
'Till cheering up her Senfes fore difmaid, 
She tel1s them 'tis a caufelefs Fantafy, 
And childfh Error, that they are afraid, 

Bids them leave quaking, wills fhem fear no more ! 
And with that Word fhe fpied the hunted Boar. 

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

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

A thoufand Spleens bear her a thoufand Ways, 
She treads the Paths, that fhe untreads again ; 
Her more, than Hafte is marred with Delays; 
Like the Proceedings of a drunken Brain, 

Full of Refpea, yet not at all refpeaing ; 
In Hand with all things not at all aftefring. 

Here kennell'd in a Brake fhe finds an Hound, 
And asks the weary Caitif for his IV1after ; 
And there another licking of his VVound, 
'Gainft venom'd Sores the only foveraign Plaifter ; 

And here fhe meets another fadly fcolding, . 
To whom file fpeaks, and he replies with howhng. 

c 2 VVhen 
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VVhen he had ceas'd his ill refounding Noire; 
Another flap-mouth'd Mourner, black and grim, 
Againft the VVe kin vo1lie o t his V ice; 
Another and an0ther anfwer h ·m, 

Clapping thei- proud Tails to the Ground below; 
Shaking their fcratcht E1rs, bleeding as they go. 

Look l10w the VVorld's poor People are amaz'd 
At Apparitions, Signs a1d Prodigies ; 
VVhereon, with fearful Eyes, they long have gaz'd; 
lnfufing them with dreadful Prophecies, 

So fue, at thefe fad Signs, draws up her Breath, 
And fighing it again, exclaims on Death. 

Hard-favoured Tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean;. 
Hateful Divorce of Love (thus chides 1he Death) 
Grim-grinning Ghoft, Earths VVorm".what doft thou 
To ftifle Beauty, and to fteal his Breath? (mean 

VVho when he liv'd, hi5 Breath and Beauty fet 
Glofs on the Rofe, Smell to the Violet. 

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

Thy 1\'lark is feeble Age; but thy falfe Dart 
1\tliftakes that Aim, and cleaves an Infant's Heart~ 

Hadfr thou but bid beware, then he had fpoke, 
And heari11g him, thy Power had loft his Power. 
The Deftinies will curfe thee for this Stroke, 
They bid thee crop a VVe~d, thou plukeft a Flower: 

loves golden Arrow at him fhould bave faed, 
And not Death's Ebon Dart to. ftrike him dead: 

Doft 
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DoO: thou drink Tears, that thou provok'ft f1.1ch wee
What may a heavy Groan advantage thee? (ping) 
Why haft thou caft into eternal Sleeping 
Thofe Eyes, that taught a11 other Eyes to fee ? 

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal Vigor, 
Since her beft Work is ruiu'd wirh thy Rigour. 

Here overcome, as one full of Defpair, 
She veil'd her Eye-lids, which like Sluces ftop'o 
The Cryftal Tide, that from her two Cheeks fair, 
In the fweet Channel of her Bofom drop'd. (RJin 

But through the Flood-Gates breaks the tilver 
And with his ftrong Courfe opens ~hem again. 

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

But like a ftormy Day, now Wind, now Rain, 
Sighs dry her Cheeks, TeqrS makes them wet again. 

Variable Paffions throng her confrant Woe, 
As ftriving which lliou'd heft become her G1 i9f. 
All entertain'd, each Paffioa labours io, 
That every prefent Sorrow feemeth chief. 

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

By this, far off, file hears fome Huntfmun hot!ow. 
A Nurfe's Song ne'er pleas'd her Babe fo well: 
The dire Imagination, .(be did fol1ow, 
This Sound of Hope doth labour to expe;l: 

For now reviving Joy bids her rcjoyce, 
A.nd ~a tters her, it is Adonis Voice. 

c ~ \.Vhere1t 
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Whereat her Tears began to turn their Tide; 
Being prifon'd in her Eye, like Pearls in Glafs. 
Yet fometime falls an orient Drop befide, 
Which her Cheek melts, as fcorning it fhould pafs 

To wafb the foul Face of the fiuttifh Ground, 
Who is but Drunken when Jhe feemeth Drown' d. 

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

The one d0th flatter thee in Thoughts unlikely, 
With likely Though~s, the other kills thee quickly.· 

Now fbe unweaves the Web, that fhe had wrought, 
.Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame. 
It was not fbe, that call'd him a11 to nought, 
~ow fbe adds Honor to his hateful Name : 

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

No, no (quoth lhe) fweet Death I did but jeft; 
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of Fear, 
VVhen as I met the Boar, that bloody Be aft, 
VVhich knows no Pity but is ftil1 fevere. 

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

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

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

Thus 
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Thus hoping, that Adonis is alive, 
Her rafh Sufpecr The doth extenuate: 
And that his Beauty may the better thrive, 
VVith Death fhe humbly doth infinuate; 

Tells him of Trophies, Statues, Tombs, and Stories, 
His Vietories, his Triumphs aud his Glories. 

0 1ove, quoth lhe, how much a Fool was I 
To be of fuch a weak and fi~ly Mind, 
To wail his Death, who Lives, and muft not Die, 
Till mutual Overthow of mortal Kind ! 

For he being Dead, with him is Beauty Oain, 
And Beauty dead, black Chaos comes again. 

Fie, fie, fond Love, tho\ art fo full of Fear, 
As one with Treafure laden, hem'd with Thieves: 
Trifles (unwitneffed with Eye or Ear) 
Thy coward Heart, with falfe bethinking grieves. 

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

As Faulcon to the Lure, away fhe flies : 
The Grafs ftoops not, fbe treads on it fo light, 
And in her Hafie unfortunately fpies 
The foul Boars Conqueft on her fair Delight. 

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

Or, as the Snail, whofe tender Horns being hie, 
Shrinks backward in his fhelly Cave with P4in, 
And there, all fmother'd up, in fhade doth fit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again : 

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

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

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

VVhereat each Tributary SubjeB: quakes, 
As when the VVind, imprifon'd in the Ground; 
Strugling tor paffage, Earths Foundation fhakes, 
VVhich with cold Terrors doth Mens Minds confound: 

This Mutiny each Part doth fo furprize, (Eyes. 
That from their dark Beds, once more, leap her 

And, being open'd, threw unwi11ing Sight 
Upon the wide VVound, that the Boar had trench'd 
In his {oft Flank: whofe wonted Lilly white 
With purpleTears,that his Wound, wept, was drench' d.' 

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

This folemn Sympathy poor Venus noteth, 
Over one Shoulder doth (he hang her Head ; 
Dumbly fue Paffions, frantickly file Doteth; 
She thinks he could not die, he is not Dead. 

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

Ppon his Hurt fhe looks fo ftedfaftly, 
That her fi~ht dazling, makes the Wound fee m three; 
And then fhe reprehends her mangling Eye, 
Th:lt makes more Gafhes, where no breach fhould be: 

H.is Face feems twain, each feveral Limb is doubled, 
l;ot oft 1.he Eye miftake:s, th~ Brain b~ing troubled. 
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My Tongue cannot exprefs my Grief for one; 
And yet (quoth fhe) behold two .Adons Dead! 
My Sighs are blown away, my fait Tea gone; 
Mine Eyes are turn'd to Fire my Heart to Lead ; 

Heavy Hearts Lead melt at mine Eyes as Fire: 
So Ihall I Die by Drops of hot Defire. 

'Alas, poor World, what Treafure has thou loft! 
What Face remains alive that's worth the viewing? 
Whofe Tongue is Mu lick now? what canft thou boaft 
Of things long fince, or any thing enfuing? 

The Flowers arefweet, their Colours frefh and trim: 
But true fweet Beauty liv'd and dy'd in bim. 

Bonnet, or Veil, henceforth no Creature wear; 
Nor Sun, nor Wind will ever ftrive to kifs you: 
Having no Fair to Iofe, you need not fear; 
The Sun doth fcorn you, and the Wind doth hifs you: 

But when .Adonis liv'd, Sun and fharp Air 
Lurk'd like two Thieves, to rob him of his Fair. 

And therfore wou'd be put his Bonnet on, 
Under whofe Brim the gaudy Sun wou'd peep; 
The VVind wou'd blow it off, and being gone, 
Play with his Locks, then wou'd Adonis weep: 

And ftraight, in Pity of his tender Years, 
They both wou'd !trive who firft lbou'd dry his Tears. 

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

If he had fpoke, the \Volf wou'd leave his Prey, 
And never fright the filJy Lamb that Day. 

\V hen 
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When he beheld his Shadow in a Brook 
There Filhes fpread on it their golden Gills : 
When he was by., the Birds fuch Pleafure took, 
That fome would fing, fome other in their Bills 

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

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

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

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

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

Had I been tooth'd like him I muft confefs, 
With killing him, I fhould have kill'd him firft, 
But he is dead, and never did he blefs 
My Mouth with his; the more [ am accurft. 

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

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

She lifts the Coffer-lids that clofe his Eyes, 
VVhere loe! two L1mps, burnt out in D.ukaefs lies ! 

Two 
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Two Glaffes, where her felf her felf beheld 
A thoufand tim s, and now, no more reflefr, 
Their Vertue loft, wherein they late excell'd, 
And every Beauty robb'd of his Effect. 

Wonder of time (quoth fhe) this is my Spight; 
That, you being dead, the Day ihould yet be light. 

Since thou art Dead, loe! here I prophefy, 
Sorrow on Love hereafter fhaU attend: 
It fball we aited on with J aloufy, 
Find fweet Beginning, but unfavory End, 

Ne'er fetled equally, to high or low; 
That all Love's Pleafures fball not match his Woe. 

It fhall be :fickle, falfe, and· ful1 of Fraud, 
And {hall be blafted in a breathing while, 
The Bottom Poifon, and the Top o'er-ftraw'd 
With Sweets, that fhall the fharpeft Sight Beguile. 

The ftrongeft Body fhall it make moft weak, 
Strike the Wife dumb, and teach the Fool to fp ak. 

It lball be fparing, and to full of Riot, 
Teaching decrepit Age to tred the Meafures; 
The !taring Ruffian fball it keep in Q.1iet, 
Pluck down the Rich, inrich the Poor with Treafurcs, 

It fhall b raging mad, and filly mild, 
!\-lake the young Old, the Old become a Child. 

It fhall fufpea, where is no Caufe of Fear; 
It fhall not fear, where it ihould moft miftruft; 
It fhal1 be merciful and too fevere, 
And moft deceivinP when it feerns moft juft: 

Perverfe it fhall be, when it feems moft toward, 
fut Fear to Valo r, Courage to the Coward. 

It 



44 V E N u s and A o o N 1 ~· 

It fhall be Caufe of War, and dire Events, 
And fet DHfention 'twixt the Son and Sire ; 
Subjett and fervile to all Difcontents, 
As dry combuftuous Matter is to Fire~ 

Sith in his Prime, Death doth my Love defi:roy; 
They, that love beft, their Love 1hall not enjoy. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thus 
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Thus weary of the World, away file hies, 
'And yokes her ftlver Doves, by . whofe fwift Aid, 
Their Miftrefs mounted~ thr~' the empty Skies 
In her light Chariot quickly is conveyed, 

Holding their Courfe to Paphos, where their Queen 
Means to immure her felf, and not be feen. 
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rant I ·have of your llonoura .. 
hle 1Jifpojition, not the Worth . 
of my untutor'd Lines makes it. 
qffured of acceptance,, What I 
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Your IJol·dfhips in all Duty 

\Vill. Sha1{efpear. 
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The Argume11t. 

L U C IUS Tarquinius (for his exceflive 
Pride Jttrnam' d Superb us) after he httd / 

cAus'd his Father-in-LaTJ Servius Tul1ius to 
be cruelly Murder'd, and C?ntrary to the Roman 
Laws and Cujloms, not req~iring or fla_yi~t for the 
People's Sujfrages, had pt[Jejfed himfeiJ of the 
Kingdom ; went acc-:Jmpany'd with his Sons and o-
ther Noblemen of Rome tc bejiege Ardea. During 
n1hich Siege, the principal Men of the Army, mee-
1i»g one Evening at the Tent of Sextus Tarquinius 
the l(,ing' s Son, in their Dijcourfes after Supper 
tvery one commended the ·v;rtues of his mvn Wife; 
Among whom Colatinus estol'd the incomparable 
Chaftity of his rVtje Lucr~ce. In that pteafant 
Humour they all pofted to Rome, and intending, 
hy their fecret and fudden ArrivAl, to make triat 
of that whicN every one h~ before avouch' d, only 
Colatinus finds his J1Tije (tho' it 1vere late in the 
Night) !pinning 4mongft her Maids, the other 
Ladies were found ,~,/l dancing and revelling, or in 
fever at Difports. J1Thereu]on the .lVob!em£ n yield
ed Colatinus the Victory, tnd his Hlife the Fame • 
.At that ttme Sextus 1~aquinius being injl.t.rn' d 
with Lucrece's Beauty, y~t [mothering hts Paf 
fton for the prefent, dep~tr:ed with the re(! back 
to the Carnp, from whence he Jhortly afttr prtvily 
withdrew himfelf, and 1vas ( accordtng to his fl ate) 

D r~~~ 
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roy~lly entertain'd and lodg'd by Lucrece at Cola .. 
tium. The fame Night he, treacherou(iy ftealing 
into her CharJtber, violently Ravijh' d her, and 
-rarly in the Morning fpeeded arvay. Lucrece, in 
this lamentabLe plight, hajltly difpatcheth Mejfen
gers, one to Rome for her Father, another to the 
[amp for Colatine. They came, the one accom· 
panied with J unius Brut us, the other with Publiu·s 
Valerius: and finding Lucrece .1ttir'd in Mortr
ning Habit, demanded the Cauje of her SorrOJv. 
She, {irjl taking an Oath of them for her Revenge, 
reveat>d the A~for, and whole Matter of his Dealing, 
and with all fuddenly jfabb' d her [elf. J11hich done, 
with one Confent, they all vow'd to root out the whote 
hated Family of the Tarquins : and bearing the 
dead Body to Rome, Brutus 461Jttainted the Peo
ple with the Doer and Manner of the vile Deed, with 
a bitter Invt{five agRinjl the 'ljranny of the King; 
wherewith the People were fo mov' d with one Con
font, and a generaL Aaclttm4tion, that the Tarquins 
were all Exti'd, and the State-Government chang'd 
from l(,ings to Confuts,. 

fARQUIN 



( )i ) 

AROUI 
AND 

UCRECE. 
,;;~~= R 0 M the befieg'd .Ard~a all in 

poft, ., 
Born by the tru!Uefs Wings of falfe 

Defire, 
Luft-breathing •Tarquifl leaves the 

Roman Ho~, 
And to Colatium bears the lightlefs ¥ire, 
Which in pale Embers hid; lurks to afpire, 

And girdle, with. imbra.cing Flames, the Waff: 
Of Colatine's fair Love, Lucrece the chaft. 

Haply that Name of Chaft; unh~piy fet 
This batelefs Edge on his keen A petite : 
When Colatine unwifely did not let 
To praife the clear unmatched Red and ~'hite; 
Which triumph'd in that Sky of his Delight; 

Where mortal Stat, as bright as He~vcn's Beauties, 
With pure Afpeas did him peculiar Duties. 

For he the Night before, in T~trcjuin's .. fent, 
Unlock'd the Treafure of his happy St.ate : 
Wh t prizelefs Wealth the Heavens hall him lent, 
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l!l the Poffefiion of his Beauteous Mate ; 
Rec~oning his Fortune at fo high a Rate, 

That Kings might be efpoufed to more Fawe, 
But K.ing, nor Prince to fuch a peerlefs Dame. 

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

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

Peauty it felf, doth . of it felf . perfuade 
The Eyes of lVIen without an Orator ; 
What needed then Apologies be made 
To fet forth that, which is fo fingular? 
Or why JS Colatme the Publilher 

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

Perchance his Boaft of Lucrece's Sov'reignty 
S'1ggefted this proud Ifrue of a King ; 
F"1r by our Ears our Hearts oft tainted be. 
Perchance, that Envy of fo rich a Thing 
Brav.ing compare, difdainfully did fting (lhould vant 

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

But fome untimely Thought did inftigate 
Ilis a 11 too timelefs fpeed, if none of thofe. 
His Honour, his Affairs, his Friends, his State, 
NegleCted ,a\1, with fwift Intent, h_e · goes 
To.) q· encn the Coal, which in his Liver glows. 

0 rafh fa lfe H~at wrapt in repentant Cold! 
. l.hY haft1 Spring ftill blafts, and ne'er grows Old. 

_ When 

\ 
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When at Coldtia this falfe Lord arriv'd 
Well was he welcom'd by the Roman Dame, 
Within whofe Feace Beauty and Vertue firiv'd, 
\Vhich of them both fhould underprop her Fame. 
When Vertue brag'd., Beauty would blufu for fhame ; 

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

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

Teaching them thus to ufe it in the Fight; 
When Shame affail'd, the Red lhould fc ce the 

(Wh ite. 
This Heraldry in Lucrece Face was feen, 
Argu'd by Beauties red and Vertues white, 
Of either's Colour was the other Queen; 
Proving from World's Minority their Right ; 
Yet their Ambition makes them ftill to fight. 

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

This filent War of Lillies and of Rofes, 
Which Tarquin view'd in her fair Face's Field, 
In their pure Ranks his Traitor Eye inclofes, 
Where, left between them both it fuould be kill'd, 
The Coward Captive vanqui1hed doth yield 

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

Now thinks he, that her Husband's fhallow Tongue, 
The niggard Prodigal, that prais:d her fo, 
In thlt high Task bath done her Beauty wrong, 

D 3 Which 
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Which far exceeds his barren Skill to fhow. 
Therefore that Praife, which Colatin~ doth owe1 lnchanted Tarquin anfwers with Surmife, 

In filent Woqder of ftill gazing Eyes. · 

This earthly Sajnt, adored by this bevi~, 
Little fufpetl:ed the falfe Worfuipper. 
t For Thoughts unftain'd do fddom dream of ETil~ 
~ Birds never limb'd, no fecret Bullies fear: 
So guiltlefs fue fecurely gives good Chear, 

And rever~nd Welcome to her Princely Gueft, 
Whofe inward Ill no o~~ward Harm· expreft. 

For That he colour'd with his high Eftate, 
:fiiding bafe Sin in Pleats of Majefty, 
That nothing in him (eem'd inordinate, 
~av~ fometime too much Wonder of his Eye.;' 
:Which having all, all coulq not fatisfy ; 

.But poorly rich fo wanteth in his Store, 
Th~t cloy'd with mqch, he p~neth ftill for more .. 

J3ut lhe that never cop'd with ftranger-Eyes, 
Could pick no Meaning from their par ling Looks; 
~or read the fubtle fhining Secrefi~s · 
Writ in the Glaffy M~rgents of fuch Boolts. 
~h~ touch?d no unknown Baits., nor fear'd no Hooks; 

Nor could lh~ morali1-e his w~~ton Sight, 
More, than pis Eyes w~e open'd to the Lig~t. 

He ftories to her Ears her Husband's Fam~ :woll in th~Fi~lds of fruitful !tidy; · 
'And qecks with Praifes Co!atin,'s ~igh Name, 
Made glorious by his man~y Ghivalry, 
W,ith bruifed Arms and ~Vreaths of Viliory. 

Her Joy with heav'd-up Hand lhe doth exprefs~ 
Ang werd~ef$ fo gr~ets He~y'~ for ~is Succefs. -a 

. ~·~f 
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Far from the Purpofe of his Coming thither, 
He makes Excufes for his being there; 
~o cloudy Show of ftorrny bluftrin~ Weather 
Doth vet in his fair Welkin once appear, 
Till fable Night, fad Source of Dread and Fear, 

Upon the World dim 0Jrknefs doth difplay, 
And in her vaulty Priron fhuts the Day. 

For then is Tarquin brought unto his Bed, 
Intending Wearinefs with heavy Sprite: 
For after Supper long he quefi:ion'd 
With modeft Lucrece, and wore out the Night. 
Now leaden Slumber with Life's Strl!ngth doth fight, 

And every one to reft themfelves beta ke, 
Save Thieves, and Cares, and troubled Minds, that 

(wake. 
As one of which cloth Tarquin lie revolving 
The fundry Dangers of his Will's obtaining, 

et ever to obt:1in his Will refolving 
Tho' weak-built Hopes perfuade him to abfraining, 
Defpair to gain doth traffick oft for G·1ining ; 

And when great Treafur.e is the Meed propos'd, 
Tho' Death be ~Zdjunil, there's no Death fu ppos'd~ 
' 

Thofe, that much covet are of Gain fo fond, 
That oft they have not that, which they poffcf~ ; 
They fcatter and unloofe it from their Bond, 
And fo by hoping more they have but Iefs ; 
Or gaining more, the Pro·fit of Excefs 

Is but t,o furfeit, and fuch Griefs fuftain, 
That they prove bankrupt iu this poor, rich ain 

The Aim of all, is but to nurfe the Life, 
With Honour, Wealth, and Eafe in waining Age . 
And in this Aim there is fuch thwarting Strife, 

D 4 T hat 
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That one for al1, or all for one we gage: 
As Life for Honour, in fell Battels rage, 

Honour for Wealth, and oft that Wealth doth coft 
The Death of all, and altogether loft. 

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

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

Such Hazard now mufi: doting Tarquin make, 
Pawning his Honour to obtain his Luft : 
And for himfelf, himfelf he muft forfake. 
Then where is Truth, if there be no Self-Truft ? 
When lhall he think to find a ftranger juft, 

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

Now ftole upon the Time the Dead of Night, 
When heavy Sleep had clos'd up mortal Eye; 
No comfortable Star did lend his Light, 
No Noife but Owls and \Volves death·boding Cries. 
Now ferves the Seafon, that they may furprize 

The filly Lambs, pure Thoughts are dead a ad ftill, 
Whilft Luft and Murder wakes to ftain and kil1. 

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

Ooth too too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brainfick rude Defire. 

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

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

Here pale with Fear, he doth premeditate 
The Dangers of his loathfom Enterprize: 
And in his inward Mind he doth debate 
What following Sorrow may on this arife: 
Then looking fcornful1y he doth defpife 

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

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

Let fair Humanity abhor the Deed, (Weed. 
That fpots and ftains Love's mod eft fnow-w hite 

0 Shame to Knighthood, and to 1hining Arms! 
0 foul Difhonour to my Houfbould's Grave ! 
0 impious Atl: including all foul Harms!. 
A martial Man to be foft Fancy's Slave ! 
True Valor frill a true Refpetl lhould have. 

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

Yes, tho' I die the Scandal will furvive, 
And be an Eye-fore in my Golden Coat: 
Some loathfome Da1h the Herald will contrive, 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But as he is my Kinfman, my dear Friend, 
The Sh~me and Fault finds no Excufe nor End. 

Shamful 



T A R ~ u I N and L u c ll E '-· S 9 

Shamful it is, it once tlfe Faa: be known; 
Hateful it is; there is no Hate in loving. 
I'll beg her Love ; but fbe is not her own : 
The worft is but denial, and reproving. 
My Will is ftrong, paft Reafons weak removing.· 

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

Thus (gracelefs) holds he Difputation, 
'Tween frozen Confcience and hot-burning Will, 
And with good Thought makes Difpenfation, 
Urging the worfer Senfe for Vantage ftill ; 
Which in a Moment doth confound and kill 
· All pure Effetts, and doth fo far proceed, 

Then what is vile lhews like a vertuous Deed. 

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

Firft red as Rofes, that on Lawn we lay, 
Then white as Lawn the Rofes took away .. 

And now her Hand in my Hand being lock'd, 
Forc'd it to tre ble with her Loyal Fear: 
Which ftro.ok her fa , nd then it fafter t ock'd 
Until her Husband's Welfare fhe did hear, 
Whereat fbe fmiled with fo fweet a Chear, 

That had Narciffus f~n her as ihe ftood, 
Self-love bad never drown'd him in the Flood. 

Why hunt I then for Colour or Excufes? 
Alii Orators are damb, when Beauty pleads. 
f9Pr.Wr tcl1es ave remorfi in poor Abufes, 

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

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

Then Childifh Fear avant, debating die, 
Refpett and Reafon wait on wrinkled Age : 
My Heart fuall never countermand mine Eye~ 
Sad Paufe and deep Regard befeems the Sage; 
My Part is Youth, and beats thefe from the Stage. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

By reprobate Defire thus madly led, 
The Rom~en Lord doth march to Lu~ece's Bed. 

- · The 
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The Locks between her Chamber and his Will, 
Each one by him enforc'd, recites his Ward; 
But as they open, they all rate his 111, 
Which drives the creepin~ Thief to feme Regard ; 
The Threfuold grates the Door to have llim heard · 

Night-wandring Weezels fhreek to fee him there' 
They fright him, yet he ftill purfues his Fear. ' 

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

But his hot Heart, which fond De fire doth fcorch, 
Puffs forth another Wind that fires the Torch. 

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

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

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

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

So, fo, quoth he, thefe Lets attend the Time, 
Like little Frofts, that fometime threat the Sr r ing, 
To add a more rejoicing ta the Prime, 

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

Huge Rocks, high Winds, ftrong Pirats, Shelves 
and Sands, 

The Merchant fears, e'er rich at home he Lands' 

Now is he come unto the Chamber Door, 
ihat fhuts him from the Heaven of his Thought., 
Which with a yielding Latch, and with no more, 
Hath barr'd him from the bteffed thing he fought. 
So from himfelf Impiety bath wrought, 

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

But in the Midft of his uttfruitful Prayer, 
Having fol1icited th' eternal Power, 
That his foul Thoughts might compaf's his fair Fair~ 
And they woulci' ftand aufpicious to the Hour, 
Even there be ftarts, quoth he, I muft defiour. 

The Powers to whom I pray, abhor this Fafr, 
How can they then affift me in the Act ? 

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

The Eye of Heaven is out, and mifty Night 
Covers the Shame, that follows fweet Delight. 

This faid the guilty Hand pluck'd up the Lat€h, 
And with his Knee the Door he opens wide, 
The Dove i1eeps faft, that this Night-Owl will catch. 
Thus Treafon works e'er Traitors be efpy'd : 
VVho fees the lurking Serpent fteps afide; 

Bnt fhe found fieeping, fearing no fuch thing, 
Lits at the Mercy of his mortal Sting. In.-
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lnto the Chamber wickedly he ftalks, 
And ~azeth on her yet unftained Bed: 
The Curtains being clofe, about he walks, 
Rolling his greedy Eye-balls in his He~d~ 
By their high Treafon in his Heart milled, (foon 

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

Look as the fa·ir and fiery pointed Sun, 
Rufuing from forth a Cloud, bereaves our Sight: 
Even fo the Curtain drawn, his Eyes begun 
To wink being blinded with a greater Light : 
Whether it is, that fhe refleas fo bright, 

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

0 had they in that darkfom Prifon died ! 
Then had they feen the Period of their Ill ; 
The·· Co/atine again by Lucrece Side, 
In his clear Bed might have repofed ftill. 
But they muft ope this bleffed League to kW ; 

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

Her Lilly IT_,nd her rofy Cheeks lies under, 
Cozening , Pil1ow of a lawful Kifs, 
Which therefore angry, feems to part in funder7 

Swelling on either Side to want his Blifs, 
Between whofe Hills, her I--Iead intombed is; 

Where like a virtuous Monument the lies, 
Te be admir'd of leud unhallow,d Eyes. 

Without the Bed her other fair Hand was 
On the green Coverlet, whofc perfea whi14e 
Shew'd like an .April Dazy on the Grafs, 

\Vith 
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With pearly Sweat, refembling Dew of Night.' 

. Her Eyes like Marigolds had fheath'd their Light; 
And canoped in Darknefs fweetly lay, 
Till they might open to adorn the Day. 

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

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

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

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

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

Her Azure Veins, her Alabafter Skin, 
Her Coral Lips, her Snow-white dimpled Chin .. 

As the grim Lion fauneth o"er his Prey, 
Sharp Hunger by the Conqueft fatisfy'd: 
So o'er this fieeping Soul doth Tarquin ftay, 
His Rage of Luft by gazing qualify'd, 
Slack'd, not fuppreft; for ftanding by her Side; 

His Eye which late this Mutiny reftrains, 
U l1to a greater Uproar tempts his Veins. 

I 

And 
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And they, like firagling Slaves for Pillage fightii:gj 
Obdurate Vaifals fell Exploits effetling, ' 
In bloody Death and Ravi!Pment delighting, 
Nor Childrens Tears, nor Mothers Groans refpetl:ing, 
Swell in their Pride, the Onfet fiill ex petting. 

Anon his beating Heart alarum !hiking, ·.(ing. 
Gives the hot Charge, and bids them do their lik-

His drumming Heart chears up his burning Eye; 
His Eye comrnends the Leading to his Hand ; 
His Hand, as proud of fuc.h u Dignity, 
Smoaking with Pride, marcht on to make his Stand 
On her bare Breafts, the Heart of all her Land, 

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

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

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

Imagine her as one in Dead of Night, 
From forth dul1 Sleep by dreadful Fancy waking 
That thinks file hath beheld fome gafi ly Sprite, ' 
VVhofe grim Afpcet fets every Joint a fl1akino, 
VVhat Terror 'tis : but fhe in worfer taking, c 

From Sleep difrurbed., heedtully doth view, 
The Sight, which makes fuppofed ]"'error rue. 

VVrapt and confounded in a thoufand Fears, 
Like to a new·ki tl'd Bird fhc trem b!ing lies : 
She dares r!Ot look, yet winking then: arp('ar 

E Qu:<. ;· 
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Quick fhifting Anticks ugly in her Eyes, 
Such Shadows are the weak Brain's Forgeries ; 

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

His Hand, that yet remains upon her Breaft, 
(Rude Ram to hatter fuch an Ivory VValJJ 
J\tTay feel her Heart (poor Citizen) diftreft, 
Wounding it felf to death, rife up and fan, 
Be<1ting her Bulk, that his Hand {bakes withal. 

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

Firft like a Trumpet doth his Tongue begin 
To found a Parley to his heartlefs Foe, 
Who o'er the white Sheet peers her whiter Chin, 
The Reafon of this Alarum to know, 
Which he by dumb Oemeanor feeks to fhow: 

But ihe with vehement PrGtyers urgeth frill, 
Under what Colour he commits this 111. 

Thus he replys, The Colour in thy Face, 
That even for Anger makes the Li11y pale, 
And the red Rofe b1ulli at her own Dif~race, 
ShaH plead for me, and tell my loving Tale. 
Under that Colour am I come to fcale 

Thy never-conq'ler',d Fort, the Fault is thine, 
For thofe thine Eyes betray thee unto mine. 

Thus I foreil:a I thee, If thou mean to chide: 
Thy Beauty hath infnar'd thee to this Night, 
Where thou wit11 Patience mufr my will abide ; 
1Vfy VVill., that marks thee for my Earth's Delight, 
Which 1 to conq'Jer fought with ~11 my Might. 

But as Reproor aed ReJ1on beat It dead, 
By thy bright Beauty it was newly bred. 

I fee 
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I fee what Croffes my Attempts will bring ; 
I know what Thorns the growing Rofe defends ; 
I think the Honey guarded with a Sting. 
All this before-hand Counfei comprehends ; 
But Wil1 is deaf, and hears no heedful Friends~ 

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

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

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

This faid, he flukes a'loft his Roman Blade, 
Which like a Faulcon tow'ring in the Skies) . 
Coucheth the Fowl below with his Wings Shade, 
Whofe crooked Beak threats, if he mount he dies ! 
So under his infulting Fauchion lies 

Harmlefs LucretiA, marking what he tells, 
With trembling Fear, as Fowl hear Faulcon's Bells. 

Lucrtct, quoth he; this Night I muft enjoy thee~ 
If thou deny, then Force muft wot k my way ; 
For in thy Bed I purpofe to deftroy thee. 
That done, fome worthlefs Slave of thine I'll flay, 
To kill thine Honour wirh .thy Life's Decay; • 

And in thy dead Arms do I mean to place ham, 
Swearing 1 flew him fceiog thee imbrace him. 

So thy furviving Husband 1ha11 remain, 
The fcornful Mark of every open Eye; 
The Kinfmen hang their Heads at this Difdain, 

E 2. ·rhy 
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Thy IIfue blur'd with namelefs Baftardy; 
And thou the Author of their Obloquy, 

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

But if thou yield, I reff: thy fecret Friend, 
The Fault unknown is as a Thought unatl:ed ·; 
A little Harm done to a great goorl End, 
For lawful Policy remains enae1ed. 
The poifonous Simple fom·etimes is compaaed 

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

Then for thy ·Husband, and thy Children's fake, 
Tender my Suit, bequeath'd not to their Lot, 
The Shame that from them no Device can take, 
The Blemifh that will never be forgot, 
Worfe, than a fiavifh Wipe, or birth-hour's Blot; 

For Marks defcrlb'd in 1VIens Nativity, 
Are Nature's Faults, not their own lafamy. 

Here with a Cockatrice dead-killing Eye, 
.He roufeth up himfelf, and makes a Paufe ; 
While fhe, the Pitl:ure of true Piety, . 
Like a white Hind beneath the Gripe's fharp Claws; 
Pleads in a \~ildernefs, where no Laws; 

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

But when~ black-fac'd Cloud the VVorld does threat; 
ln his dim M 1ft th' a.fpiring Mountain hiding, 
From Earth's dark Womb fome gentle Guft does get, 
Which blow thefe pitchy Vapours from their biding, 
Hind ring their prefent "":"a~l by this dividing. 

So his unhallow'd ha .. , her VVords delays, 
And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays. 

Like 
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Like foul night-waking Cat he doth but dally, 
VVhile in his hold-faft Foot the weak Moufe panteth; 
H~r fad Behaviour feeds his Vulture Folly, 
A fwallow1ng Gulf, that e'en in Plenty w~nteth. 
His Ear her Prayers admits, but his Heart granteth 

No penetrable. Entrance to her plaining, 
Tears harden Lufr, tho' Marble wears with rain

(ing. 
Her pity ... pleading Eyes are fadly fix"d 
In the remorflefs VVrinkles of his Face : 
Her modeft Eloqqe11c~ with Sighs is mix'd, 
VVhich to her Oratory adds more Grace. 
She puts the Period often from his Place, 

And tnidft the Sentence fo her Accent breaks, 
That twice fhe doth begin e'er once {he fpeaks. j 

She conjures him by high Almighty 1ove ; 
By Knighthood,Gentry, and fweet Friendlhip's Oath; 
By her untimely Tears, her Husband's Lov~ ; 
By holy human Law, and common Troth ; 
By Heaven and Earth, and all the Power of both; 

That to his borrow"d Bed he make retire, 
And froop to Honour, not to foul Deflre. 

Q.uoth !he, reward not Hofpitality 
VVith fuch black Payment, as thou haft pretended, 
Mud not the Fountain, that gave Drink to thee, 
Mar not the Thing that cannot be amended : 
End thy ill Aim, before thy fboot be ended. 

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

My Husband is thy Friend, for his Sake fpare me; 
Thy felf art Mighty, for thy o.wn Sake leave. me ; 
'My felf a VVeakling, do not then infnare me; 

. E 3 · Tho11 
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Thou look'ft not like Decelt, do not deceive me ! 
My Sighs like Whirlwinds labour hence to heave thee. 

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

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

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

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

Thou feem'fl: not what thou art, a God, a King, 
For Kings like Gods lhould govern every thing. 

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

From Vaffal AB:or-s can be wip'd away, 
Then Kings Mifdeeds cannot b~ hid in Clay. 

This Deed fhall make thee only lov'd for F(ar, 
But happy Monarchs frill are fear'd for Love: 
With toul Offenders thou perforce muft beat•, 
When they in thee the like Offences prove: 
If but for fear of this, thy \Vill remove . 

. For Princes are the Glafs, die School, tbe Bv'Ok, 
Where Subjeas Eyes do learn, do read~, do loo · 

nd 
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And wilt tho•J be the Shool where Luft fhalllearn? 
J\1ull: he in thee read Lecrures of {uch Shame? 
Wilt thou be Glaf5 wherein it !hall difcera 
Authority for Sin, Warrant for Bl ame ? 
To priviledge Di!hC'nour in thy Name. 

Thou back'ft Reproach againft lon?,-1iving Laud, 
And mak·ft fair Reputdtion but a Baud. 

Haft thou cnmmandcd? by Him that g:1ve it thee, 
From a pure Heart command thy rebel Will : 
Draw not thy Sword to guard Iniquity, 
For it was lent thee aU that Brood to ki11. 
Thy Princely Office how c~nfi: thou fulfil, 

When pattern'd by thy Fault, foul Sin may fay, 
He learn'd to fin, and thou didft teach the way. 

Think but ho;v vile a Specracle it were, 
To view thy prefent Trefpafs in another: 
l\11ens Fault:s do feldom to themfelves appear, 
Their own Tran(~reffions partially they finother. 
This Guilt would feem death-worthy in thy Brother. 

0! how are they wrapt in with lnfamits, 
That from their own Mifdeeds askaunce their Eyes' . 

To thee, to thee, my heav'd up Hands appeal, 
Not to feducing Luft thy rafh reply; 
I fue for exil'd Majefty's Repeal, 
Let him return and flattering Thoug,ts retire. 
His true Rcfpea: will prifon falfe Defire, 

And wipe the dim Mift from thy doting Eyes, 
That thou fhalt fee thy State and pity mine. 

Have done, quoth he, my uncontrouled Tide, 
Turns not, but fwells the ·higher by this Let ; 
Small Lights are foon blown out, huge Fires abide, 

E 4 And 
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And with the Wind in greater Fury fret: 
The petty Streams, that pay a daily Debt 

To their falt Sovereign with their frefh falfe hafte; 
Add to his Flow, but alter not the Tafi:e. 

Thou art (quoth fhe) a Sea, a Sovereign King, 
And lo! there falls into thy boundlefs Flood 
Black Luft,. Dill1onour, Shame, Mifgoverning, 
Who feek to ftain the Ocean of thy Blood. 
If an thefe petty Ills fhould change thy Good, 

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

So 1hall there Slaves be King, and thou their Slave : · 
Thou nobly bafe, they bafely dignified ; 
Thou their fair Life, and they thy fouler Grave: 
Thou loathed in thy Sh.1me, they in thy Pride, 
The leffer thing fhou'd not the greater hide. 

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

So let thy Thoughts low Vaffals to thy State. 
No more quoth he, by Heav'n I will not hear thee : 
Yield to my Love; if not, enforced Hate, 
Inftead of Love's coy touch, {hall rudely tear thee: 
That done, defpiteful1y" I mean to bear thee 

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

This faid, he fets his Foot upon the Light, 
For Light and Luft are d?adly Enemies : 

.Shame folded up in blind concealing Night, 
When mofl: unfccn, then m·:>ft doth tyrannize. 
The Wolf has feiz'd his Prey, the poor Lamb cries, 

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

For 
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For with the nightly Linen, that Jhe wears, 
He pens her pitious Clamors in her Head, 
Cooling his hot Face in the cha!teft :-fc:us, 
That ever mod eft Eyes with Sorrow fhcd. 
0! that foul Lu!t iliould fhould fl:ain fo pure ~Bed! 

The Spots whereof could VVt:eping purify, 
Her Tears fhould drop on them perpetually. 

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

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

Look as the fu11-fed Hound or gorged Havt·k, 
Unapt for tender Smell, or fpeedy Flight, 
Make flow purfuit, or altogether balk 
The Prey wherein by Nature they delight: 
So furfeit-taking Tarquin fears this Night ; 

His . Tafte delicious, in Digefrion fouring, 
Devours his VVil1, that liv'd by foul devouring. 

0! deeper Sin, than bottomlefs Conceit 
Can comprehend in ftil1 Imagination ! 
Drunken Defire muft vomit his Receit, 
E'er he can fee his own Abomination. 
V V bile· Luft is in his P ,·ide7 no Exclamation 

Can curb his Heat, of R{·tgn his rafu Defire, 
Till, like a Jade, Self-will himfelf doth tire. 

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

Like 
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l...ike to a Bankrupt Beggar wails his Cafe : 
The Flelh being proud, Defire does fight with Gr.ace. 

For there it revels, and when that decays, 
The guilty Rebel for Remiffi<>n prays. 

So fares it with this Fault-full Lord. of Romt, 
VVho this Accomplilhment fo hotly ch1s'd; 
For, now againft himfelf he founds this Doo£n~ 
That thro' the length of Time he ftands difgrac'd. 
Befides, his Soul's fair Temple is defac'd, 

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

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

VVhich in her Prefcience fhe controled f'Hll, 
But her Forefight could not foreftaU their VVi11. 

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

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

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

She ftays exclaiming on the direful Night, . 
He runs and chides his vanifh'c.t loath'd Deligftt. gc 
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He thence departs a heavy Convertite; 
She there remains a hoplefs Caft .. a way : 
He in his Speed looks for the Morning Light ; 
She prays fhe never may behold the Day. 
For Day (quoth lhe) Night-fcapes doth open Jay: 

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

They think not but, that every Eye can fee 
The fame Difgrace, which they themfelves behold: 
And therefore would they frill in Darkoefs lie, 
To have their unfeen Sin remain unt'Old. 
For they their Guilt with weeping will unfold, 

And grave lik~ Water that doth eat in SteeJ, 
Upon their Cheeks what helplefs Sh~me they feel~·. 

Here ihe exclaims againft Repofe and Reft, 
And bids her Eyes hereafter fti11 be blind. 
She wakes her 'Heart by beating on her Breafr, 
And bids it leap from thence where it may find 
Some purer Cheft to clofe fo pure a Mind. 

Frantick with Grief, thus breaths 1he forth her 
.A'gainft the unfeen Secrecy of Ntght. (Spight 

0 Comfort-killing Night ! Image of Hell! 
Dim Regifter and Notary of Shame! 
Black Stage for Tragedies and Murders fell ! 
V aft Sin-concealing ChaoJ ! Nurfe of Blame! 
Blind mnfH'd Bawd ! dark· Harbour of Defame ! 

Grim Cave of De .. th! whifpering Confpirator 
With clofe-tongued Treafon and the RavHber ! 

0! hateful, vaporous and foggy Nigh ! 
Since thou art guilty of my curelefs Crime, 
Mufter thy Miih &o mttt the Eaftern Ligh , 

Make 
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Make War againft proportion'd Cou~fe of time:· 
Or if thou wilt permit the Sun to climb 

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

With rqtteO: D~mps ravHh the Morning Air, 
Let their exhal'd unwholefom Breath; make lick 
The Life of Purity, the fupreme Fair., 
E'er he arrive his weary Noon-tide Prick: 
And let thy mifty Vapors march fo thick, 

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

\V ere T;erquin Night, as he is but Night's Child; 
The filver-fhining Queen he would difdain, 
Her twinkling I>Iandmaids too (by him defil'd) 
Thro' Night's black Bofom rhould not peep again: 
So fhould I have Copartners in my Pain ; 

And Fellowfhip in Woe doth Woe a[ wage, 
As Palmers, that rnake fhort their Pilgrimage.' 

Where now have I no one to blufh 'vith me ; 
To crofs their Arms and hang their Heads with mine; 
To mask their Brows and hide their Infamy. · 
But I alone, alone muft fit and pine ; 
Seafoning the Earth with Showers of Silver Brine; 

IVIingling my Talk with Tears.,myGrief withGroans; 
Poor wafting Monuments of lafting Moans. 

0 Night! thou Furnace of foul-reeking Smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day he hold that Face, 
Which underneath thy black all-hidhg Cloak 
lmmodeftly lies martyr'd with Difgrace. 
Keep ftill Poffeffion of thy gloomy Flace, 

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

Make 
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Make me not Object to the tell-tale Day; 
The Light fhall fhew, charaCter'd in my Brow, 
The Story of fweet Chaftity s D«i:cay, 
The impious Breach of holy Wedlock's Vow. 
:Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 

To cipher what is writ in learned Books, 
Will quote my loathfom Tefpafs in my Looks.· 

The Nurfe to ftill her Child will tell my Story, 
'And fright her crying. Babe with 7arquin's Na~e: 
The Orator to deck h1s Oratory, 
Wil1 couple my Reproach to Tarquin's Shame. 
Feaft-finding Miniftrels tuning my Defame, 

Will tie the Hearers to attend each Line, 
How Tarquin wronged me, I Col~ttine. 

Let my good Name, that fenfelefs Reputation, 
For Col11tine's dear Love be kept unfpotted : 
If that be made a Theme for Difputation, 
.The Branches of another Root are rotted, 
,And undeferv'd Reproach to him allotted, 

That is as clear from this Attaint of mine; 
And I, e'er this, was pure to Co/atine. 

0 ! unfeen Shame, invifible Difgrace ! 
0 t unfelt Sore, creft-wounding private Scar ! 
Reproach is ftampt in Colatinus Face, 
And Tarqui1ls Eye may read the Mote afar, 
How he in Peace is wounded, not in War. 

Alas ! how many hear fuch fhameful Blows, 
Which not themfelves, bu~ he that gives them knows? 

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

liave 
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IIave no Perfeaion of my Summer left, 
But robb'd and ranfack'd by injurious Theft. 

In thy weak Hive a wand ring W afp bath crept~ 
And fuck,d the Hony which thy chafi: Bee kept. 

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

And talk'd of Vertue; 0 anlook'd for Evil! 
When V crtue is prophan'd in fuch a Devil. 

VVhy {hould the Worm intrude the m3iden Bud? 
Or hateful Cockaws hatch in Sparrows Nefts? 
Or Toads infet\ fair Founts with Venom Mud? 
Or Tyrant Folly lurk in gentle Breafts? 
Or Kings be breakers of their own Behefts ? 

But no Perfetl:ion is fo abfolute, 
That fome Impurity doth not po.Uute. 

The aged Man, that cofters up his Gold, 
Is plagu'"d with Cramps, and Gouts and painful Fits; 
And fcarce bath Eyes his Treafure to behold, 
But like ftil1 pining Tantalus he fits, 
And ufelefs Bans the Harveft of of his Wits: 

Having no other Pleafure of his Gain, 
But J:urment, that it cannot cure his Pain. 

So then he bath it when he cannot ufe it, 
And leaves it to be mafter'd by his Young, 
Who in their Pride do prefently abufe it: 
Their Father was too weak, and they too ftrong~ 
To hold their curfed bleffed Fortune long. 

The Sweets we wifh for turn to loathed Sours, 
E'en in the Moment, that we call them ours. 
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Unruly Blafts wait on the tender Spring ; (ers · 
Unwholefome Weeds take Root with precious Flow: 
The Adder hiffeth where the fweet Birds fing; 
Wha Vertue breeds, Iniquity devours ; 
We have no good, that we can fay is ours. 

But ill annexed Opportunity, 
Or kills his Life, or elfe his Quality. · 

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

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

Thou mak'ft the Veflal violate her Oath; 
Thou blow'ft the Fire when Temperance is thaw'd; 
Thou fmother'ft Honefty, thou murder'ft Troth: ' 
Thou fool Abettor, thou notorious Bawd ! 
Thou planteft Scandal, and difplaceft Laud. 

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

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

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

When wilt thou be the humble Suppliants Friend ? 
And bring him where his Suit may be obtain'd ? 
When wilt thou fo1t an Hour great Strife's to end? 

Or 
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Or free that Soul, which Whretchednefs bath chain'd? 
Give Phyfick to the fick, Eafe to the pain'd? 

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

The Patient dies while the Phyfician fleeps; 
The Orphan pines while the Oppreffor feeds; 
Jufricc is feafring while the VVidow weeps ; 
Advice is fporting while IafeB:ion breeds; 
Thou granfil: no time for charitable De~ds. 

VVrath, Envy, 1~reafon, Rape and Murder rages; 
Thy henious Hours wait on them as their Pages. 

Vhen Truth and Vcrtue have to do with thee, 
A thoufJnd Crofres kefp them from thy Aid; 
They buy thy Help, but Sin nc'er gives a Fee, 
He gratis comes, and thou art well a paid, 
As well to hear, as grant what he hath faid .. 
. My Colatine would elfe have come to me, 

When Tarquin did, but he was ftaid by thee. 

Guilty thou art of 1\tlurder and of Theft ; 
Guilty of Perjury and Subornation ; 
Guilty ofTreafon, Forgry and Shift; 
G·Jilty oflnceft., that Abomination; 
An Accdfctry by thine Inclination 

To all Sins pafr, and an thaat are to come 
From the Creation to the general Doom. 

·4~· . 
• ..:J 

1VIifl1apen Time., Copefemate of ugly Night; 
Swift fubtl.:! Poft, Carrier of grifly C;tre; · , 
E1ter of Youth, falfe Slave to falfc Delight (Snare; 
Bafe Watch of Woes, S.in's Pack-horfe, Vertue's 
Thou nur[t;ft: aB, and murdereil: all that are. 

0 ! hear me tben, injurious !hifting Time! 
Be guilty of my Death, fince of my Crime. 

.\V by 



Why bath thy Servant Opportunity 
Betray'd the Hours, thou gav'ft me to repofe? 
Cancel'd my Fortunes and inchained me 
To endlefs Date of never-ending Woes? 
Time's Office is to find the Hate of Foes ; 

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

Time's Glory is to calm contending Kings ; 
To unmask FaUhood, and bring Truth to Light ; 
To ftamp the Seal of Time in aged things; 
To wake the Morn, and centinel the Ni~ht ; 
To wrong the Wronger till he render Right; 

To ruinate proud Buildings with thy Hours, 
And fmear with Duft their glittering golden 

(Towers. 
To fill with Worm-holes ftately Monuments; 
To feed Oblivion with Decay of things; 
To blot old Books, and alter their G:ontents; 
To pluck the QuiJ]s from antient Ravens Wings; 
.To dry the old Oak,s Sap .. and·cherHh Springs; 

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

To fhew the Beldame Daughters of her Daughter ; 
To make the Child a Man, the Man a Child ; 
To flay the Tyger, that doth live by Slaughter; 
To tame the Unicorn and Lion wild ; 
To mock the Subtle in themfelves beguil'd; 

To chear the Plowman with increafeful Crops, 
And wafte huge Stones with little Water-dropf• 

Why work'ft thou Mifchief in thy Pilgrimage, 
Uolefs thou could'ft return to make amends ? 
9ne poor: retiring Minute, in an Age, 

F Would 

'• ... 
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Would purchafe thee a thoufand thoufand Friends ~ 
Lending him Wit., that to bad Debtors lends. (back 

0 ! this dread Night! wouldft thou one Hour corn~ 
I could prevent this Storm, and Ihun this Wrack. 

T hou ceafelefs Lacky to Eternity, 
With fome Mifchance crofs Tarquin in his Flight. 
D evife Extremes beyond Extremity 
To make him curfe this curfed crimeful Night. 
Let ghaftly Shadows his lewd Eyes affright, 

And the dire Thought of his committed Evil 
Shape every Bufh a hideous fbapelefs Devil. 

Difl:urb his Hours of Reft with reftlefs Trances ; 
AffiiB: him in his Bed with bedrid Groans. 
Let there bechance him pitiful Mifchances, 
To make him moan, but pity not his Moans. 
Stone him with harden'd Hearts harder, than Stone, 

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

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

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

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

And ever let his unrecalling Time 
Have time to wail th' abufing of his Time. 

0 
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0 ! Time ! thou Tutor both to Good and Bad !· 
Teach me to curfe him, that thou taught'ft this Ill, 
At his own Shadow let the Thief run wad, 
Himfelf, bimfelf feek every Hour to kill ; (fpi11. 
Such wretched Hands, fuch wretched Blood lhould 

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

The bafer is he, coming from a King, 
To 1bame his Hope with Deeds degenerate ; 
The . ightier Man, the mightier is the thing, 
That makes him honour'd, or begets him Hate: 
For greateft Scandal waits on greateft State. 

The Moon being clouded, .1refently is mift, 
But little Stars may hide them when they lift. 

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

Gnats are unnoted wherefoe'er they Hy, 
But Eagles gaz'd upon with every Eye. 

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

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

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

F ~ In 
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In vain I fpurn at my confirm'd Defpi~ht : 
This helplefs Smoke of Words doth me no Right; 

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

Poor Hand, why quivedt thou at this Decree? 
Honour thy felf to rid me of this Shame ; 
For if l die, my Honour lives in thee : 
But if I live, thou liv'ft in my Defame; 
Since thou couldft not defend thy Loyal Dame; 

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

This fa id, from her betumbled Couch lhe fl:arfs~ 
To find fome defperate Inftrument of Death. 
But this no Slaughter·houfe, no Tool imparts, 
To make more Vent for Paffage of her Breath, 
Which thronging thro' her Lips fo vanifbeth~ 

As Smoke from u£tna, that in Air confumes, 
Or that which from difcharg'd Cannon fumes.' 

ln vain (quotb lbe) I live, and feek in vain 
Some happy Mean to end a haplefs Life: 
I fear'd by Tarquin's Fauchion to be fiain, 
Yet for the felf-fame Purpofe feek a Knife: 
But when I fear'd, 1 was a Loyal Wife, 

So a m I now : Oh no ! that cannot be~ 
Of that true Type bath Tarquin rifled me; 

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

Poor helplefs Help, the Treafure ftol'n away; 
To burn the guiltlefs Casket where it lay. 
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Well, weU, dear CDlatine, thou fhalt not know 
The ftained Tafte of violated Troth : 
I will not wrong thy true Affecrion fo, 
To flatter thee with an infring'd Oath, 
This baftard Grafs 1hall never come to Growth. 
· He fhall not boaft, who did thy Stock polJute, 

That thou Art doting Father of his Fruit. 

Nor lball he fmile at thee in feet·et Thought, 
Nor laugh with his Companions at thy State. 
Bu~ thou fhalt know thy Intereft was not bought 
Bafely with Gold, but ftoln from forth thy G;ate; 
For me I am the Miftrefs of my Fate, 

And with my Trefpafs never w i 11 difpenie, 
Till Life to Death acquit my firft Offence. 

I wilJ not poifon thee with my Attaint, 
, Nor fold my Fault in deanly coin'd Excufes; 

My fable Ground of Sin I will not paint, 
To hide the Truth of this falfe Night's Abufes. 
My Tongue fhall utter all ; mine Eyes like Sluces, 

As from a Mountain Spring, that feeds a Dale, 
Sh:dl gufh pure Streams to purge my impure Tale_~ 

By this lamenting Philomel had ended 
The well·tun'd Warble of her nightly Sorrow ; 
And folemn Night with flow fad Gate defcended 
To ugly Hell; when lo the blufhing Morrow 
Lends Light to all fair Eyes, thatLight would borrow . 

But cloudy Lucrt~e Ol~mes her felf to fee, 
And therefore ftill in Night would cloifter'd be. 

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

F ~ VVhy 
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Why pry'ft thou th ro' my Window? Leave thy peeping, 
Mock with thy tickling Beams, Eyes, that are fieeping. 

Brand not my Forehead with thy piercing Light, 
For D ay hath nought to do what's done by Night. 

Thus cavils fhe with every thing fhe fees. 
True Grief is fond, and tefty as a Child, 
Who way-ward one~, his Mood with nought agrees. 
Old Woes, not infant Sorrows bear them mild; 
Continuance tames the one, the other wild, . 

Like an unpracris'd Swimmer plunging· ftill~ 
With too much Labour drowns for want of Skill. 

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

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

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

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

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

Which being ftopt, the bounding Banks o'erflows; 
Grief dallied wirlh nor La\v, nor Limit knows. 

You 
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You mocking Birds, quoth fhe, your Tones intomb 
Within your hollow fwelling feather'd Breafts; 
And in my hearing be you ever dumb, 
My reftlefs Difcord loves no Stops nor Refts; 
A woful Hoftefs brooks not merry Guefts. 

Relifh your nimble Notes to pleafing Ears, 
Diftrefs likes Dumps when time is kept with Tears. 

Come Philomel, that fing'ft of Ravifhment, 
Make thy fad Grove in my difhevel'd Hair: 
As the dank Earth weeps at thy Languifhment, 
So I at each fad Strain will ftrain my Tear, 
And with deep Groans the Diapa{on bear. 

For Burden-wife 1'11 hum on Tarquin fti 11, 
While thou on Tereus defcants better Skill. · 

And while againft a Thorn thou bear'ft thy Part, 
To keep thy fharp Woes waking, wretched I 
To imitate thee well againft my Heart 
Will fix a fharp Knife, to affright mine Eye, 
Who if it wink, fhall thereon fall and die. 

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

And for poor Bird, thou fing'fr not in the Day, 
As fhaming any Eye fhould thee behold : 
Some dark deep Defart feated from the Way, 
That knows nor parching Heat, nor freezing Col4, 
We will find out; and there we will unfold (Kinds; 

To Creatures ftern, fad Tunes to change their 
Since Men prove Beafts, let Beafts bear gentle 

(Minds. 
As the poor frighted Deer, that ftands at gaze, 

Wildly determining which Way to fly; 
Or one incompaft with a winding Maze, 

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

To live or die, which of the twain were better; 
When Life is fham'd and Death reproaches Debtor? 

To kill my felf, quoth {he, alack what were it, 
But with my Body my poor Soul's Pollution? 
They, that lofe half with greater Patience bear it; 
Than they whofe whole is fwallowed in Confufion. 
That Mother tries a mercilefs Conclufion, (one, 

Who having two fw~et Babes, when Death takes 
Will flay the other, and be Nurfe to none? 

My Body or my Soul, which was the dearer? 
When the one pure, the other made divine, 
Whofe Love of either to my felf was nearer? 
When both were kept for Heaven and Col~rtint. 
Ay me ! the Bark peal'd from the lofty Pine, 

His Leaves will wither, and his Sap decay ; 
So muft my Soul, her Bark being peal'd away: 

Her Hou(e is fack'd, her Quiet interrupted; 
Her Manfio.n batter'd by the Enemy ; 
:tier facred Temple fpotted, fpoil'd, corrupted,· 
Grofly ingirt with daring Infamy. 
Then let it not be call'd Impiety, 

If in this blemifh'd Fort I make fame Hole~ 
Thro, which I may convey this troubled Soul. 

Yet die I will not; -till my Colatin' 
Have beard the Caufe of my untimely Death~ 
That he may vow, in that fad Hour of mine, 
Revenge on him, that made me ftop my Breath; 
My .ftained Blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath, 

Which by him, tainted 1ha11 for him be fpent~ 
And as his que, writ in my Teftament. 

I 



· T A R <tu l ~ ~nd l .. u c R. E c I· 8 9 

My Honour I'll bequeath unto the Knife, 
That wounds my Body fo diihonoured: 
'Tis Honour to deprive difuonoured Life. 
The one will live, the other being Dead : 
So of Shame's Afhes fhall my Fame be bred ; 

For in my Death I murder fhameful Scorn~ 
My Shame fo dead, my Honour is new born, 

Dear Lord of that dear Jewel I have loft, 
What Legacy fuall I bequeath to thee ? 
My Refolution, Love, fball be thy Boaft, 
By whofe Example thou reveng'd may~ft be. 
How 'Tarquin muft be us'd read it in me. 
My felf thy Friend, will kill my felf thy Foe, 

And for my fake ferve thou falfe Tarquin fo. 

This brief Abridgment of my Will I make: 
My Soul and Body to the Skies and Ground; 
My Refolution (Husband) do you take; 
My Honour be the Knife's, that makes my Wound; 
My Shame be his, that did my Fame confound; 

,. And al1 my Fame, that lives disburfed be 
To thofe, that live and think no Shame of me. 

Then Cqlatine fhall overfee this Will, 
How was I overfeen, that thou fualt fee it? 
My Blood fball wafh the Slander of mine Ill; 
My Life's foul Deed, my Life's fair End fhal1 free it. 
Faint not faint Heart, but ftoutly fay, fo be it. 

Yield to my Hand, and that fhall conquer thee·; 
Thou dead, that dies, and both fhall Victors be. 

This Plot of Death, when fadly 1he had laid, 
And wip'd the brinifb Pearl from her bright Eyes, 
With untun'd Tongue fhe boarfly call'd her lVIaid, 

· VVhofc 
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VVhofe fwift Obedience to her Miftrefs hies, 
For fieet-wing'd Duty with Thought's Feathers flies~ 

Poor Lucrece Cheeks ·unto her Maid feem fo, 
As VVinter Meads, when Sun do's melt their Snow, 

Her Miftrefs fhe doth give demure good-morrow, 
VVith foft flow Tongue, true Marks of Modefty ; 
And forts a fad Look to her Ladies Sorrow, 
(For why her Face wore Sorrow's Livery) 
But durft not ask of her audacioufly 

VVhy her two Suns were cloud-eclipfed fo? 
Nor why her fair Cheeks over-wafh'd with VVoe? 

But as the Earth doth weep, the Sun being fet, 
Each Flower moiften'd like a melting Eye: 
E'en fo the Maid with fwelling Drops gan wet. 
Her circled Eyne enforced, by Simpathy 
Of thofe fair Suns fet in her Miftrefs Sky ; 

VVho in a falt-wav'd Ocean quench their Light, 
V~hich makes the Maid weep like the dewy Night. 

A pretty while thefe pretty Creatures ftand, 
Like Ivory Conduits Coral Cifterns filling: 
One jultly weeps, the other takes in hand 
No Caufe, but Company of her Drops fpilling; 
Their gentle Sex to weep are often willing ; 

Grieving themfelves to ghefs at other Smarts ; 
And then they drown their Eyes, or break their 

(Hearts. 
For Men have Marble, Women waxen Minds, 
And therefore they are form,d as Marble will: 
The Weak opprefr, th' Impreffion of ftrange Kinds 
Js form'd in them by Force, by Fraud or Skill. 
Then call them not the Authors of their Ill, 

No more, than Wax fhall be accounted Evil, 
Wherein is ftampt the Semblance of a Devil. 

· Their 
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Their Smoothnefs, like a Cha~pain Plain, 
Lays open all the little Worms, that creep. 
In Men, as a rough grown Grove remain 
Cave-keeping Evils, that obfcurely fieep; 
Thro' Chriftal Walls each little Mote will peep. 

Tho' Men can cover Crimes with bold ftern Look, 
Poor Womens Faces are their own Faults Books. 

No Man invieghs againft the wither'd Flower, 
But chides rough Winter, that the Flower has killd: 
Not that's devour'd, but that, which doth devour 
Is worthy Blame, 0 let it not be held 
Poor Womens Faults, that they are fo fulfiH'd 

With Mens Ahufes, thofe proud Lords to blame, 
Make weak ... mad Women Tenants to their Shame! .. 

The Precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 
Affail'd by Night, with Circumftances ftrong 
Of prefent Death and Shame, that might enfue, 
By that her Death to do her Husband Wrong ; 
Such Danger to Refiftance did belong. 

The dying Fear thro' all her Body fpread, 
And who cannot abufe a Body dead? 

By this mild Patience did fair Lucrece fpeak 
To the poor Counterfeit of her complaining. 
My Girl, quoth fhe, on what occafion break (raining? 
Thofe Tears from thee, that down . thy Cheeks are 
lf thou doft weep for Grief of my fuftaining, 

Know gentle Wench, it fma 11 avails my Mood, 
If Tears cou'd help, mine own would dC:l me good. 

But tell me, Girl; when went (and there 1he ftaid, 
Till after a deep Groan) Tarquin from hence ? 
Madam, e'er 1 was up (reply'd the Maid) 

The 
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'The more to blame my fiuggard Negligence: 
Yet with the Fault I thus far can difpenfe, 

My felf was ftirring e'er the break of Day~ 
And e'er I rofe was Tarquin gone away. 

But L1dy, if your Maid may be fo bold, 
She would reqaefl: to know yollr Heavinefs: 
0 peace (quoth Lucrece) if it lbould be told~ 
The Repetition cannot make it lefs. 
For more it is, than I can well exprefs, 

And that deep Torture may be call'd a Hell,' 
When more is felt, than one bath Power to tell.' 

Go get me hither Paper, Ink, and Pen, 
Yet fave that Labour, for I have them here : 
(What fhoulc.l I fay?) one of my Husband's Men 
Bid thou be ready by and by to bear 
A Letter to my Lord, my Love, my Dear; 

Bid him with Speed prepare to carry it, 
The Caufe craves hafte, and it will foon be writ: 

Her Maid is gone, and 1he prepares to write, 
Firft hovering o'er the Paper with her Q.11ill; 
Conceit and Grief an eager Combat fight, 
What: Wit fets down is 'blotted ftill with Will ; 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill ; 

Much like a Prefs of People at a Door, 
Throng her Inventions, which lhall go before.· 

At laft lhe thus begins: Thou worthy Lord 
Of that unworthy Wife, that greeteth thee,· 
Health to thy Perfon, next vouchfafe t'afford 
(If ever, Love, thy Lucrece thou wilt fee) 
Some prefent fpeed tQ come and viftt me. 

So I commend me from our HoLlfe in Grief; 
My Woes are te~iotls, tho' my Words are briefi 

· · · Here 
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Here folds Dte up the Tenor of her Woe, 
Her certain Sorrow writ uncertainly ; 
By this lbort Schedule Colatint may· know 
Her Grief, but not her Grief's true Quality ; 
She dares not therefore make Difcovery, 

Left he fbould hold it her own grofs Ahufe, 
E'er file with Blood had ftain'd her ftain'd Excufe: 

l3efides the Life and feeling of her Pailion, 
She hords to fpend, when he is by to hear her; 
When Si~hs, and Groans, and ·rears may grace the 
Of her 01fgrace, the better fo to clear her (fafuion 
Prom thatSufpicion, which the World might bear her: 

To fuun this Blot fhe wou'd not blot the Letter 
~ith Words, tillAcHon might become them better. 

,To fee fad Sights moves more, than hear them told ; 
For then the Eye interprets to the Ear 
:The heavy Motion, that it doth behold : 
iWhen every Part a Part of Woe doth bear, 
~.Tis but a Part of Sorrow that we hear.-

Deep Sounds make leffer Noife, than fhallow Fords, 
'And Sorrow ebbs being blown with Wind of Words~ 

Her Letter now is feal'd, and on it writ, 
~t .Ardea to my Lord with more than Hafte; 
The Poft attends, and fhe delivers it, 
Charging the four .. fac'd Groom to hie as faft, 
As lagging Souls before the Northern Blaft. 

Speed, more, than Speed, but dull and flow file deems, 
Extremity frill urgeth fuch Extremes. 

The homely Villain curfies to her low, 
And blufbing ~ her with a ftedfaft Eye, 
Jteceives the Scroll without or Yea or No, 

And 
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And forth-with bafhful Innocence doth lie. 
But they, whofe Guilt within their Bofoms lie~ 

Imagine every Eye beholds their Blame, 
For Lucrece thought he blufu'd to fee her Shame. 

When fi\Jy Groom (God wot) it was Defect 
Of Spirit, Life, and bold Audacity; 
Such harmlefs Creatures have a true Refpeel 
To talk in Deeds, while others fancily 
Promife more Speed, but do it leifurely. 

Even fo this Pattern of the worn-out Age 
Pawn'd honeft Looks, but laid no Words to gage. 

His kindled Duty kindled her Miftruft, 
That two red Fires in both their Faces blaz'd. 
She thought he blufh'd as knowing Tarquin's Luft; 
And blufuing with him, wiftly on him gaz'd, 
Her earneft Eye did make him more amaz'd: 

The more fhe fa w the Blood his Cheeks replenHh; 
The more fhe thought he fpy'd in her fome blemiJh, 

But long fhe thinks till he return again, 
And yet the duteous Vaffal fca('ce is gone; 
The weary Time fhe cannot entertain, 
For now 'tis ftale to figh, to weep, and groan.· 
So Woe, bath wearied Woe, Moan tired Moan~ 

That fhe her Plaints a little while doth ftay, 
Paufing for Means to mourn fom~ewer way. 

At laft !he cal1s to mind where hangs a Piece 
Of skilful Painting made for Pri~tm's Troy ; 
Eefore the which is drawn the Power of Greect, 
For He/en's Rape the City to deftroy, 
Threatning cloud-kiffing Ilion with Annoy

4
; 

Which the conceited Painter drew fo proud, 
As Heaven (it feem'd) to kifs the Turrets bow'd. 

A 
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A thoufand lamentable Objects there, 
In fcorn of Nature, Art gave lifelefs Life: 
Many. a . dire Drop feem'd a weeping Tear 
Shed for the fiaughter'd Husband by the Wife. 
The red Blood reek'd to 1bew the Painter's Strife, 

And dying Eyes gleem'd forth their a1by Lights, 
Like dying Coals burnt out in tedious Nights. 

There might you fee the labouring Pioneer 
Begrim"d with Sweat, and fmeared all with Duft; . 
And from the Towers of Troy there wou'd appear 
The very Eyes of Men thro' Loop-holes thruft, 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little Luft. 

Such fweet Obfervance in this Work was had, 
That one might fee tbofe far-off Eyes look fad. 

In great Commanders, Grace and Majefty 
You might behold triumphing· in their Faces; 
In Youth Quick-bearing and Dexterity : 
And here and there the Painter interlaces 
Pale Cowards marching on with trembling Paces; 

VVhich heartlefs Peafants did fo well refemble, 
That onewou'd fwear he faw them quake-and trern

In Ajax and Vlyf{eJ, 0 ! what Art 
Of Phyfiognomy might one behold! 

(ble. 

The Face of either cipher'd either's Heart; 
Their Face, their Manners rnoft exprefly told. 
In .AjAi Eyes blunt Rage and Rigor roll'd. 

But the mild Glance that fhe Vlyjfes lent, 
Shew,d deep Regard and fmiling Government. 

There pleading might you fee grave Neftor ftand, 
As 'twere incouraging the Greeks to fight, · 
Makingfuch fober Aaions with hi$ Hand, 

,That 
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That it beguil'd At tention, charm'd the Sight : 
In Speech it fecm'd his Beard, a\1 filver white, 

\Vag'd up and down, and from his Lips did fiy 
Thin winding Breath, which purl'd up to the Sky. 

About him were a Prefs of gaping Faces, 
Which feem'd to fwallow up his found Advice; 
All jointly liftning, but with feveral Graces, 
As if fome Mairmaid did their Ears intice, 
Some high, fome low, the Painter was fo nice. 

The Scalps of many altnoll: hid behind, 
To jump up higher feem'd to mock the Mind.· 

Here one Man's Hand lean'd on anoth~r's Head, 
H is Nofe being fuadow'd by his Neighbour's Ear; 
Here one being tbrong'd bears back alliwoln and red; 
Another fmother'd, feems to pelt and fwear, 
And in their Rage fu.P Signs of Rage they bear, 

As but for lofs of Nlflor's Golden Words, 
It feems they would debate with aagry Swords; 

For much imaginary Work was there ; 
Conceit deceitful, fo compaCt, fo kind, 
That for Achilles Image ftood his Spear, 
Grip'd in an armed Hand, himfelf behind 
Was left unfeen, fave the Eye of Mind, 

A Hand, a Foot, a Face, a Leg, a Head, 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the Walls of ftrong befieged Troy~ 
When their braveHope, boldHeffor, march'd toFicld, 
Stood many Trojan Mothers, {baring Joy 
To fee their youthful Sons bright Weapons wield ; 

And to their Hope they fuch odd Action yield, 
That thro' their Light Joy feemed to appear, 
(Like bright things ftain'd) a kind of heavy Fear: 

- And 
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And from the Strand of Dardan where they fought 
ToSimou reedy Banks the red Blood ran; 
Whofe Waves to imitate the Battel fought 
With fwelling Ridges; and their Ranks began 

. To break upon the galled Shore, and then 
Retire again, til1 meeting greater Ranks 
They join, and lboot their Fame at Simou Banks. 

To this well-painted Piece is Lucrece come 
To find a Face where all Diftrefs is fte11'd. 
Many 1he fees, where Cares have carved fame, 
But none where all Djftrefs and Dolour dwell'd, 
.Till 1he defpairing Hecuba beheld, 

Staring on Priam's Wounds with her old Eyes, 
.Who bleeding under Pirrhm proud Foot lies. 

In her the Painter had anatomiz'd 
Time's Ruin, Beauty's Wrack, and grim Cares Reign ; 
Her Cheeks with Chops and Wrinkles were difguis'd. 
Of what fue was., no Semblance did remain ; 
Her blue Blood chang'd to black in every Vein. 

Wanting the Spring, that thofe fhrunk Pipes had 
Shew'd Life iUJprifon'd in a Body dead. (fed, 

On this fad Shadow Lucrece fpends her Eyes, 
· And fhapes her Sorrow to the Bddam's Woes; 

Who nothing wants to anfwe-r her but: Cries, 
And biUer Words to ban her crur.l Foes. 
The Pctinter was no God to lend her thofe ; 

And therefore Lucrece fwears he did her Wrong, 
To give her fo much Grief, and not a Tongue. 

Poor Inftrurnent (quoth lhe) without a Sound! 
I'll tune thy Woes with my lamenting Tongue; 
Ancl drop fweet Balm in Priam's painted Wound, 

G And 
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And· rail on Pirrhus, that hath done him \Vrong, 
And with my Te:Hs quench Troy, th1t burns fo long ; 

And with my Knife fcratch out the angry Eyes 
Of all the Greeks, that are thine Enemies. 

Shew me this Strumpet, that began this Stir, 
That with my Nails her Beauty I may tear. 
Thy Heat of Luft, fond Paris, did incur 
This Load of Wrath, that burning Troy did bear; 
Thy Eve kindled the Fire that bnrneth· here. 

And here in Troy, for Trefpafs of thine Eye, 
The Sire, the Son, the Dame, and Daughter die. 

Why fhould the private Pleafure of fame ont> 
Become the publick Plague of many moe? 
Let Sin alone committed light alone 
Upon his Head, that bath tranfgreffed fo. 
Let guiltlefs Souls be freed from guilty Woe. 

For ones Offence why rnould io many fall? 
To phgue a private Sin in general ? 

Lo! here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies ! 
Here manly Heflor faints, here Troylus founds f 
Here Friend by Friend in bloody Channel lies ! 
And Friend to Friend gives unadvifed Wounds ! 
And one Man's Luft thefe many Lives confounds! 

Had doting Priam ch~ck'd his Son's Defire 
Troy had been bright with Fame, and not with Fire~ 

Here feelingly fhe weeps Troy's painted Woes: 
For Sorrow, like a heavy hanging Bell, 
Once fet a ringing, with his own Weight goes; 
Then little Strength rings out the doleful Knell. 
So Lucrer:e fet awork, fad Tales cloth tell 

To pencil'd Penfivenefs, and colour'd Sorrow ; 
She lends them VVords, and Jhe their Looks dotn 

borrow, She · 
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She throws her Eyes about the painted Round, 
And w horn file finds forlorn fhe dot h 1:1 me nt. 
At Iaft fhc fees a wretched Image bound, 
That piteous Looks to Phrygi•m ~hephet dli lent, 
His Face tho' ful1 of Cares, yet fhew'd Content. 

Onward to Troy with there blunt Swains he goes, 
So mild, that Patience feem'd to fcorn his vVoes. 

In him the Painter labour'd with his SkilJ, 
To hide Deceit, and give the Harmlefs lhow, 
An humble Gate, calm Lcoks, Eyes wailing ftilJ, 
A Brow unbent, that feem'd to welcome VVoe; 
Cheeks, neither rrd, nor pale, but mingled fo, 

That blufhing Red, no guilty Inlbnce gave, 
Nor alby Pale, the Fear that falfe Hearts have. 

But, like a conftant and confirmed Devil, 
He entertain'd a Show fo feeming juft, 
And therein fo infconc'd this fecret Evil, 
That jealoufy it felf could not miftruft, 
Falfe creeping Craft and Perjury 1hould thrufl: 

Into fo bright a Day fuch black-fac'd Storms, 
Or blot with Hell-born Sin fuch Saint-like Forms~ 

The wel1-skil1'd VVoman this wild Im!ge drew 
For rerjur'd Sinon, w hofe inchanting Story 
The credulous old Priam after Slew; 
Whoft Wo.rds like Wild-fire burnt the fhining Glory 
Of rich-built llion, that the Skies\\ ere forry, 

And little Stars fhot from their fixed Places, 
VVhen their Glais fell wherein they VIew'd their 

This Pitlure fhe advifedly perus'd, 
And chid the Pdinter tor his wondrous Skill ~ 
'aying, fome Shape in Sinon's wa,s abus-·d, 

G 2 
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S0 fair a Form lodg'd not a Mind io ill : 
And fti11 on him fhe ga·ld, and gazing ftill, 

Such Si~ns of Truth in his ph in Face fhe fpied, 
That fhe concludes, the Pieture wa) belied. 

It cannot be (quoth fhe) that fo much Guile, 
She would have faid can lurk in fuch a Look; 
Rut Tarquin's Shape came in her Mind the while, 
An 1 from her Tongue, can lurk, from cannot, took 
It c1nnot be, fhe in that Senfe forfoo~, 

And turn'<.l it thus, It cannot b~ I find, 
But fuch a Face lhould bear a wicked Mind. 

For e'en as fu btle Sin on here is painted, 
So fober fad, fo weary and fo mild 
(As if with Grief or Travel he had fainted) 
To me came Tarquin armed fo beguild 
VVith outward Honefty, but yet defil'd 

VVith inward Vice; as Pri1tm him did cherilb, 
So did I Tarquin, fo my Troy did perifh. 

Look, look how liftning Priam wets his Eyes 
To fee thofe borrow'd Tears, that Siaon fbeds! 
Pri~em, why art thou old, and yet noc wife? 
For every Tear he falls, a Trojan bleeds: 
His Eyes drop Fire, no Water thence proceeds. 

Thofe round clear Pearls of his, th't move thy Pity 
Are Bans of quenchlefs Fire to burn thy City1 

Such Devils fteal EffeB:s from lightlefs Hell; 
For Sinon in his Fire doth quake with cold, 
And in that cold hot-burning Fire doth dwell; 
Thefe Contraries ft1ch Unity do hold 
Only to flatter Fools and make therr. bold : 

So Priarn's Truft falfe Sinon's Tears ~oth flatter, 
That he finds Means to burn l1is Tr-oy with Water. 

Here 
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Here all inrag'd fuch Paffion her afiails, 
That Patience is quite beaten from her Breaft; 
She tears the fenfiefs Sinon with her ]Sails, 
Comparing him to that unhappy Gueft, 
VVhofe Deed hath made 1~r fetf her {elf deteft. 

At laft The fmilingly with this gives o'er, 
Fool, Fool, quoth ihe, his VVounds will not be fore. 

Thus ebbs and flows the Current of her Sorrow, 
And Time doth weary Time with her Complaining. 
She looks for Night, and then !he longs for Morrow, 
And both fhe thinks too long with her remaining; 
Short time feems long, in Sorrows fharp fuftaining. 

Tho' VVoe be heavy, yet it feldom fieeps, 
And they, that watch, fee Time how fiow it cree~s. 

VVhich aU tnis Time hath over-fiipt her Thought, 
That lbe with painted Images hath fpent, 
Being from the feeling of her own Grief brought, 
By deep furmife of others Detriment, 
Loafing her VVoes in fhews of Difcontent. 

It eafeth fome, tho' none it ever cur,d, 
To think their Dolour others have endur'd. 

But now the mindful Mdfenger comes back, 
Brings home his Lord, and other Company ; 
VVho finds his Lucrece clad in mourning Black, 
And round-about her tear-diftained Eye 
Blew Circles ftream'd, like Rainbows in the Sky. 

Thefe VVatergalls in her dim Element, 
Foretel new Storms to thofe already fpent. 

VVhich when her fad beholding Husband faw, 
Amazedly in her fad Fc~ce he ftares: 
.Her Eyes, tho' fod in Tears> look red and raw, 

Her 
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Her lively Colour kil1'd with deadly Cares. 
He has no Power to ask her how the fares, 

But fl:uod like old Acquaintance in a Trance, 
Met far from Home, wondring each others Chance. 

At laft he tJkc her by the bloodlefs H c1nd, 
And thus b~gins. What uncouth ill Event 
Hath thee be fa lJen, that thou doft trembling ftand? 
Sweet Love, what Spite hath thy fair Colour fpent? 
Why art thou thu~ attir'd in Difcontent? 

Unma:k dear Dear, this moody Heavinefs, 
And tell thy Grief, that we m1y give Redrefs. 

Three Times with Sighs fhe gives her Sorrow Fire 
E'er once fhe can difcharge one Word of Woe. 
At length addrefs'd, to anfwer his Defire, 
She modeflly prepares., to let them know 
Her Honour is ta'en Prifoner by the Foe ; 

\V hi le Coltttine and his conforted Lords 
With fad Attention long to hear her Words. 

And now this pale Swan in her wat'ry Neft, 
Begins the fad Dirge of her certain ending. 
Few Words, quoth file, fhall fit the Trefpafs beft, 
'Alherein no Excufe can give the 'Fault amending, 
Jn me more vVoes, than Words are now depending : 

And my Laments would be drawn out too long, 
To te;I them all with one poor tired Tongue. 

Then be this all the Task it bath to fay, 
Dear Husb.1nd~ in the lfltereft of tby Bed 
A Stranger came, and on that Pil1ow l.ay, 
Where thou waft wont to reft thy weary Head ; 
And that \Vrong elfe may be im-1gi ned 

By foul ! nforcea1ent might be done to me, 
From that, alas! thy Lucrece is not free. 

For 
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For in the dreadful Dead of dark Midnight, 
With Ihining Fauchion in my Chamber came 
A creeping Creature with a flaming Light, 
And foftly cry'd, awake thou Roman Dame ! 
And entertain my Love, elre lafl:in t., Sh~me 

On thee and thine this Night I wii1 inflict 
If thou my Love's De fire do contradict. 

For fome hard-favour•d Groom of thine, quoth he, 
Unlefs thou yoak thy Liking to my Win, 
I'll murder ftreight, and then I'll fia'Jghte · thee, 
And fwear l found you where you did fulfil 
The loathfome Att of Luft; and fo did kill 

The Leachers in their Deed, this AB: will be 
My Fame, and thy perpetual Infamy. 

With this I did begin to ftart and try, 
And then againft my Heart he fets his Swora, 
Swearing, unlefs I took all patiently, 
I fhould not live to fpeak another Word : 
So fhould my Shame fti11 reft upon Record, 

And never be forgot in mighty Rome, 
Th' Adult'rate Death of Lucrece and her Groom. 

Mine Enemy was ftrong, my poor felf weak, 
(And far the weaker with fo ltrong a Fear) 
My bloody Judge forbad my Tongue to fpeak : 
No rightful Plea might plead for Juftice there; 
lfis fcarlet Luft came Evidence to fwear, 

That my poor Beauty had purloin ,d his Eyes; 
And when the Judge is rob'd, the Prifoner die's. 

0 ! teach me how to make mine own Excufe, 
Or, at the leaft this Refuge let me find ; 
.Tho' my grofs Blood be ftain'd with this A~11fe, 

G 4 ltn 
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Immaculate and fpotlefs is my Mind. 
That was not forc'd, that never was inclin'd 

To accelfary Yieldings, but ftil1 pure 
Doth in her poifon'd Clofet yet indure. 

Lo! here the hopelefs l\-ferchant of this Lors, 
With Head inclin'd, and Voice dam'd up with VVoe. 
VVith fad fet Eyes, and wretched Armsacrofs, 
From Lips new waxen pale begins to blow 
The Grief away, that ftops his Anfwer fo. 

But wretched as he is, he ftrives in vain, 
VVhat he breathes out, his Breath drinks up again.· 

As thro' an Arch, the violent roaring Tide 
Out-runs the Rve, that doth behold his Hafte ; 
Yet in the Edd£e boundeth i 1 his Pride, 
Back to the Strait, that forc'd him on fo fall:e, 
In Rage fent out, reca 1J'd in Rage hei ng pait : 

Even fo his Sighs, his Sorrows make a Saw, 
To pufh Grief on, and back the fame Grief draw. 

VVhich fpeechlefs VVoe of his poor lhe attendeth• 
And his untimely Frenzy thus awaketh. 
Dear Lord, thy Sorrow to my Sorrow lendeth 
Another Power, no Flood my raining flacketh ; 
My VVoe too fenfible thy Paffion maketh 

More feeling painful, let it then fuffice 
To drown one VVoe, one Pair or weepin~ Eyes. 

And for my fake when I might charm theefo, 
For lbe, that was thy Lucrece-now attend me, 
Be fuddenly revenged on my Foe. 
Thine, mine, his own ; fuppofe thou dolt de~end me 
From what is paft, the Help, that thou fhal~ lend me 

Comes all to late, yet let the Traitor die ; 
For fparing Juftice feeds lniq ui ty. 

But 



T A. R Q.. u 1 N tfnd L u c R E c E. 1 o 5 · 

Sut e'r I name him, you fair Lor'ds, quoth lhe, 
(Speaking to thofe, that came with Colatine) 
Shall plight your honourable Faiths to me, 
With fwift Purfuit to venge this Wrong of mine: 
For 'tis a meritorious fair Defign, 

To chafe Injuftice with revengeful Arms., 
Knights by their Oaths Ihould right poor Ladies 

At this Requeft, with noble Difpofition, 
Each prefent Lord began to promife Aid, 

(Harms. 

As bound in Knighthood to her Impofltion, 
Longing to hear the hateful Foe bewray'd: 
But file that yet her fad Task bath not faid, 

The Proteftation frop3. 0 fpeak qnoth !he, 
How may this forced Stain be wip'd from me? 

What is the Quality of my Offence, 
Being conftrain'd with dreadful Circurnftances? 
May my pure Mind with the foul Act difpenfe 
My low declined Honour to advance? 
May any Terms acquit me from this Cha nee? 

The poifon'd Fountain clears it felf again, 
And why not I from this compelled Stain? 

With this they all at once began to fay, 
Her Bodfs Stain the Mind untainted clears, 
While with a joylefs Smile fhe turns away 
The Face, that Map, which deep lmprdllon bears 
Of hard Misfortune carv'd it in with Tears. 

No no, quoth lhe, no Dame hereafter living, 
By my Excufe lhall claim Excufes giving. 

Here with a Sigh, as if her Heart would break, 
She throws forth Tarquin's Name, He, he, fhe fays: 
But more~ than he, her poor Tongue could not fpeak, 

Till 
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'Ti\1 after many Accents and Delays, 
Untim~ly Breathings, fick and fhort Ailays, 

She utters this, He, he, fair Lord 'tis he 
That guides this H1nd to give this Wound to me. 

Even here fhe lheathed in her harmlefs Breaft 
A harmful Knife, that thence her Soul unflleathed, 
That Blow did bail it from the deep Unreft 
Of that polluted Prifon where it breathed; 
Her contrite Sighs unto the Clouds beq1eathed 

Her winge Spright., and thro'- her Wounds doth fly 
Life's laftiag Date from cancel'd Deftiny. 

Stone- frill, aftonifll'd with this deadly Deed, 
Stood Colatine and all his Lordly Crew, 
Till Lucrece Father, that beholds her Bleed, 
Himfelf on her felf-il1ughter'd Body threw: 
And from the purple Fountain Brutus drew 

The murd'rous Knife and as it left the Place, 
Her Blood in pure Revenge, held it in Chafe. 

And ~ubling from her Breaft it doth divide 
In two fiow Rivers, that the crimfon Blood 
Circles her Body in on every Side, 
Who like a late fack'd Ifhnd vaftly ftood 
Bare and unpeopled in this fearful Flood. 

Some of her B1ood ftill pure and red remain'd, 
And fome look'd black, and that falfe Tarquin 

(ftain'd. 
About the Mourning and congealed Face 
Of that black Blood, a watry Rigol goes, 
Which fcems to weep upon the tainted Place ; 
And ever fince, a, pitying Lucrece woes, 
Corrupted Blood, fome wat'ry Token fhows, 

And Blo::>d untainted ftill doth red abide, 
Blu1hing at that which is fo putrify'd. 

Daughter, 
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Daughter, dear Daughter, old Lucrrtius cries, 
That Life was mine, which thou haft here depriv'd · 
If in the Child the Father's Image lies, ' 
Where fhall llive, now Lucrece is unliv'd? 
Thou waft not to this end from me dcriv'd. 

If Children prred t>ceafe Progenitors, 
We are their Oif-fpring and they none of ours. 

Poor broken Glafs, I often did behold 
In thy fweet Semblance, my old Age new born, 
But now that fair frefb l\r1irror., dim and cold, 
Shews me a barehon'd Death by Time out-worn. 
0 ! from my Cheeks my Image thoa haft torn ! 

And lhiver'd all the Beauty from my Glafs, 
That I no more can fee what once I was. 

0! Time, ceafe thou thy Courfe and ha!l:e no longer; 
If thou furceafe to be, that fhould furvive : 
Shall rotten Death make Conqueft of the Stronger, 
And leave the faltring feeble Souls alive ? 
The old Bees die, the young poJfefs their Hive; 

Then live fweet Lucrece, live again and fee 
Thy Father die, and not thy Father thee. 

By this ftarts Colatine as from a Dream, 
And bids Lucrrtius give his Sorrow place; 
And then in Key-cold Lucrece bleeding Stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his Face, 
And counterfeits to die with her a Space; 

Till manly Shame bids him polfefs his Breath, 
And live to be revenged on her Death. 

The deep Vexation of his inward Soul 
Hath ferv'd a dumb Arreft upon his Tongue, 
Who made that Sorrow Jhould his ufe controu1, 

Or 
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Or keep him from heart-eafing Words fo long; 
Begins to talk, but thro' his Lips do throng 

Weak \Vords, fo thick come in his poor Heart's Aid 
That no Man could diftinguifh what he faid. ' 

Yet fometime Tarquin was pronounced plain, 
But thro' his Teeth, as if his Name he tore. 
This windy Tempeft, till it blow up Rain, 
Held back his Sorrow's Tide to make it more~ 
At laft it rains, and bufy Windsgive o'er : 

Then Son and Father weep with equal Strife~ 
Who fuould weep m oft for Daughter, or for Wife: 

The one doth eaU her his, the other his; 
Yet neither may poffefs the Claim they lay~ 
The Father fays, fhe's mine ; 0 mine fhe is, 
Replies her Husband ; do not take away 
My Sorrow's Intereft, let no Mourner fay, 

He weeps for her, for lhe was only mine~ 
And only muft be wail'd by Colatine. 

0 ! quoth Lucretius, I did give that Life; 
\V hi eh fhe too earl v and too late bath fpil'd." 
Wo! wo! guoth Colatifle, fue was my Wife, 
I own'd her, and 'tis mine, that fhe bath kill'd. 
My Daughter and my Wife with Clamours fill'd 

The difperft Air, who holding Lucrece Life, 
Anfwer'd their Cries, my Daughter and my Wife. 

llrutus, who pluck'd the Knife from Lucrece Side, 
Seeing fach Emulation in their Woe, 
Began to cloath his Wit in State and Pride, 
Burying in Lucrece Wound his Follies fhow: 
He with the Romans was efteemed fo, 

As filly jeering Jdeots are with Kings, 
For fportive Word~, and uttering foolHh Things. 

Bu~ 
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But now be throws that fllalJow Ha bit by, 
Wherein the olicy did him difguife, 
And arm'd his long-hid VVits advifedly, 
To chtck the Tears in Colatinus Eyes. 
Thou \\ ronged Lord of Rome, qPoth he, a rife ; 

Let mv unfounded Self, fuppos'd a Fool, 
Now fet thy long experier1c'd VVit to School. 

VVhy Colatine, is VVo the Cure for VVo? (Deeds? 
Do VVounds he]p VVounds, or Grief help grievous 
Is it Revenge to give thy felf a Blow 
For his foul AB, by whom thy fair VVife bleeds? 
Such childifh Humour from weak Minds proceeds 

Thy wretched VVife miftook the matter fo, ' 
To flay her felf, that fho?ld have !lain her Foe. 

Couragious Roman, do not fteep thy Heart 
In fuch lamenting Dew of Lamentations; 
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy Part, 
To roufe our Roman Gods with Invocations, 
That they will fuffer thefe Abominations ; 

{Since Rome her felf in them doth ftand difgrac'd) 
By our ftrongArms from forth her fair Streets chas'd. 

Now by the Capitol, that we adore! 
And by this chaft Blood fo un juftly ftain'd ! 
By Heaven's fair Sun,that brteds the fat Earth's Store! 
By all our Country Rites in Rome maintain'd ! 
And by chaft Lucrece Soul, that late complain'd 

Her VVrongs to us, and by this bloody Knife ! 
VVe will revenge the Death of this true V Vife. 

This faid, he ftrook his Hand upon his Breaft, 
And kifs'd the fatal Knife to end his Vow : 
And to his Proteftation urg'd the refr, 

VVho 
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VVho wondring at him did his VVords allow; 
Then jointly to the ground their Knees they bow~ 

And that deep Vow which Brutus made before, 
He doth again repeat, and that they fwore. 

When they had fworn to this advifed Doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence, 
To fhew the bleeding Body throughout Rome, 
And fo to publifu Tllrquin's foul Offence. 
VVhich being done, with fpeedy Dili~ence, 

The Romans plaufibly did give confent, 
To Tarquin's everlafting Banifhment. 



( Ill ) 

POE 
ON 

Several Occai1ons. 

The Glory of Beauty. 

JiiiiiiiEiiD H wherefore with InfeClion Jhou'd 
he live ? 

~rw"~:;• And with his Prefence grace Im
piety? 

That Sin by him advantage Jhou'd 
achieve, 

~~~~~~ Aad lace it felf with his Society? 
Why fhould falfe Painting imitate his Cheek, 
And freal dead feeing of his living hew? 
VVhy Jhould poor Beauty indireCtly feek 
Rofes of Shadow, fince his Rofe is true? 
Why filou'd he live, now Nature Bankrupt is, 
Beggar'd of Blood to blufb through lively Veins?. 
For fhe bath no Exchequer now but his, 
A:nd pr<>ud of many, lives upoa his Gains. 
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0! him fhe ftores, to ' fbow what Wealth 1he had, 
In Days long fince, before thefe laft fo bad. 

Thus is his Cheek the Map of Days out-worn, 
When Beauty liv'd and dy'd as Flowers do !!OW; 
Before thefe hlft~rd Si~ns of Fair were born, 
Or durft in ha bit on a livinp, Brow. 
Before the Golden TreOes of the Dead, 
The Right of Sepulchers were fhorn away, 
To live a fecond Life on fecond Head, 
E•er Beauties dead Fleece made another gay: 
In him thofe holy antique Hours are feen, 
Without all Ornament, it felf and true, 
Making no Summer of an others Green, 
Robbing no old to drefs his Beauty new, 

And him as for a Map doth Nature ftore; 
To 1bow falfe Art what Beauty was of yore.' 

Thofe Parts of thee, that the Worlds Eye doth view; 
Want nothing, that the thought of .. Hearts can mend: 
All Tongues (the Voice of Souls) give thee that End, 
Uttering bare Truth, even fo as Foes commend. 
Their outward thus with outward Praife is crown'd, 
But thofe fame Tongues, that give thee fo thine own, 
In other Accents do this Praife confound 
By feeing farther, than the Eye bath fhown. 
1-hey look into the Beauty of thy Mind, 
And that in ghefs they meafure by thy Deeds, 

·Then churls their Thoughts (although their Eyes wete 
kind) 

To thy fair Flower add the rank Smell of Weeds. 
But why thy Odor matcheth not thy fhow, '· 
'fhe Toil is this, that thou doft common grow. 

[njurioui 



P o E M s on feveral Occ~fions. I I~ 

Injurious Time. 
Ike as the Waves make towards the pibled Shote, 

So do our Minutes haften to their End. 
Each changing , Place with that, which goes before 
In fequent Toil all Fprwards qo contend. 
Nativity once in the Main of Light, 
Crawles t~ Maturity, where~ith being crown'd 
Crooked Eclipfes 'gainft his Glory fight, 
And Time, that gave, doth now his Gift confound. 
Time doth transfix the Flourifu fet on Youth, 
And delves the Parallels in Beauties Brow, 
Feeds on the Rarities of Nature's Truth, 
And nothing ftands but for his Sit,he to mow." 

.And yet to Times in hope, ~y Verfe lhall fta~d 
Praifing thy Worth, defpight his cruel Har:d. 

Againft my Love 1hal1 be as I am riow 
With times injurious Hand crufh 'd and o'er-worn, 
When Hours have drain'd his Blood and fill'd hi~ Brow 
With Lines ~nd Wrinkles, when his youthful Morn 
Hath travail'd on to Age.s fteepy Night, 
And all thofe Beauties, whereof now he's King 
Are vanifuing, or Vaililh'd out of Sight, 
Stealing away the Treafure of his Spring. 
For fuch a Time do I now Fortify 
Againft confounding Ages crue! Knife, 
That he fhal1 never Cut from Me~ory .. 
My fweet Love's Beauty, tho' rriy Lover's Life. 

His Beauty lball in theft black Lines be feeil, 
And they lhalllive, and he in them ff:ill Green~ 

When i have f~en by Times fell Hand defac'd 
)'he ~ich ptoud Coft of out .. worn buried Age; 

H " When 
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When fometimes lofty Towers I fee down razed, 
And Brafs eternal Slave to mortal Rage; 
\Vhen I have feen the hungry Ocean gain 
Advantage on the Kingdom of the Shoar, 
And the firm Soil win of the w a try Main, 
Increafing Store with Lofs, and Lofs with Store ; 
When I have feen fuch Interchange of State, 
Or State it felf confounded, to de ea y, 
Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my Love away. 

This Thought is as a Death, which cannot choofe 
But weep to have, that which it fears to loofe. 

Since Brafs, nor Stone, nor Earth, nor boundlefs Se~, 
But fad Mortality o'er-fways their Power, 
How with this Rage fhall Beauty hold a Plea, 
Whofe ACtion is no ftronger, than a Flower? 
0 ! how £hall Summer's hungry Breath hold out, 
Againft the wrackful Siege of battering Days, 
'A7hen Rocks impregnable are not fo ftout, 
Nor Gates of Steel fo ftrong but Time decays? 
0! fearful Meditation, where a lack 
Shall times beft Jewell from times Cheft lie hid? 
Or what frrong Hand can hold this fwift Foot back, 
Or who his Spoil on Beauty c1n forbid? 

0! none., unlefs this l\1iracle have might, 
That in black Ink my Love may frill fuine bright. 

Tyr'd with a l1 thefe for rell:ful Death I cry, 
As to he hold Defart a Beggar born, 
And needy Nothing trim'd in Jolity, 
And pure!l: Faith unhappily forfworn, 
And guilded Honour fuamefully mifplac'd, 
Ano 1\faiden Venue rudely Strumpeted,_. 
And ri;,~ I t Pcrfetlion wrongfully difgrac'd, 
A11d St, cngth by limping Sway difabled, 

And 
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And Art made Tongue-ty'd by Authority, 
And Folly (Dottor-like) controuling Skill, 
And fimple Truth mifcalrd Simplicity, 
And Captive-good attending Captain Ill. 

Tyr'd with all thc:fe, from thefe would I be gone; 
Save that to die, I leave my Love alone. 

True Admiration~ 

W- Hat is your Subftance., whereof are you made, 
That millions of ftrange Shadows on you tend? 

Since every one, bath eYery one, one Shade, 
And you but one, can every fbadow lend ? 
Defcribe Adonis, and the Counterfeit, 
Is poorly imitated after you, 
On Hellens Cheek all Art of Beauty fet, 
And you in Grecian Tires are painted new. 
Speak of the Spring and Foyzen of the Year7 

The one cloth fhadow of your Beauty lbow, 
The other as your Bounty doth appear, 
And you in eTery blefred Shape we know. 

In all external Grate you have fome P~rt, 
But you like none, none you for conftant Heart. 

0 ! how much more cloth Beauty beauteous fee~, 
By that fweet Ornament which Truth cloth give, 
The Rofe looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that fweet Odour, which dorh in it live. 
The Canker-blooms have full as deep a Die, 
As the perfumed Tincture of the Rofes, 
Hang on fuch Thorns, and play as wantonly, 
When Summers breath their masked Buds difclofes" 
But for their Vertue's only in their fltow, 

H 2 !hey 
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They live unmov'd, and unrefpeaed fade ; 
Die to themfelves, Sweet Rofes do not fo, 
Of their fweet Deaths, are fweeteft Odours made. 

And fo of you, beauteous and lovely Youth, 
When that fiull fade, by Verfe diftils your Truth. 

The Force qf Love. 

BEing your Slave what fbould I do but tend 
Upon the Hours and Times of your Defire? 

I have no precious Time at all to fpend, 
Nor Services to do till you require. 
Nor dare I chide the World-without-end-Hour, 
Whilft I (my Soveraign) watch the Clock for you; 
Nor think the Bitternefs of Abfence four, 
When you have bid your Servant once adieu. 
Nor dare I queftin with my jealous Thought, 
Where you may be, or your Affairs fuppofe, 
But like a fad Slave ftay and think of Nought, 
Save where you are, how happy you make thofe~ 

So true a Fool is Love, that in your Will, 
(Tho' you do any thing) he thinks no ill. 

That God for bid, that made me firft your Slave, 
I fhould in Thought controul your times of Pleafure, 
Or at your Hand th' Acceunt of Hours to crave, 
Being your Vaffal bound to ftay your Leifure. 
Oh ! let me fuffer, (being at your Beck) 
Th' imprison'd Abfence of your Liberty, 
And Patience tame, to Sufferance bide each Check, 
Without accufing you of Injury ! 
Be where you lift, your Charter is fo ftrong, 
That you your felt may privilege your Time 

I 



P o :E M s on feveral OccajiofiJ, J I 7 
To what you will to you it doth belong; 
Your felf to pardon of felf-doing Crime. 

I am to wait, tho' waiting fo be Hell , 
Not blame your Pleafure be it ill or well. 

The Beauty of Nature. 
F there be nothing new, bu_t that, which is 

Hath be~n before, how are our Brains beguil'd ? 
. Which labouring for Invention bear amifs 
The fecond Burthen of a former Child? 
0! that Record could with a backward Look, 
Even of five hundred Courfes of the Sun, 
Show me your Image in forn.e antique Book, 
Since mine at firft in Charafter was done. 
That I might fee what the old Wotl.d could fay; 
To this compofed Wonder of y.our Frame, 
Whether we are mended, or where better they, 
Or whether Revolution be the fame. 

Oh ! fure I am the Wits of former Days, 
To Subjects worfe have giveq. admiring Pr~ife. 

Love's Cruelty. 

F R 0 M faireft Creatures we defire lncreafe, 
That thereby Beauties Ro(e may never die ~ 

But as the riper fbould by time deceafe, 
Jiis t~nd~r Heir ll)ight bear his Memoryo 

Ji . 
~ Bu · 
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But thou contracted to thine own bri~ht Eyes, 
Feed'ft thy Light's Flame with felf fubftarnial Fuel, 
Making a !?amine where Abundance lies, 
Thy felf thy Foe, to thy fweet frlf too cruel : 
Thou that art now the World,s frelh Ornament, 
And only Herald to the gaudy Spring, 
Within thine own Bud buridt thy Cont~nt, 
And tender Churle mak'ft wafl:e L1 nigg1rding. 

Pity .the VVorld, or elfe this Glutton be 
To eat the VVorld's due, by the Grave and thee~ 

VVhen forty VVinters fhalJ befiege thy Brow, 
And dig deep Trenches in thy Beauties Field, 
Thy Youth's proud Livery fo g•z'd on now, 
VVill be a tatter'd VVeed of fmall Worth held: 
Then being ask'd where all thy Beauty lies, 
Where all the Treafure of thy lufl:y Days? 
To fay within thine own deep funken Eyes, 
Were an all ... eating -'htme, and thriftlefs Praife. 
How much more Praife deferv'd thy Beauty's Ufe, 
If thou couldft at1fwer this fair Child of mine 
Shal1 fum my Count, and make my old Excufe, 
Proving his Beauty by Succeffion thine-. 

This were to be new made when thou art old, 
And fee thy Blood warm when thou feel'ft it cold. 

Look in thy Glafs and tell the Face thou vieweft, 
Now is the time that Face fbould form another, 
Whofe frefu repair if now thou not reneweft, 
Thou do'ft beguile the World, unblefs fome Mother. 
For where is lbe fo fair whofe un-eard Womb 

, Difdains ·the tillage of thy Husbandry ? 
Or who is he fo fond will be the Tomb 
Of his felf Love to ftop Pofterity ? 
Thou art thy Mother's G lafs and fhe in thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her Prime. 

So 
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So thou thro' Windows of thine Age fhalt fee, 
Defpight of Wrinkles this thy golden Time. 

But if thou live, remember not to be, 
Die fingle and thine Image dies with thee. 

'routhful Glory. 

0. That you were your felf, but, Love, you are 
· No longer yours., than you your felfhere live, 
Ag,ainft this coming End you fhould prepare., 
And your fweet Semblance to fome other give. 
So fhou'd that Beauty, which you hold in Lcafe 
Find no Determination ; then you were 
Your felf again after your felf's Oeceafe, 
When your fweet Hlue your fweet Form (hou'd bear. 
Who lets fo fair a Houfe fall to decay, 
Which Husbandry in Honour might uphold, 
Againft the ftormy Gufts of Winters Day., 
And barren Rage of Death's eternal Cold? 

0! none but Unthrifts, dear my Love, yo·u know, 
You had a Father, let your Son fay fo. 

· :-rot from the Stars do I my Judgment plock, 
And yet me thinks I have Aftronomy, 
But not to tell of good, or evil Luck, 
Of Plagues, of Dearths, or Seafons quality, 
Nor can I Fortune to brief Minutes tell ; 
Pointing to each his Thunder, Rain and Wind, 
Or fay with Princes if it fuall go well 
By oft predict, that I ia Heaven find. 
But from thine Eyes my Knowledge I derive; 
And conftant Stars in them I read fuch Art, 
As Truth and Beauty {hall together thrive, 

H 4 lf 
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If from thy felf, to ftore thou wouldft convert: Or elfe of thee this I prognofticate, 

Thy End is Truth's ~nd Beauty's Doom an4 date: 
When I confider every thing, that grows Holds in Perfection but a little Moment; That this huge ~tage prefe~teth 11ought but Shows~ Whereon the S~~r$· in fecret influence comment. When I perceive, that Men as Plants increafe, Cheared and check'd even by the felf-faqte Sky, Vaunt ' in their youthful Sap, at heig~t decreafe, And wear their brave State out of Memory. Then the Conceit of this lnconftant Stay, Sets you moft rich in Youth befqre my ~ight, Where wafteful Time debateth with decay To change your Day of Youth tQ. fullied Night~ And all in War with Time for love of you 

As ,he takes fro~ yo!J, ' ingraf~ you new. 

(lood Admonition. 

BVt wherefore do not you a mightier Way MClke War upou this bloody Tyrant Time? - And fortifie your felf in your Decay 
Wi~h Means more bleJfed, than my barren Rime? iS'ow ftand ·you on the Top of happy Hours, And p1any p1aiden Garde1~s· yet un~etJ With yertuoqs Wiih would bear you hvmg Flowers, M~ch liker, 'than your painted Counterfeit. So IJl.ou'd the Lines of Life, that Life repair, Which this (Time's Penfitl or my Pupil Pen) Neither in inward Worth nor outward fair C~n p1a~e rou liv~ you~ felf 'n ~yes of ly.Ien; To 

I '-• 
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To give away your felf, keeps your felf ftilJ, 
And you muft live drawn by your own fweet Skill. 

Who will believe my Verfe in time to come 
If it were fill'd with your moft high Deferts ? 
Though y.~t }ieaven knows it is but as a Tomb, 
Which hides your Life, and fhows not half your Parts: 
If I cou'd write the Beauty of your Eyes, 
And in frefh Numbers number all your Graces, 
The Age to come wou'd fay this Poet lies, 
Such heavenly Touches ne're touch'd earthly Faces. 
So ibould my Papers (yellow'd with their Age) 
Be fcorn'd, like old Men of lefs Truth, than Tongue, 
And your true Rights be term'd a Poets Rage, · 
And ftretched Metre of an Antick Song. 
, But were fome Child of yours alive that time 

You fltould live twice in it, and in my Rhime. 

Quick Preven!ion. 

L Oe in the Orient when th~ gracious Light, 
Lifts up his burning Head each under Eye 

Doth Homage to his new appearing Sight, 
Serving with Looks his facred M a jefty, 
And having clim'd the fteep-up heavenly Hill, 
Refembling ftrong Youth in his middle Age, 
Yet mortal Looks adore his Beauty ftill, 
·Attending on his golden Pilgrimage. 
But ·when from high-moft Pitch, with weary Care, 
Like feeble Age he reeleth from the Day, 
The Eyes (fore dutious) now converted are 
From his low Tract and look another way: 
~ .. 

So 
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So thou, t by felf out-going in th~ Noon; 
Unlook'd on dieft unlefs thou get a Son. 

Magazine of Beauty. 

UN thrifty Lovelinefs why doll: thou fpend, 
Upon thy felf thy Beauties Legacy ? 

Natures bequeft gives nothing but doth lend, 
And being frank the lends to thofe are free. 
Then beauteous Nigard why doft tho11 abufe, 
The bounteoas Largefs given thee to give? 
Profi.tlefs Ufurer, why doft thou ufe 
So great a Sum of Sums yet can'ft not live? 
For having Traffick with thy felf alone, 
Thou of thy felf thy fweet felf doft deceive; 
Then how when Nature calls thee to be gone, 
What acceptable Audit can'ft thou leave? 

Thy unus'd Beauty muft be tomb'd with thee, 
Which ufed lives th' Executor to be.· 

Thofe Hours, that with gentle Work did frame 
The lovely Gaze where every Eye doth dwell 
Will play the Tyrants to the very fame, 
And that unfair which fairly doth excell. 
For never refting Time leads Summer on, 
To hideous Winter and confounds him there, 
Sap checkt with Froft and lufty Leaves quite gone. 
Beaaty o'er-fnow'd and Barennefs every where, 
Then were not Summers diftillation lef1 
A liquid Prifoner pent in Walls of Glafs, 

' Beauties Effect with Beauty were bereft, 
Nor it nor no Remembrance what it \Vas. 

But 
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But Flowers diftil'd though they with \V inter meet 
Lofe but their Show, their Subftance ftilllives fweet.' 

Then let not ~inters ragged Hand deface, 
In thee thy Surn1mer e'er thou be di!l:ill'd: 
Make fweet fome Vial; Treafure thou fome Place, 
With Beauties Trea fure e'er it be felf-kill'd : 
That ufe is not forbidden Ufury, 
Which happies thofe, that pay the willing Lone. 
That's for thy felf to breed another thee, 
Or ten times happier be it ten for one, 
Ten times thy [elf were happier then thou art, 
If ten of thine ten times refigur'd thee, 
Then what could Death do if thou fhould'ft depart, 
Leaving thee ltvirtg in Pofterity? 

Be not Self-will'd for thou art much too Fair, 
TobeDeath'sConqueft and make Worms thineHeir. 

An Invitation to Marriage. 

M Ufick to hear, why hear'ft thou Mufick fadly? 
Sweets with Sweets war not, Joy delights in Joy: 

Why lov'ft tho'J that, which thou receiv'ft not gladly? 
Or elfe receiv,it with Pleafure thine annoy ! 
If the true Concord of well tuned Sounds, 
By Unions married do offend thy Ear, 
They do but ftNettly chide thee, who confounds 
1 n Singlenefs the Parts, that thou fuould'ft bear: 
M ark how one ftring fweet Husband to another, 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering ; 
Refembling Sire and Child, and happy Mother, 
Who all in one1 o e pleafing Note do Sing: 

Whore 
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Whofe fpeechlefs Song being mapy, feeming one., 
Sings this to thee, thou fingle wilt prove none: 

Is it for fear to wet a Widow's Eye 
That thou confum'll: thy felf in fingle Life ? 
Ah! if thou Iffuelefs flult hap to die, 
The World will wail thee like a makelefs Wife; 
The World will be thy Widow, and ftill weep, 
That thou no Form of thee haft left behind, 
When every private Widow well may keep, 
By Childrens Eves, her Husb1nd's Shape in Mind: 
Look what an Uilthrift in the World doth fpend 
Shifts but his Place, for frill the World enjoys it. 
But Beauties wafte hath in the World an End, 
And kept unus'd the Ufer fo deftroys it. 

No Love towards others in that Bofom fits, 
That on himfelf fuch murd'rous Shame commits~ 

For flume deny, that thou bear'ft Love to any~ 
Who for thy felf art fo unprovident; 
Grant if thou wilt, thou art belov'd of many~ 
But that thou none lov'ft is moft evident : 
For thou art fo poffeft with murd'rous Hate, 
That gainft thy felf thou ftick'ft not to confpire; 
Seeking th'at beauteous R.Qof to ruinate 
Which to repair fhould be thy chief Defire~ 
0! change thy Thought, that I may change my l'ilind; 
Shall Hate be fairer lodg'd, than gentle Love? 
Be as thy Prefence is, gracious and kind, 
Or to thy felf at leaft kind hearted prove. 

Make thee another felt for love of me, 
That Beauty ftill may live in thine or thee; 

As fafr as thou fhalt wane, fo fall: thou grow'ft,' 
In one of thine, from that, which thou departeft; 
4~~ ~hat frefi) Blood whi~h yo~ngly thou beftowh'tt~ 

J' OQ 
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Thou maift call thine, when thou from Youth con
Herein lives Wifdom, Beauty and Jncreafe, (verteft, 
VVithout this Folly, Age, and cold Decay, · 
If all were minded fo, the Times fhould ceafe, 
'And threcfcore Years would make the World away: 
Let thofe, w horn :Nature bath not made for Store, 
Harfh, featurlefs, and rude barrenly pcrifh, 
Look whom Jhe beft indow'd, fbe gave the more; 
MJhich bounteousGift thou fhouldft in Bounty cheri1b, 

She carv'd thee for her Seal, and ment thereby 
Thou fbouldft print more, not let that Copy die. 

,When I do count the Clock, that tells the Time, 
'And fee the brave Day funk in hidious Night ; 
M' hen I behold the Violet paft Prime, 
'And fable Curls or filver'd o'er with white: 
1When lofty Trees I fee barren of Leaves, 
~hich erft from Heat did canopy the Herd, 
'And Summers Green all girded up in Sheaves, 
Born on the Bear with white and briftly Beard: 
Then of thy Beauty do I queftion make 
,That thou among the Waftes of Time rnuft go, 
Since Sweets and Beauties do themfelves for fake, 
And die as faft as they fee others grow, 

And nothing 'gainft Times Si the can make Defence 
Save Breed to brave him, when he takes thee hence. 

F alfe Belief. ,· 

WHen my Love fwears, that fhe is made of Truth, 
I do believe her (tho' I know fhe lies) 

That fbe might think me fome untutor'd Yquth, 
:Unskilful in the Worlds falfe Forgeries. 

Thus 
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Thus vainly thinking, that fhe thinks me young; 
Although I know my Years be part the beft: 
I frniling, credit her falfe fpeaking Tongue, 
Outfacing Faults in Love, with loves ill Reft. 
But wherefore fays my Love that fbe is Young? 
And wherefore fay not I, that I am old ? 
0 ! Loves beft Habit is a fmoothing Tongue, 
And Age (in Love) loves not to have Years told. 

Therefore I'll lye with Love, and Love with me, 
Since that our Faults in Love thus fmother'd be • 

.A Temptation. 
rrwo Loves I have't of Comfort, and Defpair~ 

That like two Spirits do fuggeft me ftill : 
My better Angel is a Man (right fair) 
My worfer Spirit a Woman (colour'd ilJ.) 
To win me foon to Hell, my Female Evil 
Tempteth my better Angel from my Side, 
Alld would corrupt my Saint to be a Devil, 
Wooing his Purity with her fair Pride. 
And whether, that my ·Angel be tur n'd Fiend,' 
Sufpect I may (yet not dired:ly tell :) 
For being both to me : both to each Friend, 
I ghefs one Angel in another's Hell. 

The Truth I Ihall not know, but live in Doubt; 
Till my bad Angel fire my ood one out. 
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F aft and Loofe. 

D I D not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine Eye, 
'Gainft whom the World could not hold Argu

Perfwade my Heart to this falfe Perjury, (ment, 
Vows for thee broke deferve not Punilhment. 
A Woman I forfwore: But I will prove, 
Thou being a Goddefs, I forfwore not thee : 
My Vow was earthly, thou a heavenly Love, 
Thy Grace being gain'd, cures all Difgrace in me. 
My Vow was Breath, and Breath a Vapour is, 
Then thou fair Sun, that on this Earth doth fhine, 
Exhale this Vapour Vow, in thee it is: 
If broken, then it is no Fault of mine. 

If by me broke, what Fool is not fo wife 
To break an Oath to win a Paradife? 

True Content. 

0 is it not with me, as with that Mufe, 
Stirr'd by a painted Beauty to his Verfe, 

Who Heaven it felf for Ornament cloth ufe, 
And every Fair with his Fair doth rehearfe, 
M a king a Complement of pr6ud Compare 
w· h Sun and Moon, with Earth and Seas rich Gems: 
With .April's firft-born Flowers and an things rare, 
That Heaven's Air, in this huge Rondure hems, 
0 ! let me true in Love but truly Write, 
And then believe me, my Love is as fair 
As any Mother's Child, tho' not fo bright 
As thofe Gold Candels fix'd in Heaven's Air. 

L~t 
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Let them fay more, that like of Hear-fay well; 
1 wil1 not praife, that Parpofe not to fell. 

A hafoful Lover. 

A S an unperfetl: Aaor on the Stage, 
Who with his Fear is put befides his Part ; 

Or fame fierce Thing repleat with too much Rage, 
Whofe Strength abundance, weakens his own Heart j 
So I for fear of Truft, forget to fay, 
The perfe8: Ceremony of Love's Right, 
And in mine own Love's Strength feem to decay, 
O'er-charg'd with Burthen of mine own Love'sMight; 
0! let my Books be then the Eloquence, 
And dumb Prefagers of my fpeaking Breaft, 
Who plead for Love, and look for Recompence, 
More,than that Tongue,that more bath more expreft; 

0 ! learn to read what filent Love bath writ, 
To hear with Eyes belongs to Love's fine Wit. 

Strong Conceit. 

M y Glafs fhal1 not perfwade me I am Old,· 
l So long as Youth and thou art of oue Date i 
Bat when in thee Times Sorrows I behold, 
Then look I Death my Days fbould expiate. 
For an that Beauty, that doth cover thee, 
Is hut the feemly Rayment of my Heart, 
Which in thy Breaft doth live, as thine in me, 
How can I then be elder, than thou art? 

o! 
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0! therefore, Love be of thy felt fo wary, 
As I not for my felf, but for thee, will, 
Bearing thy Heart, which I will keep fo chary, 
As tend er Nurfe her Babe from faring ill. 

Prefume not on thy Heart when mine is flain, 
Thou gave'ft me thine net to give back again. 

A fweet Provoca,tion. 

SWeet Cytherea, fitting by a Brook, 
With young Adonis, lovely, frefu and green, 

Did Court the Lad with many a lovely Look; 
Such Looks as none could look but Beauties ~een. 
She told him Stories, to delight h!s Ears; 
She lbow'dihim Favours, to allure his Eye; . 
To win his Heart; fhe toucht him here and there ; 
Touches fo foft, frill conquer Chaftity. 
But whether unripe Years did want Conceit; 
Or he refu&'d to take her figur'd Proffer, 
The tender Nibler wou'd not touch tl''e Bait, 
But fmile, and jeft, at every gentle offer. 

Then fell fhe on her Back, fair Quf:en, and toward, 
He rofe and ran away, ah ! Fool too froward . 

.L1 conflant Vow. 
F Love make meforfworn., how fhal1 I fwear to love? 
0! never Faith cou'd hold, it not to Beauty vow'd: 

Tho' to my felf for[ worn, to thee I'll confta nt prove, 
Thofethoughts to me likeOak~,to thee likeOfters bow'd. 

l ~tudy 
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Study his byas Leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes, 
Where all thofe Pleafures live, that Art can compre-

hEnd. 
If Knowledge be the Mark, to knowThee fhall fuffice: 
Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee com

mend! 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without Won· 

der, 
\JVhich is to me fome Praif'e, that I thy Parts admire. 
Thine Eye 1ove's Lightning feems, thy Voice his 

dreadful Thunder 
Which (not to Anger bent) is Mufick and fweet Fire. 

Celeftial as~thou art, 0 ! do not lo"Je that Wrong ! 
To fing Heaven's Praife, with fuchan earthly Tongue. 

The Exchange. 

A \\'oman'sFace, with Nature'sownHand painted, 
Haft thou the Mafter, Miftrefs of my Paffion; 

A Woman's gentle Heart but not acquainted -
With fhifting Change, as is falfe Womens Fafhion. 
An Eye more bright, than theirs, lefs falfe in row ling: 
Gilding the Object whereupon it gazeth. 
A Man in hew all Hews in his controuling, 
\Vhich !teals Mens Eyes, and WomensSouls amazeth: 
And for a Woman wer't thou firft created, 
1~ill Nature as fhe wrought thee, fel1 a doting, 
And by Addition me of thee defeated; 
By adding one thing to my Purpofe nothing. 

But fince fhe prick'd thee out for Womens Pleafure, 
Mine be thy Love and thy Loves Ufe their Treafure . 

.A dif 
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.A Vijconjolation. 

WEary with Toil, I hafte me to my Bed, 
The dear Repofe for Limbs with Travail tired, 

But then begins a Journey in my Head 
To work my Mind, when Bodies work's expired. 
For then my Thoughts (far from where I abide) 
Intend a zealous Pilgrimage to thee, 
And keep my drooping Eye-lids open wide, 
Looking on Darknefs, which the Blind do fee. 
Save that my Soul's imaginary Sight 
Prefents their Shadow to my fightlefs View; 
Which like a Jewel (hung in ghaftly Night) 
Makes black Night beauteous and her old Face new. 

Lo ! thus by Day my Limbs, by Night my Mind, 
For thee, and for my felf no Quiet find. 

How can I then return in happy Plight, 
That am debar'd the Benefit of Reft ? 
When Days Oppreffion is not eas'd by Night, 
But Day by Night, and Night by Day oppreft? 
And each (tho' Enemies to others reign) 
Do in Confent Ihake Hands to torture me: 
The one by Toil, the other to complain, 
How far I toil, fti11 farther off from thee. 
I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 
And do'ft him grace when Clouds do blot the Heaven: 
So flatter I the fwart-complexion'd Night, 
When fparklingStars tweer out, thou guil'ft th' Even. 

But Day doth daily draw my Sorrows longer, 
And Night doth nightly make Grief's length, feem 

(ftronger. 
When in Difgrace with Fortune and Mens Eyes, 
I all alone beweep my out-caft State, 

I 1- And 
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Study his byas Leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes~ 
Where all thofe Pleafures live, that Art can compre-

hfnd. 
If Knowledge be the Mark, to knowThee fhall fuffice: 
Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee com

mend! 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without Won· 

der, 
\tVhich is to me fome Praif'e, that I thy Parts admire. 
Thine Eye 1ove's Lightning feems, thy Voice his 

dreadful Thunder 
Which (not to Anger bent) is Mufick and fweet Fire. 

Celeftial as~thou art, 0 ! do not loYe that Wrong ! 
To fing Heaven's Praife, with fuch an earthly Tongue. 

The Exchange. 

A \\'oman'sFace, with Nature'sownHand painted, 
Haft thou the Mafter, Miftrefs of my Paffion; 

A Woman's gentle Heart but not acquainted , 
With fhifting Change, as is falfe Womens Fafhion. 
An Eye more bright, than theirs,lefs falfe in row ling: 
Gilding the Object whereupon it gazeth. 
A l\lla n in hew all Hews in his controuling, 
\.Vhich fteals Mens Eyes, and WomensSouls amazeth: 
And for a Woman wer't thou firft created, 
1~111 Nature as lhe wrought thee, fell a doting, 
And by Addition me of thee defeated; 
By adding one thing to my Purpofe nothing. 

But fince fhe prick'd thee out for Womens Pleafure, 
Mine be thy Love and thy Loves Ufe their Treafure • 

.A dif-. 
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A 1Jijconjolation. 

W Eary with Toil, I hafte me to my Bed, 
The dear Repofe for Limbs with Travail tired, 

But then begins a Journey in my Head 
To work my Mind, when Bodies work's expired. 
For then my Thoughts (far from where I abide) 
Intend a zealous Pilgrimage to thee, 
And keep my drooping Eye-lids open wide, 
Looking on Darknefs, which the Blind do fee. 
Save that my Soul's imaginary Sight 
Prefents their Shadow to my fightlefs View; 
Which like a Jewel (hung in ghafrly Night) 
Makes black Night beauteous and her old Face new. 

Lo ! thus by Day my Limbs, by Night m'y Mind, 
For thee, and for my felf no Quiet find. 

How can I then return in happy Plight, 
That am debar'd the Benefit of Reft ? 
When Days Oppreffion is not eas'd by Night, 
But Day by Night, and Night by Day oppreft? 
And each (tho' Enemies to others reign) 
Do in Confent fhake Hands to torture me: 
The one by Toil, the other to complain, 
How far I toil, ftill farther off from thee. 
I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 
And do'ft him grace when Clouds do blot the Heaven: 
So flatter I the fwart-complexion'd Night, 
When fparklingStars tweer out, thou guil'ft th' Even. 

But Day doth daily draw my Sorrows longer, 
And Night doth nightly make Grief's length, feem 

(ftronger. 
When in Difgrace with Fortune and Mens Eyes, 
I all alone beweep my out-caft State, 

I 1- And 
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And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootlefs Cries, 
And look upon my felf and Curfe my Fate. 
Wifhing me Hke to one more Rich in hope, 
Featur'd like him, like him with Friends po.ffeft ; 
Detiring this Man's Art, and that Man's Scope, 
With what I moft enjoy contented Jeaft. 
Yet in thefe Thoughts my felf almoft defpifing, 
Haply I think on thee, and then my State, 
(Like to the Lark at break of Day arifing) 
:From fulJen Earths Sings Hymns at Heaven's Gate. 

For thy fweet Love remembred fi1ch Wealth brings, 
That then I fcorn to change my State with Kings. 

Cruel Veceit. 

SCarce had the· Sun dry'd up the dewy Morn, · 
And fcarce the Herd gone to the Hedge for Shade: 

When Cythere~ (all in Love for torn) 
A longing Tariance for Adonis made · 
Under an Oiler growing by a Brook : 
A Brook, where Adon us'd to cool his Spleen. 
Hot was the Day, fhe hotter; that did look 
For his Approach, that often there had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his Mantle by, 
And ftood ftark Naked on the Brooks green Brim: 
The Sun look't on the World with glorious Eye, 
Yet not fo wifl:l y, as this Queen on him: 

He fpying her, bouncc'd in (whereas he ftood) 
Oh! Jove (quoth lhe) why was not I a Flood? 
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The U nconftant Lover. 

FAir is my Love, but not fo Fair as Fickle ; 
lVIild as a Dove, but neither true nor trufty; 

Brighter, than Glafs, and yet as Glafs is brittle; 
Softer, than \Vax, and yet as Iron rufty ; 

A Lilly Pale, with Damask Die to Grace her, 
None Fairer, nor none Falfer to Deface her. 

Her Lips to mine how often hath fbe join'd, 
B ~tween each Kifs her Oaths of true Love [wearing? 
How many Tales to ptea fe me bath {he Coined, 
Dreading my Love, the Lofs thereof fti11 fearing. 

Yet in the midft of all her pure Protefiings, 
Her Faith, her Oaths, her Tears, and all were Jea ft .. 

(ings 
She burnt with Love, as Straw with Fire flameth ; 
She burnt out Love, as foon as Straw out burneth; 
She fram'd the Love, and yet fhe foil'd the Framing; 
She bad Love lafr, and yet fhe fell a turning. 

Was this a Lover, or a Letcher whether? 
Bad in the beft, though excellent in neither. 

1~he Benefit of Friendjhip. 

WHen, to the Seffions of fweet filent Thou,ght, 
I fummon up Remembrance of things paft, 

I Sigh the lack of many a Thing 1 fought, 
And with old \\Toes new wail my dear Times wafte. 
Then can I drown an Eye (unus'd to flow) 
For precioas Friends hid in Death,s datelefs Night 

I 3 A~d 
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And weep a frefh Loves long fince cancell'd v·voe, 
And moan th' Expence of many a vanifh'd Sight. 
Then can I grieve at Grievances foregone, 
And heavily from VVoe to VVoe tell o'er 
The fad Account of fore-bemoaned Moan, 
VVhic I new pay, as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee (dear Friend) 
Al1 Loffes are reftor'd, and Sorrows end. 

Thy Bofom is indeared with a]] Hearts, 
VVhich I by lacking have fuppofed Dead ; 
And there reigns Love and all Loves loving Parts, 
And all thofe Friends, which I thought buried. 

·Hew many a Holy and Obiequious Tear 
Hath dear Religious Love ftolen from mine Eye, 
As lntereft of the Dead, which now appear, 
But things remov'd that hidden in thee lye. 
Thou art the Grave where buried Love doth live~ 
Hung with the Trophies of my Lovers gone ; 
VVho all their Parts of me to thee did give, 
That due of many, now is thine alone. 

Their Images I lov'd, I view in thee, 
And thou (all they) haft all the all of me. 

If thou furvive my welJ contented Day, 
VVhen thatChurl Death my Bones with Duft lhall cover; 
And lhalt by Fortune once more re-furvey 
Thefe poor rude Lines of thy deceafed Lover: 
Compare them with the bett'ring of the Time, 
And though they be out-ftript by every Pen, 
Referve them for my Love, not for their Rhime,' 
Exceeded by the height of happier Men. 
Oh ! then vouchfafe me but this loving Thought, 
Had my Friends Mufe grown with this growing Age; 
A dearer Birth, than this his Love had brought 
To march in Ranks of better Equipage: 

But 
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But fince he Dyed, and Poets better prove, 
Theirs for their Stile I'll read, his for his Love. 

Friendly Concord. 

I F Mufick and fvveet Poetry 9gree, 
As they muft needs (the Sift er and the Brother) 

Then muft the Love be great 'twixt thee and me, 
Becaufe thcu lov'ft the one, and I the other. 
Dowland to thee is Dear, whofe heavenly Touch 
Upon the Lute, doth ravifh human Senre: 
Spencer to me, whofe deep Conceit is fuch 1 

As palling all Conceit, needs no Defence. 
Thou lov'ft to hear the fweet melodious Sound, 
That PhtZbus Lute (the Queen of Mufick) makes 
And I in deep Delight am chidly Drown'd, 
VVhen as himfelf to Singing he betakes. 

One God is God of both (as Poets fain) 
Oae Knight loves both, and both in thee remain. 

Inhumanity. 

FAir was tne Morn, when the fair Queen of Love, 
Paler for Sorrow than her milk white Dove, 

For Adons Sake, a Youngfter Proud and VVild, 
Her Stand fhe takes upon a fteep up Hill. 
Anon .Adonis comes with Horn and Hounds, 
She filly Queen, with more, than Loves good VVin, 
Forbad the Boy he fhoulc\ not pafs thofe Grounds, 
Once (quoth fbe) did I fee a fair fweet Youth 

I 4 Here 
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Here in thefe Brakes, d·eep wounded with a Boar, 
Deep in the Thigh a Spectacle of Ruth, 
See in my Thigh (quoth lhe) here was the Sore, 

She fbt wed hers, he faw more VVounds then one 
And blufuing ~ed, and left her all alone. ' 

A Congratulation. 

H 0 W can my Mufe want Subjetl to invent, 
VVhile thou doft bre~Jth that pour'ft into my 

Thine own fweet Argument, too Excellent, (Verfe 
For every vulgar Paper to Rehearfe. 
Oh! give thy felf the Thanks if ought in me, 
VVorthy Perufal ftand againft thy fight, 
For who's fo dull, that cannot VVrite to thee, 
VVhen thou thy felf doft give Invention Light? 
Be thou the tenth Mufe, ten times more in worth, 
Than thofe old Nine., which Rhirners invocate, 
And he thlt calis on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal Numbers to out-live long Date. 

If mv flight Mufe do pleafe thefe curious Days, 
The Pain be mine, but thine lhall be the Praife. 

Oh! how thy VVorth with Manners may I Sing, 
V V hen thou art all the better Part of me? 
VVhat can mine own Praife to mine own felf bring? 
And wh Jt is't but mine own when I Praife the~? 
Even for this, let us devided Live, 
And our dear Love lofe Name of fingle one; 
That by this Sep:uation I may give: 
That due to thee, which thou deferv'ft alone. 
Oh ! A bfcnce whJt a Torment wouldft thou !'rove, 
VVere't not that thy four Leifure gave fweet Leave, 

To 
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To entertain the Time with Thoughts of Love, 
Who Time and Thoughts fo fweetly doft deceive. 

And that thou teacheft how to make one twain, 
By praifing him here, who doth hence remain. 

Take all my Loves, my Love, yea take them all, 
What haft thou then more, than thou hadft before? 
No Love, my Love, that thou may'ft true Love calJ, 
All mine was thine, before thou hadft this more. 
Then if for my Love, thou my Love receiveft, 
I cannot blame thee, for my Love thou ufeft; 
But yet be blam'd, if thou thy felf decieveft 
By wilful Tafie of what thy felf refufeft. 
I do forgive thy Robb,ry, gentle Thief, 
Although thou fteal thee all my Poverty: 
And yet Love knows it is a greater Grief 
To bear Love's Wrong, than bates known Injury. 

Lafcivioss Grace, in w horn aU Ill well fhows, 
Kill me with Spight, yet we muft not be Foes. 

', Loft and Gain. 

T Hofe pretty Wrongs that Liberty commits, 
When I am fometimes abfent from thy Heart, 

Thy Beauty, and thy Years full well befits, 
For frill Temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 
Beautious thou art, and therefore to be affailed, 
And when a Woman woos, wh.1t Woman's Son, 
Will fourely leave her till he have prevailed? 
Ay me ! but yet thou mightft my Seat forbear, 
And chjde thy Beauty and thy ftraying Youth, 

Who 
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Who lead thee in their Riot even there, 
Where thou art forc't to break a twofold Truth: 

Hers by thy Beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine by thy Beauty being falfe to me. 

That thou hall: her, it is not all my Grief, 
And yet it may be faid I lov'd her dearly, 
That fhe hath thee is of my wayling Chief, 
A Lofs in Love that touches me more nearly.· 
Loving Orrt!nders thus [ will excufc! ye, 
Thou doft: love her, becaufe thou knowll: I love her; 
And for my fake even fo doth fhe abufe me, 
S'1ffering my Friend for my fake to approve her. 
If I lofe thee, my Lofs is my Love's Gain, 
And lofing her, my Friend hath found that Lofs. 
Both find each other, and I lofe both twain, 
And both for my fake lay on me this Crofs. 

But here~s the Joy, my Friend, and I are ene, 
Sweet Flattery, then lhe loves but me alone. 

Foolifh 1Jifdain. 

V Emu with Adonu fitting by her, 
Uader a Mirtle Shade began to woo him.· 

She told the Youngling how God Mars did try her; 
And as he fell to her, fhe fell to him. 
Even thus (quoth fhe) the warlike God emhrac't me, 
And then fhe clipt Adonu in her Arms. 
Even thus (quoth fhe) the warlike God unlac't me, 
As if the Boy fhould ufe like loving Charms. 
Even thus (quoth fhe) he ieized on my Lips, 
And with her Lips on his did atl: the Seizure: 

And 



P o E :M s on feverJtl Occajions. 1 3 9 
And as fhe fetched Breath, away he skips, 
And would not take her Meaning, nor her Pleafure. 

Ah ! that I had my Lady at this Bay: 
To kifs and clip me till I run away . 

.Ancient .Antipathy. 

CRabbed Age and Youth cannot live together; 
Youth is full of Pleafance, Age is fu 11 of Care; 

Youth like Summer Morn, Age like Winter Weather· 
Youth like Summer brave, Age like Winter bare. 
Youth is full of Sport, Ages Breath is lhort; 
Youth is nim hie, Age is lame ; 
Youth is hot and bold, Age is weak and cold ; 
Youth is wild, and Age is tame. 

Age I do abhor thee, Youth I do adore thee ; 
0 my Love my Love is young: 

Age I do defie thee, Oh ! fweet Shepherd hie bee: 
For me thinks thou frays too long. 

Beauty's Valuation. 

BEauty is but a vain and doubtful Good, 
A fhining Glofs, tha fadeth fuddenly ; 

A Flower that dies, when firlt it 'gins to bud, 
A brittle Glafs, that's broken prefently. 

A doubtful Good, a Glofs, a Glafs, a Flower, 
Loft, faded, broken, dead within an Hour. 

And 
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And !S Goods loft, are feld or never found ; 
As faded Glofs no rubbing wil1 refrefh; 
As Flowers dead, lie withered on the Ground ; 
As broken Glafs no Scement can redrefs ; 

So Beauty blemifht once, for ever's loft, 
In fpite of Phyfick, Painting, Pain and Coft. 

Melancholy Thoughts. 

I F ·the dul\ Subftance of my Flefh were Thought, 
Injurious Diftance fhould not ftop my Way; 

For then defpight of Space I would be brought, 
To Limits far remote, where thou do'ft ftay. 
No matter then altbough my Foot did ftand 
Upon the fartheft Earth remov'd from thee, 
For nimble Thought can jump both Sea and Land, 
As foo.n as think the Place where he would be. 
But ah! Thought kills me, that I am not Thought, 
·ro leap large Lengths of Miles when thou art gone ; 
But that fo much of Earth and Water wrought, 
I muft attend, Time's Leifure with my Moan; 

Receiving Naught by Elements fo flow, 
But heavy Tears, Badges of eithers Wo. 

The other two, flight Air, and purging Fire 
Are both with thee, 1where ever I abide ; 
The firft my Thought, the other my Defire. 
Thefe prefent abfent with fwift Motion flide. 
For when thefe quicker Elements are gone 
In tender Embafry of Love to thee, 
My Life being made of Four, with two alone, 
Sinks down to Death, oppreft with Melancholy. 
Until Live's Compofition be recured, 

B 
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By thofe fwift Melfengers return'd from thee, 
Who even but now come back again affured 
Of their fair Health, recounting it to me. 

This told, I joy, butt hen no longer glad, 
I fend them back again and ftraight grow fad. 

Love's Lofs. 

SWeet Rofe,fairFlower, untimely p1uck"d, foon fa
Pluck'd in the Bnd, and faded in the Spring: (ded 

Bright orient Pearl,alack! too timely lhaded, 
Fair Creature kill'd too foon by Death's lharp Sting: 

Like a green Plumb, that hangs upon a Tree, 
And falls (thro' Wind) before the Fall Jhould be. 

I weep for thee, and yet no Caufe I have, 
For why? Thou lefts me nothing in thy Will, 
And yet thou lefts me more, than I did crave, 
For why? I craved nothing of thee ftill: 

0 yes (deai' Friend) I Pardon crave of thee, 
Thy Difcontent thou didft bequeath to me. 

Love's Relief. 
~ 

U L L many a glorious Morning have I feen, 
Flatter the Mountain Tops with foveraign Eye, 

Kiffing with golden Fac~ the Meadows green; 
Gilding pale !Streams WJth heavenly Alcumy; 
Anon permit the bafeft Clouds to ride, 
With ugly Rack on his 'eleftial Face, 

And 
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And from the forlorn World his Vifage hide, 
Stealing unfeen to VVefr with this Difgrace. 
Even fo my Sun one early Morn did 1hine, 
VVith all triumphant Splendor on my Brow. 
But out a lack! he was but one Hour mine, 
The Re~ion Cloud hath mask'd him from me now. 

Yet him for this my Love no whit difdaineth, 
Suns of the VVorld may ftain, when Heaven's Sun 

(ll:aineth. 
VVhy didft thou promife fuch a beauteous Day, 
And make me travail forth without my Cloak, 
To let bafe Clouds o'er-take me in my VVay, 
Hid~ thy Bravery in their rotten Smoke. 
'Tis not enough, that thro' the Cloud thou break, 
To dry the Rain on my ftorm-beaten Face, 
For no Man well of fuch a Salve can fpeak, 
That h<;als the Wound, and cures not the Difgrace: 

~ Nor can thy Shame give Phyfick to my Grief, 
Tho' thou repent, yet I have ftiiJ the Lofs ; 
Th' Offender's Sorrow lends but weak Relief 
To him, that bears ftrong Offences Lofs. 

Ah ! but tho{e Tears arePearl which thy Love Jheds~ 
And they are rich, and ranfom all ill Deeds. 

No more be griev'd at that, which thou haft done, 
Rofes have Thorns and filver Fountains Mud, 
Clouds and Eclipfes ftain both Moon and Sun, 
And loathfom C1nker lives in fweeteft Bud. 
All Men make Faults, and even I in this, 
Authorizing thy Trefpafs with Compare, 
My felf corrupting falving thy Amifs, 
Excufing their Sins more, than their Sins are. 
For to my fenfual Fault I bring in Senfe, 
Thy adverfe Party is thy Advocate, 
And 'gainft my felf a lawful Plea corn mence; 
Such civil \\.ar is in my Love and Hate, 

That 
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That I an Acceffary needs muft be, 
To that fweet Theif which forely robs from me. 

Unanimity. 

E T me confefs, that we two muft be twain, 
Although our undivided Loves are one. 

So fhall thofe Blots, that do with me remain, 
VVithout thy Help, by me be born alone. 
In our two Loves there is but one Refpca, 
Though in our Lives a feperable Spight, 
VVhich though it alter not Loves fole Effecr, 
Yet doth it fteal fweet Hours from Love's Delight. 
I may not ever-more acknowledge thee, 
Leaft my bewailed Guilt fbould do thee Shame, 
Nor thou with publick Kindnefs honour me, 
Unlefs thou take that Honour from thy Name. 

But do not fo, I love thee in fuch fort, 
As thou being mine, mine is thy good Report. 

As a decrepit Father takes Delight 
To fee his acrivc Child do Deeds of Youth, 
So I, made Lame by Fortunes deareft Spight, 
Take all my Comfort of thy VVorth and Trut~ 
For whether Beauty, Birth, or VVealth, or VVit, 
Or any of thefe a11, or all, or more 
Intitled in their Parts, do crowned fit, 
I make my Love ingrafted to this Store: 
So then 1 am not Lame, Poor, nor tlefpis'd, 
VVhilft that this Shadow doth fuch Subftance give, 
That I in thy Abundance am fuffic'd: 
And by a Part of all thy Glory live : 

Look 
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Look what is beft, that Beft I wifh in thee, 
This Wlfh I have, then ten Times happy me. 

Loath to depart. 

GOod Night, good Reft, ah neither be my Share f 
She bad good Night, that kept my Reft away. 

And daft me to a Cabben hang'd witli Care 
To defcant on the Doubts of my Decay. 

Farewel (quoth fhe) and come again to Morrow: 
Farewel I could not, for I fupt with Sorrow. 

Yet at my Parting fweetly did lhe fmile, 
In Scorn, or Friendlhip, nill I confter whether: 
It may be fhe joy'd to jeft at my Exile; 
It may be ag-ain to make me wander thither. 

Wander (a Word) for Shadows like my felf, 
As take the Pain, but cannot pluck the Pelf. 

Lord how mine Eyes throw Gazes to the Eaft! 
1\!Iy Hetrt doth charge the \Vatch; the Morning Rife: 
Doth fcite each moving Senfe from idle Reft, 
Not daring truft the Office of mine Eyes~ 

While Phtlf}mela fits and fings, I fit and mark, 
A1d wifh her Lays were tcrned like the Lark. 

For fhe cloth welcome D1y-light with her Ditty, 
And drivC's away dark dreaming Night: 
The Ntght fo p1ckt, I poft unto my Pretty; 
He.ut hath his Hope, and Eyes their wifhed Sight, 

S')rrow eh a ng'd toSolace, and Solace mixt with Sor-· 
For why ,fbe figh'd>and bad me come to morrow.(row,· 

V V ere 
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Were I with her the Night would poft too foon: 
But now are Minutes added to the Hours: 
To fpite me now, each Minute feems an Hour, 
Yet not for me, fhine Sun to fuccour Flowers. 

Pack Night, peep Day, good Day of Night now 
borrow, 

Short Night, to Night, and length thy felf to 
Morrow. 

A Mafler-piece. 

Mine Eye bath play'd the Painter and bath fteel'd 
Thy Beauties Form in Table of my Heart. 

My Body is the Frame, wherein 'tis held, 
And PerfpetUve it is beft Painters Art. 
For thro' the Painter rnuft you fee his Skill 
To find where your true Image pictur'd lies, 
Which in my Bofom's Shop is hanging fti11, 
That bath his Windows glazed with thine Eyes. 
Now fee what good Turns Eyes for Eyes have done, 
Mine Eyes have drawn thy Shape, and thine for me 
Are Windows to my Breaft, where thro' the Sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee. 

Yet Byes this cunning Want to grace their Art~ 
They draw l1ut what they fee, know not the Heart. 

Happinefs in Content. 

ET thofe, who are in Favour with their Stars, 
Of publick Honour and proud Titles boafl;· 

K Whil 
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Whilft i, whom Fortune of fuch Triumph bars, 
Unlook'd for Joy in that, I honour moft. 
Great Princes Favourites their fair Leaves fpread ; 
But as the Marigold at the Sun's Eye, 
And in themfelves their Pride lies buried; 
For at a Frown they in their Glory die. 
The painful Warriour famoufed for Worth, 
After a thoufand Vitlories once foil'd, 
ls from the Book of Honour razed quite, 
And all the refi: forgot, for which he toil'd. 

Then happy I that love and am beloved, 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed. 

A dutiful Me.ffage. 

L ORD of my Love, to whom in Vaffalage 
Thy Merit hath my Duty ftrongly knit; 

To thee I fend this written Ambaffage 
To witnefs Duty, not to fhew my Wit. 
Duty fo great, which Wit fo poor as mine 
May make fe:em bare, in wanting Words to fhew it; 
But that I hope fome good Conceit of thine 
In thy Soul's Thought (all naked) will beftow it.1 
Till whatfoever Star, that guides my moving, 
Points on me gracioufly with fair Afpetl, 
And puts Apparrel on my tottered Loving, 
To fhow me worthy of their fweet Refpea:. 

Then may I dare to boaft how I do love thee, 
Till then, not Chow my Head, where thou may'ft . 

prove me. 



Go and come quickly. 

H~ 0 W heavy do I journey on the Way, 
When, That, i feek (my weary Travels end) 

Doth teach that Eafe and that Repofe to fay 
Thus far the Miles are meafur'd from thy Friend? 
The Beaft, that bears me, tir'd with my Wo, 
Plods dully on, to bear that Weight in me, 
As if by fome Inftinct the Wretch did know 
His Rider lov'd not Speed being made from thee~ 
The bloody Spur cannot provoke him on, 
That fometimes Anger thrufts into his Hide ; 
Which heavily he anfwers with a Groan, 
More fharp to me, than [purring to his Side. 

For that fame Groan doth put this in my Mind, 
My Grief lies onward and my Joy behind. 

Thus can my Love excufe the ilow Offence, 
Of my dull Be4rer, when from thee I fpecd. 
From where thou art why fhould I hafte me thence? 
Till I return, of pofting is no need. . 
0! what Excufe will my poor Beaft then find, 
When fwift Extremity can feem but flow? 
Then 1bould l fpur tho' mounted on the Wind; 
In winged Speed no Motion fha11 l know. 
Then can no Horfe with my Defire keep Pace, 
Therefore Defire (of perfea: Love being made) 
Shall neigh nod ull Flefu· in his fiery Race, 
But Love for Love, thus fuall e>ecufe my Jade. 

Since from thee going, he went wilful flow, 
Towards thee I'll run, and give him leave to go. 
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Two faithful Friends. 

Mine Eve and Heart are at a mortal War 
How· to divide the Cor,queft of thy Sight. 

Mine Eye, mv Heart their Prlures Sight would bar 
My Heart, mine Eye the Frec:dom of that Right; ' 
My Heart doth plead, that r:1ou in him doft lye; 
(A Clofet never pierc'd with Chriftal Eyes) 
But the Defendant doth that Plea deny, 
And fays in hi m their fair Appearance lies. 
To fide this Title is impanndled 
A Queft of Thoughts, all Tenants to the Heart, 
And by their Verdic:t is determined 
The clear Eyes Moiety; and the dear Heart's Part. 

As thus ; mine Eyes due is their outwat d Part, 
And my Heart's Right, the:r inward Love of Heart. 

Betwixt mine Eye and Heart a League is took, 
And each doth good Turns ~ow u. to the other: 
When that mine Eve is famiht for a Look, 
Or Heart in Love with Sighs himfelf doth fmother ; 
\Vith my Love's PiCture ther my Eye doth feaft, 
Aud to the p1inted Banqnet )ids my Heart. 
A not he· Time mine Eye is 111y Heart's Gueft, 
And in his Thoughts of Lovr doth fbare a Part. 
So either hv the PiCture of ny Love, 
Thy fdf a way, are pt efent !:ill with me, 
For thou n t farther, than mr Thoughts canft move, 
And I am ftill with them, and they with thee. 

Or if they ileep, thy Pit!ute in my Sig t 
Awa ~es my Heart; to Heatt's and Eyes Delight. 

C~trtlefs 



PoEMs on Jveral Oc/~ons. 149 

Carelefs NegleEf. 

H OW careful was l when I took my VVay, 
Each Trifle undtr trueft B~rs to thruft, 

That to my Ufe it mig1t unufed fray 
From Hands of Fallho~d, in fare V Vards of Truft ? 
But thou, to whom m1 Jewels Trifles are, 
Moft worthy Comfort1 now my greateft Grief. 
Thou beft of Deareft, wd mine only Care, 
Art left the Prey of ev~ry vulgar Thief. 
Thee have I not lockt up in any Cheft, 
Save where thou art nor, though I feel thou art, 
VVithin the gentle Cloure of my Breaft, 
From whence at Pleafure thou maift come and part; 

And even thence thru wilt be ftol'n, I fear; 
For Truth proves thievilh for a Prize fo dear. 

Stout Rejolution. 

A Gainft that time (if ever that time come) 
VVhen I fhall fet thee frown on my Det(d:s; 

VVhen as thy Love ha1h caft his utmoft Sum, 
Call'd to that Audit. b) advis'd Refpecrs ; 
Againft that time, whe1 thou fhalt ftrangely pafs, 
And fcarcely greet me with that Sun thine Eye ; 
When Love, converted from the thing it was, 
Shall Reafons find of Jettled Gravity. 
Againft that time do Iinfconce me here, 
Within the Knowledg' of mine own Defert, 
And this my Hand, atainft my felf uprear, 
To guard the lawful F.eafons on thy Part ; 

K 3 To 
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To leave poor me thou haft the Stre~gth of Laws, 
Since why to love, I can alkd~e no Caufe. 

A Duel. 

I T was a Lording's Daughter, 
The faireft: one of three, 

That liked of her Mafter, as well as well might be. 
Till looking on an Englilhman~ 
The faireft Eye could fee, 

Her Fancy fell a turning. 

Long was the Combat doubtful, 
That Love with Love di~ fight, 
To leave the M after lovelefs, or kill the gaUantKnigh~ .. 
To put in pratlice either, alas it was a Spite 

Vnto the filly Damfel. 

Bnt one muft he refufed, more mickle was the Pain, 
That nothing could be ufed, to turn them both to 
For of the two the trufty Knight (Gain; 
Was wounded with Difdain, 

;\.las ! .fhe could no~ help it. 
(Day, 

Thus Art with Arms contending, was Victor of the 
Which by a Gift of Learning, did bear the Maid away! 
Then lullaby the l~arned Man bath got the Lady gay, 

for p.pw my Spng is . ~nde4. 
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Love.jick. 

ON a Day (a1ack the Day) 
Love, whofe Month was ever May, 

Spied a Bloffom paffiog Fair, 
Playing in the wanton Air. 
Through the velvet Leaves the Wind, 
All unfeen, gan Paffage find, 
That the Lover (fick to De.ath) 
Wilht himfelf the Heaven's Breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy Cheeks may blow; 
Air ! would I might triumph fo ! 
But (alas) my Hand bath fworn, 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy Throne, 
Vow (a lack) tor Youth unmeet, 
Youth, fo apt to pluck a Sweet, 
Thou, for whom ev'n 'Jove would fwear, 
1uno but an Ethiope were, 
And deny himfelf for 7ovt 
Turning mortal for thy Love. 

Love's Lah()Ur loft. 

M y Flocks feed no , my Ewes breed not, 
My Rams fpee d no~, aU is am ifs. 

Love is dying, Faith's defying, 
Heart'~ denying., Cauftr of this. 

All my merry Jiggs are quite forgot, 
All my Lady's Love i& loft (God wot) 

K4 Where 
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. Where her Faith was firmly fix~ in Love, 

There a Nay is plac't without Remove. 
One fiUy C -, fs, wroaght al1 my Lofs ; 
0 ! frowning Fortune, curfed fickle Dame ! 
For now I fee, lnconftancy, 
More [n Women, than in Men remain. 

In black Mourn I, al] Fears fcorn I, 
Love bath forlorn me living in Thrall: 
Heart is bleeding, all Help needing ; 
0 ! cruel Speeding, fraughted with Gall. 
My Shepherd's Pipe can found no Deal, 
My Weather's Bell rings doleful Knell, 
My curtail Dog, that wont to have play'd, 
Plays not at all, but feems afraid. 

With Sighs fo deep, procures to weep, 
In howling wife, to fee my doleful Plight. 
How S.ghs refound through heartlefs Ground, 
Like a thoufand vanquifht Men in bloody Fight~ 

Clear Wells fpring not, fweet Birds fing not, 
Green Plants bring not forth their Die, 
Herds frand weeping, Flocks alJ fleeping, 
Nimphs Uack Peeping fearful1y. 
All our Pleafure known to us poor Swains; 
All our merry Meetings on the Plains ; 
All our E~ening Sport from us is fled ; 
Al1 our Love is loft, for Love is dead. 

Farewel, fweet Love, thy like ne'er was, 
For a fweet Content the Caufe of all my Woe; 
Poor Co('idon muft live alone, 
Other Help for him I fee, that there is none. 

Wholefoms 
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· Wholefome Counfel. 

WHen as thine Eye bath chafe the Dame 
And ftal'd the Deer, that thou fuouldft ftrike 

Let Reafon rule things worthy Blame, ' 
As well as Fancy (partly all might) 

Take Counfel of fame wifer Head, 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 

And when thou com'ft thy Tale to tell 
Smooth not thy Tongue with filed Talk; 
Leaft fhe fome fubtil Practife fmell. 
A Cripple foon can find a Halt! 

But plainly fay thou lov'ft her wel1, 
And fet her Perfon forth to Sale. 

What though her frowning Brows be bent? 
Her cloudy Looks will calm e'er Night. 
And then too late fhe will repent, 
That thus diffembled her Delight : · 

And twice defire e'er it be Day, 
That which with Scorn Jhe put a way. 

What though fhe flrive to try her Strength, 
And ban, and braul, and fay thee nay? 
Her feeble Force wiU yield at length, 
When Craft bath taught her thus to fay: 

Had Women been fo ftrong as Men, 
In Faith, you had not had it then. 

And to her Will frame all thy \Vays, 
Spare not to fpend, and chiefly there, 
Where thy Defert may merit Praife 
Jly ringing in thy Lady's Ear. 

he 
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The ftrongeft Caftle, Tower and Town, 
The golden Bullet beats it down. 

Serve always with aff'ured Truft, 
And in thy Sute be humble true ; 
Unlefs thy Lady prove unjuft, 
Preafe never thou to chufe a New. 

When time iball ferve, be thou not fiack; 
To proffer though fhe put it back. 

The VViles and Guiles, that VVomen work~ 
Diirembled with an outward Shew : 
The Tricks and Toys, that in them lurk, 
The Cock that treads them fhall not know. 

Have you not heard it faid full oft, 
A Womans Nay doth ftand for nought. 

Think Women frill to ftrive with Men, 
To Sin, and never for to Saint. 
There is no Heaven (by Holy then) 
When Time with Age fhall them attaint. 

Were KiJfes all toe Joys in Bed, 
One Woman would another wed. 

But foft enough, too much I fear, 
L-eaft, that my Miftrefs hear my Song,. 
She will not ftick to round me on th' ar, 
To teach my Tongue to be fo long. 

Yet will file blufb, here be it faid, 
To hear her Secrets fa bewraid. 
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Sat fuiffe. 

Sin of Self-love poffeffeth aU mine Eye, 
And all my Soul, a d all my e ery; rart; 

And for this Sin there is no Remedy, 
lt is fo grounded inward in my Heart. 
Me thinks no Face fo graci<11.1s is, as mine, 
No Shape fo true, no Truth of fuch Account ; 
And for my felf mine own Worth do define, 
As I aU other in all Worths fu·rmount. 
But when my Gb rs fuews me my felf indeed. 
~eated and chop'd with tann'tl Antiquity, 
Mine own Self-love quite contrary I read 
Self, fo felf-loving were Iniquity, · 

'Tis thee (my Self) . that for my felf I praife, 
Painting my Age with Beauty of thy Days. 

A living, Monument. 

Ot Marble, nor the gailded Monument 
Of Princes fhall out-live thi pnwerful Rhime, 

But you fhall lhine more bright in thefe Contents, 
Than unfwept Stone, befmeer'd with fiuttHh Time. 
When wafteful War fhall Statutes overturn, 
And Broils root out the Work of Mafonry; 
Nor Mars his Sword, nor War's quick Fire lhall burn 
The living Record of your Memory. 
'Gainft Death, and all oblilJious Emnity 
Shall you ace forth, your Praife lhall ftill find Room, 
Even in t·be Eyes of all Pofterity, 
That w~ar tbis World out· to the ending Doom. 

So 
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So till the Judgment, that your felf arife, 
You live in this, and dwell in Lovers Eyes. 

Familiarity hreeds Contempt. 

SO am I as the Rich, whore blefled Key 
Can bring him to his fweet up-locked Treafure, 

The which he will not every .Hour furvey, 
For blunting the fine Point of feldom Pleafure. 
Therefore are Feafts fo folemn and fo rare; 
Since feldom coming in the long Year fet, 
Like Stones of Worth they thinly pla~d are, 
Or Captain Jewels in the Carconet. 
So is the time, that keeps you, as my Cheft, 
Or as the Wardrobe, which the Robe doth hide,· 
To make fome fpecial Inftant fpecial bleft, 
By new unfoulding his imprifon'd Pride. 

Ble{fed are you whofe Worthinefs gives Scope, 
Being had to triumph, being lackt to hope: 

P atiens Armatus. 

I S it thy Will, thy Image fhould keep open 
My heavy Eye-lids to the weary Night ? 

Doft thou defire my Slumbers fhou'd be broken, 
While Shadows like to thee do mock my Sight ? 
Is it thy Spir't, that thou fend'ft from thee 
So far ft·om H'lme, into my Deeds to pry ? 
To find out Shames and Idle Hours in me, 
The Scope and Tetture of thy jealoufy ? 

0 
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0 ! no, thy Love tho' much, is not fo great, 
It is my Love, that keeps min Eye awake. 
Mine own true Love, that doth my Reft defeat, 
To play the Watch-man ever for thy Sake. 

For thee watch I, whilft thou doft wake elfe-where, 
From me far off, with others all too near. 

A 17 alediffion. 

N O longer Mourn for me when I am Dea-l 
Then you fhall hear the furly, ful1en Bell ' 

Give Watning to the World, that I am fled 
From this vile World with vileft Worms to dwell. 
Nay if you read this Line, remember not 
The Hand, that writ it; for I love you fo, 
That I in y r fweft Thoughts wou'd be forgot 
If thinking on me then fhould make you woe. ' 
0 ! if ( I fay) you look upon this Verfe, 
When I (perhaps) compounded am with Clay, 
Do not fo much as n1y poor Name rehearfe ; 
But let your Love even with my Life Decay. 

Leaft the wife World fbould look into your Moan 
And mock you with me after I am gone. ' 

0 ! leaft the World fhould task you to recite, 
What Merit liv"d in me, that you Jhould love; 
After my Death (dear Love) forget me quite, 
For you in me can nothing Worthy prove. 
Unlefs you would devife fome vcrtuous Lye, 
To do more for m now, than mine own Defert, 
And hang more Praife upon deceafed I, 
Than nigard Truth wou'd willingly impart. 
0 ! leaft your true Love may fee m falfe in this, 

That 
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That yoo for Love fpeak we11 of me untrue, 
My Name be buried where my Body is, 
And live no more to fbame nor me, nor you: 

For I am Sham'd by that, which I bring forth~ 
And fo fhould you, to love things nothing worth~ 

But be contented when, that feU Arreft, 
Without a\1 Bail, fhall carry me away, 
My Life bath in this Line fome lntereft, 
Which for Memorial ftill with thee fball ftay. 
VVhen thou revieweft this, thou doft review, 
The very Part was Confecrate to thee ; 
The Earth can have but Earth, which is his due; 
My Spirit is hine the better Part of ~e. 
So then thou haft b t loft the Dregs of Life, 
The Prey of VVorms, my Body being dead; 
The Coward Conqueft of a VVretch's Knife, 
Too bafe of thee to he remembred. 

The VVorth of that, is that which it contains; 
And that b this, and this witlt thee remains. 

Nil magnis ln·vidia. 

T Hat thou art blam'd fhal1 not be thy Defect; 
For Slanders Mark was ever yet the Fair; 

The Ornament of Beauty is Sufpea; 
A Crow that flies in Heaven's fweeteft Air. 
So thou be good, Slander doth but approve 
·rheir VVorth the greater being woo'd of Time~ 
For Canker Vice the fweeteft Buds doth love, 
And thou prefent'ft a pure unftained Prime. 
Thou haft pafr by the Ambufh of young Days, 
Either not a1fail'd, or Victor being charg'd, 

Yet 
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Yet this thy Praife cannot be fo thy Praife, 
To tie up Envy, ev rmore inlarged ; 

If fame fufpett of Ill mask not thy Show, 
Then thou alone Kingdoms of Hearts fhouldft owe. 

Love-fick. 

0 How I Faint when I of you do VVrite ! 
Knowing a better Spirit doth ufe your Name, 

And in the Praife thereof fpends all his Might, . 
To ma e me ongue-ty'd fpeaking of your Fame. 
But fince your orth (wide as the Ocean is) 
The humble as the prou.deft Sail doth bear, 
My fancy Bark (inferior far to his) 
On your broad Main doth wilfuUy appear. 
Your lbal1oweft Help will hold me up a Float, 
Whilft he upon your foundlefs Deep doth ride, 
Or (being wrackt) I am a wortblefs Boat, 
He of taU Building, and of goodly Pride. 

Then i( he thrive and I be caft away 
The worft was this, my Love was my Decay. 

Or fhall I live your Epitaph to make? 
Or you furvive when I in Earth am Rotten ? 
From hence your Memory Death cannot take, 
Although in me each Part will be forgotten. 
Your Name from hence immortal Life fhall have, 
Tho' I (once gone) to all the World muft dye ; 
The Earth can yield me but a common Grave, 
Wh.en you intombed in Mens Eyes fhall lie, 
Your Monument fball be my gentle Verfe, 
.Which Eye~ na.t y~t Created fball o'er-read ; 

And 
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And Tongues to be, your Being lha11 rehearfe.' 
When a11 the Breathers of this World are dead, 

You ftill fhall live (fuch Vertue bath my Pen) 
Where Breath moft breathss even in the Mouths of 

(Men. 

The Pi[fure of true Love. 

LET me not to the Marriage of true Minds 
Admit Impediments Love is not Love, 

Which alters when it Alteration finds, 
Or bends with the Remover to remove. 
0 no! it is an ever fixed Mark. 
That looks on Tempefts and is never fhaken ; 
It is the Star to every wand ring Bark, 
Whofe Worths unknown, altho' his Height be taken~ 
Lov's not time's Fool, tho' rofie Lips and Cheeks 
Within his bending Sickle's Compafs come; 
Love alters not with his brief Hours and \\'eeks, 
But bears it out even to the Edge of Doom. 

If this be Error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no Man ever loved. 

In Praife of his Love. 

I Grant thou wert not married to· my Mufe, 
And therefore mayft without Attaint o'er-look 

The dedicated Words which Writers ufe 
Of their fair SubjeCt., bleffing every Book, 
Thou art as fair in Knowledge as in Hew. 
Finding thy Worth a Limit paft my Praife, And 
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And therefore are inforc'd to feek anew 
S.ome frefher Stamp of the time-bettering Days; 
And do fo lr>ve, yet when the} have devis'd 
\\~hat ftrained Touches Rhetrrick can lend, 
Thou truly fair, wert truly Hmp:Ithiz'd, 
In true pt in Words, by thy true telling Frknd. 

And their gtof" Paintire migh· he better usd, 
Where Cheeks need Blood, in thee it is abus'd. 

I never faw that you did Painting reed, 
And therefore to your Fa·~ nu Painti.ng fet. 
I founrl (or thought I f0nnd) yrH1 did CXleed 
The barren tender of a Poet's Debt: 
And therefore have I flept in your Report; 
That you your felf being extant weJl might fhow, 
How far. a modern Quill doth come too 1h0rt, 
Speaking of Worth, what Worth In you doth grow. 
This Silrnce of my Sin you d1d impute, 
Which fhalJ be tnoft my Glo y being dumb, 
For I impair not Beattty beiag mute, 
When others won'd ?;\"e Ltfe and bring a Tomb. 

There lives more Life in one of your fair Eyes, 
Than both your Poets can in Praifc devife. 

Who is it, that fays moft, which can fay more, 
Than this rich Praife, that you alone are you ? 
In yvhofe Confine immured is the Store, 
Which lhould E-xample, where your Equd 1 ?;rew. 
Lean Penurie within that Pen cloth dwei!'l 
That to his Subject lends not fome fma 11 Glory: 
But he, that writes of you, if he can telJ, 
That you are you, fo dignifies his Sto, y. 
Let him but copy what in you is writ, 
Not making worfe what Nature made fo clear, 
And fuch a Counter-p~n· t il1all fame his Wtir, 
Making him ftill admir'd every where; 

L Yo~ 
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You to your beauteous Bleffing add a Curfe; 
Being fond on Praife, w hi eh makes your Praifes worfe. 

My Tongue-tide Mufe in Manners holds her ftil1, 
While Comments of your Praife richly compil'd, 
Referve their CharaCl:er with golden Quil1, 
And precious Phrafe by all the Mufes fill'd. (Words 
I think good Thoughts, whilft other write good 
And like unletter'd Clerk flill cry Amen 
To every Hymn, that able Spirit affords, 
In polifht Form of well refin'd Pen. 
Hearing you praifed, I fay 'tis fo, 'tis true, 
And to the m oft of Praife add fomething more, 
But that is in my Thought, whofe Love to you 
(Tho' Words come hind-moft) holds his Rank before: 

Then others, for the breath of Words refpefr, 
Me for my dumb Thoughts, fpeaking in Effect. 

A Rejignation. 

W As it the proud, full Sail of his great Verfe, 
Bound for the Prize of (all too precious) you; 

That did my ripe Thoughts in my Brain rehearfe, 
IVIakinp; their Tomb the Womb wherein they grew 1 
Was it his Spirit, by Spirits taught to write, 
A hove a mortal Pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 
No neither he nor his Compeers by Night 
Giving him Aid, my Verfe aftonifhed. 
He nor that affable familiar Ghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with Intelligence, 
As Victors of my Silence cannot boaft, 
I was not fic.k of any fear from thence. 

But 
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But when your Countenance fill'd up his Line, 
Then lack't I Matter, that infeebl'd mine. 

Farewel, thou art too dear for my poffeffing, 
And like enough thou know'ft thy Eftimate : 
The Charter of thy Worth gives .thee releafing: 
My Bonds in thee are all determinate. 
For how do I hold thee but by thy grantinp,, 
And for that Riches where is my Deferving ? 
The CJufe of this fair Guift in me is wanting; 
And fo my Pattent back again is fwerving. 
Thy felf thou gav'ft, thy own Worth then not know• 
Or me to whom thou gav'ft it elfe miftaking; (ing1 
So thy great Gift upoa IVlifprifion growing, 
Comes home again, on better Judgment making. 

Thus have I had thee, as a Dream doth flatter, 
In Sleep a King, but waking no fuch matter. 

Sympathizing Love. 
'AS it fell upon a Day, 

In the merry Month of 1\tiay. 
Sitting in a pleafant Shade, 
Which a Grove of Myrtles made, 
Beafts did leap and Birds did fing, 
Trees did grow, and Plants did fpring" 
Every thing did l:>andh Moan, 
Save the Nightingale alone, 
She (poor Bird) as all forlorn, 
Lean'd her Breaft up-till a Thorn, 
And there fung the doleful'ft Ditty1 
That to hear it was great Pitty, 
Fie, fie, fie, now would fhe cry 
Teru, Teru, by and by. 

L ,., Tha 
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That to hear her fo complain, 
Scarce I could from Tears refrain: 
For her Gt iefs fo lovely 1hown, 
Made me think upon mine own. 
Ah ! (thought I) thou mourn'ft in vain; 
None takes Pity on thy Pain. 
Senfiefs Trees, they cannot hear thee; 
Ruthlefs Bears, they will not chear thee;. 
King Paudion he is dead; 
All thy Friends are lap'd in Lead ; 
All thy fellow Birds do fing, 
Carelefs of thy forrowing. 
Whilft as fickle Fortune fmil'd, 
Thou and I, were both beguil'd; 
Every one, that flatters thee, 
Is no Friend in Mifery. 
Words are eafie, like the Wind; 
Faithful Friends are hard to find: 
Every Man will be thy Friend, 
Whilft thou haft wherewith to fpend;: 
But if fl:ore of Crowns be fcant, 
No Man will fupply thy Want. 
If that one be prodigal, 
Bountiful they will him call : 
And with fuch like Flattering, 
Pity but he was a King. 
If he be addict to Vice, 
Quickly him they will intice; 
If to Women he be hent, 
They have at Commaadment. 
But if Fortune once do frown; 
Then farewel h · s great Renown: 
They, that fawn'd on him before~ 
Uf'e his Company no more. 
He., that is thy Friend indeed, 
!-le will help thee i.o. thy Need ... 

+ -. 

lf 
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If thou Sorrow, he will Weep: 
If thou Awake, he cannot Sleep. 
Thus of every Grief, in Heart 
He, with thee, doth bear a Part. 
Thefe are certain Signs, to know 
Faithful Friend, from Flattering Foe. 

A Requefl.to his fcornful Love. 

WHen thou {halt be difpos'd to fet me light, 
And place my Merit in the Eye of S<:orn, 

Upon thy Side, againft thy felf I'll Fight, 
And prove thee Vertuous, tho' thou art Forfworn. 
With mine own Weaknefs being beft acquainted, 
Upon thy Part I can fet down a Story 
Of Faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted ; 
That thou in loofing me, fhall win much Glory : 
And I by this will be a Gainer too, 
For bending al1 my loving Thoughts on thee, 
The Injuries that to my felf I do, 
Doing thee Vantage double Vantage me. 

Such is my Love ; to thee I fo belong, 
That for thy Right, my felf will bear all Wrong. 

Say that thou didft for fake me for fome Fault, 
And I will comment upon that Offence ; 
Speak of my Lamenefs, and I ftraigbt will halt; 
Againft thy Reafons making no Defence. 
Thou canft not (Love) Difgrace me half fo ill, 
To fet a Form upon defir'd Change, 
As I'll my felf Difgrace ; knowing thy WilJ, 
I will Acquaintance ftrangle and look ftrange; 
}3e abfent from thy Walks and in my Tongue, 

L 3 Tb 
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Thy fweet beloved Name no more fhall dweU, 
Leaft I (too much Prophane) fuould do it Wrong: 
And haply of our old Acquaintance tell. 

For thee, ag.1inft my felf I'll vow Debate, 
For I muft nc'er Love him, whom thou doft Hate, 

Then Hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now, 
~ow while the World is bent mv Deeds to crofs; 
Joyn with the Spight of Fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after Lofs: 
Ah! do not, when my Heart bath 'fcapt this Sorrow, 
Come in the Rereward of a Conquer'd Woe! 
Give not a windy "Night a rainy Morrow, 

' To linger out a purpos"d Overthrow. 
If thou wilt leave me, do not h~ave me laft, 
-when other petty Griefs have done their Spight; 
Bot in the Onfet come, fo fhall I tafte 
At firft the Vl ry worft of Fortunes might. 

And other Strains of Woe, which now feem Woe~ 
Compar'd with lofs of thee, will not feem fo. 

pome glory in their Birth, fame in their Skill; 
Some in their Wealth; fome in their Bodies force; 
~ome in their Garments tho' new-fangled ill; 
Some in their Hawks and Hounqs., forne in their Horfc.. 
And every Hummrr bath his adjunct Pleafur~, 
\\·herein it finds a Joy above the reft. 
Bot there Particulars are not my Meafure, 
A11 thefe I btcter ip one grneral Beft. 
Thy Love 1s betteY., 'han high Birth to me, 
Richer, than \Vealth, proudcr than Garments Coft; 
Of more Delight, thap Hawks or Horfes be: 
~nd having thee, of all Mens Pride I boaft. 

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayft take, 
All ~hjs qW ay~ '!ll~ m~ p.1o!t ·\\retched Jllake. 
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A Lovers Affellion, tho' bis Love prove, 
Unconftant. 

B U T do thy worft to fteal thy fdf a way, 
For Term of Life thou art afrured mine ; 

And Life no longer, than my Love will itay, 
For it depends upon that Love of rhi ne. 
Then need I not to fear the worft of Wrongs ; 
When in the leaft of them my Life bath End, 
I fee, a better State to me belongs, 
Than that, which on my Humour doth depend. 
Thou canft not vex me with inconftant Mind. 
Since that my Life on thy Revolt doth lie, 
Oh ! what a happy Title do I find, 
Happy to have thy Love, happy to Die! 

But what's fo bleffed Fair, that fears no Blot? 
Thou may'ft be Falfe, and yet I know it not. 

So fhall I live, fuppofing thou art true, 
Like a deceived I-lusband ; fo Loves Face 
May ftill feem Love to me tho' alter'd new : 
Thy Looks with me, thy Heart in other Place 
For there can live no Hatred in thine Eye, 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy Ch1nge. 
In manies Looks, the falfe Heart's Hiftory 
Is writ in Moods and Frowns and Wrinkles ftrange. 
But Heaven in thy Creation did decree, 
That in thy Face fweet Love !hould ever dwell; 
Whate'er thy Thoughts, or thy Heart's workings be, 
Thy Looks fha\1 nothing thence but Sweetncfs tell. 

How like Eves Apple <.loth thy Beauty grow, 
If thy fweet Vertue anfwer not thy Show. 

They that have Power to Hurt, and will do none, 
That do not do the Thing, they muft do .)how ; 

L 4 vVho 
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Who mov:rJg ot.her:;, are themfelves as Stone, 
Unmov'd.. "' "~Jd a1 d to Temptation flow. 
Thej rit;htly do in erit Heavl'"n's Graces, 
A 1d hn~hand Natt re's Riches from Expence; 
T ev are the L rds and Owners of their Faces, 
Oth~rs, hut 3t 'V\ 1rds of thetr Excellence. 
The Summer's Flower is to the Summer fweet, 
Tho' to it 1elf., only Live and Die, 
Bu ' it th tt Flower with bafe Infettion meet, 
The b<ifefl: \Need oqt-braves his Dignity: 

For r~ eeteft things tU'"Q fowerefi: by their Deeds, 
Lillies, tl a fefter, fmell far worfe, than Weeds. 

~ow [w ePt and lovely doft thou make the Shame, 
VVhich like a Canker in the fragrant Rofe, 
Doth Spa the Beauty of thy budding Name? 
Oh ! in ..vh t Sweets doft thou thy ... ins inclofe ! 
That Tonp,ue, that tells the Story of thy Days, 
(Making Lafcivious Com~ents on thy Spor~) 
Cannot difpraife, but in a kind of Praife ; 
N1ming th · Name, bleffes an ill Report. 
Oh! wha t a Maniion have thofe Vices got, 

. VVhicn for their Habitation choofe out thee ! 
VVhere Beaqties V ail doth cover every Blot, 
A ·~ d all things turns to Fair, that Eyes can fee! 

Take heed (de1r Heart) of this large Privilege, 
The hard eft Knife ill us'd ~oth lofe his Edge. 

Complaint fo,r his Lovers Abjence, 
0 VV like a VVinter bath my Ab fence been 
Fro, 1 thee, the Pleafure of the fleeting Year! 

yv h.:1t Freezings have l felt, wb~t dark Days feen? 
. . . VVhat 
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VVhat old December's Barennefs every where ? 
And yet this Time remov'd was Summer's Time; 
The teeming Autumn big with rich lncreafe, 
Bearing the wanton Burthen of the Prime, 
Like widow'd VVombs after their Lord's Deceafe .. · 
Yet this abundant Hfue feem'd to me, 
But Hope of Orphans and un-father'd Fruit, 
For Summer and his Pleafures wait on th~e, 
And thou away, the very Birds are mute. 

Or if they fing, 'tis with fo ~ull ~ Chear, 
That Leaves look Pale, dreading the VVinters near." 

From you have I been abfeat in the Spring, 
When proud py'd .April, (Dreft in all his Trim) 
Hath put a Spirit of Youth in every thing ; 
That heavy Saturn laugh'd and Ieap'd with him: 
Yet not the Lays of Birds, nor the fweet Smell 
Of different Flowers in Odor and in Hew, 
Cou'd make me a_ny Summers Story tell ; 
Or from their prc;md Lap pluck them where they grew. 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white, 
Nor Praife the deep Vermillion in the Rofe, 
They were but fweet, but Figures of Delight, 
Drawn after you, you Pattern of all thofe. 

Yet feem'd it VVinter ftilJ, and you away, 
As with your Shadow I with thefe did play. 

The forward Violet thus did I chide, (fmells? 
Sweet Thief whence didft thou fteal thy Sweet that 
If not from my Loves Breath? The purple Pride, 
VVhich on thy foft Cheek for Complexion dwells 
ln my Lov's Veins thou haft too grofiy dy'd 
The Lilly I Condemned for thy Ha d, 
And Buds of Marjerom had ftol n tr 'I Hair, 
The ~ofes fearfully on Thorns did ft " nd, 
Our b~u1hing Shame, another white Defpair, 

A 
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A third nor red, nor white, had ftol'n of both, 
And to his Robb'ry had annext thy Breath ; 
But for his Theft in Pride of all his Growth, 
A vengeful Canker eat him up to Death. 

More Flowers I noted, yet I none could fee, 
But Sweet, or Colour it had ftol'n from thee. 

An Invocation to his Mufe. 

W Here art thou Mufe, that thou forget'ft fo long~ 
Tofpeakofthat, whichgivestheea\1 thy Might? 

Spend'ft thou thy Fury on fome, worthlefs Song, 
D:ukning thy Power to lend bafe Subjea:s Light? 
Return, forgetful Mufe, and ftraight redeem, 
In gentle Number~, Time fo idely fpent ; 
Sing to the Ear, that doth thy Lays efteem, 
And give thy Pen both Skin and Argument. 
Rife, refty Mufe, my Love's fweet Face furvey, 
It time hath any Wrinkle graven there; 
If any, be a Slftir to Decay, 
And make Time's Spoils defpifed every where. 

Give my Love Fame, fafter than Time wafts Life, 
SG> thou prevent'ft his Sithe, and crooked Knife. 

Oh ! truant Mufe! what fball be thy Amends, 
For thy neglect of Truth in Beauty dy'd ? 
But Truth and Beauty on my Love depends: 
So daft thou too, and therein dignify'd. 
Make anfwer, Mufe, wilt thou not haply fay, 
Truth needs no Colour with his Colour fixt ; 
Beauty no Pencil, Beauty's Truth to lay : 
But beft is beft, if never intermixt, 
Becaufe he needs no Praife, wilt thou be dumb? 

Excufe 
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Excufe no Silence fo, for't lies in thee, 
To m::~ke her much out-live a gilded Tomb: 
And to be prais'd of Ages yet to be. 

Then do thy Office, Mufe, I teach thee how, 
To make her feem long hence, as fhe 1hows now. 

Conflant Affection. 

T O me fair Love you never can be Old, 
For as you were when firft your Eye I ey'd, 

Such feems your Beauty ftill. Three Winters Cold, 
Have from the Forefts fuook three Summers Pride; 
Three beauteous Spr·ngs to yellow Autumn turn'd 
In Procefs of the Seafons have I feen ; ' 
Three April Perfumes in three hot 'Junes burn'd 
Since firft I faw you, frefu, which yet are green. ' 
Ah ! yet doth Beauty like a Dial-Hand, · 
Steal from his Figure, and no Place perceiv'd ; 
So your fweet Hew, which, me thinks, fti ll do ftand, 
Hath Motion, and mine Eye may be dec~iv'd. 

For fear of which, hear this thou Age unbred, 
E'er you was born was Beauty's Summer dead. 

Let not my Love by call'd Idolatry, 
Nor my Beloved as an Idol Show ; 
Since all alike my Songs and Praifes be 
To one, of one, ftill fuch, and ever fo. 
Kind is my Love to Day, to Morrow kind, 
£till conftant in a wo~drous Extellence; 
Therefore my Verfe to Conftan<. y confin'd, 
One thing expreffing, leaves out Difference. 
Fair, kind, and true, is all my Argument; 
Fair, kind, and true, varying to other Words; 

And 
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And in this Change is my Invention fpent, 
Three Theams in one, which wondrous Scope affords: 

Fair, kind, and true, have often liv'd alone. 
Which three till now, never Sate in one. 

When in the Chronicle of wafted Time; 
I fee Defcriptions of the faireft Wight s, 
And Beauty making beautiful old Rhime, 
In praife of L1dies dead, and lovely Knights ; 
Then in the Blazon of fweet Beauty's befi:, · 
Of Hand, of Foot, of Lip, of Eye, of Brow; 
I fee their antick Pen would have exprefs, 
Even fuch a Beauty as you mafter now. 
So all their Praifes are but Prophefies 
Of this our Time, all you prefiguring ; 
And, for they look'd bat with divining Eyes; 
They had not ftill enough your Worth to fing : 

For we who now behold thefe prefent Days, 
Have Eyes to wonder, but lack Tongues to praife; 

Amazement. 

M y Love is ftrengthned, tho' more weak in feeming; 
I l0ve not lefs, tho' lefs the Show appear : 

That Love is merchandiz'd, whofe rich Efteeming, 
the Owner's Tongue doth publifh every where. 
Oar Love was new, and then but in the Spring, 
When I was wont to greet it in my Lays, . 
As Philomel in Summer's Front doth fing, 
And ftops his Pipe in Growth of riper Days. 
Not that the Summer is lefs pleafant now, 
Than when her mournful Hymns did hulk the Night; 

· But 
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But that wild Mufick burthens every Bough, 
'And Sweets gt own coJrltnon lofe their dear Delight ! 

Therefore like her I fomefrne hold my Tongue, 
Becaufe I would not dull you with my Song. 

:Alack! what Povrrty my Mufe brings forth ! 
That .having fuch a Scope to fbow her Pride, 
The Argument all bare, is of more Worth, 
Than when it bath my added Praife befide. 
Oh! blame me not if I no more can write ! 
Look in your Glafs, and there appears a Face; !I 
That overgoes my blunt Invention quite, 
Dulling my Lines, ard doing me Difgrace. 
Were it not finful then ftriving to mend, 
To marr the SubjeCl that before was well ? 
For to no other pafs my Verfes tend, 
;Than of your Graces, and your Gifts to tell ; 

And mere, much more, than in my Verfe can fit, 
Your own Glafs fhows you, when you look in it. 

A Lover's Excufe for his long A/Jfence. 

! never fay that I was falfe of Heart, 
Tho' A bfence feem'd my Flame to qualify ( 

As eafie might I from my felf depart, 
As from my Soul which in my Breaft doth lie. 
That is my Home of Love, if I have rang'd, 
Like him, that travels I return again 
Juft to the Time, not with the Time exchang'd. 
So that my felf bring Water for my Stain, 
Never believe, tho, in my Nature reign'd 
'All Frailties, that befieg~ all Kinds of Blood, 

That 
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That it could fo prepofteroufiv be ftained, 
To leave for nothing all thy Sum of Good: 

For nothing this wide U 1iverfe I eaU, 
Save thou, my Rofe, in it thou art my All.· 

Alas ! 'tis true, I have gone here and there 1 
And made my felf a Motely to the View; 
Gor'd mine own Thoughts, fold cheap what is mort 
Made old Offences of Affetl:ions new. (dear; 
M oft true it is, that I have look'd on Truth 
Afconce and ftrangely: But by all above, 
Thefe Blenches gave my Heart another Youth, 
And worfe Affays prov'd thee my beft of Love. 
Now all is done have what {b;t 11 have no End, 
Mine Appetite I never more will grind 
On newer Proof, to try an older Friend, 
A God in Love, to whom I am confi.n'd. 

Then give me welCome, next my Heaven the be~t 
Even to thy pure and moil: m~ft loving Breaft. 

A Complaint. 

OH ! For my Sake do you with Fortune chide~ 
The guilty Goddefs of my harmlefs Deeds, 

That did not better for my Life provide, 
Than publick Means which publick Manners breeds .. 
Thence comes it, that my Name receives a Brand, 
And almoft thence my Nature is fubdued 
To what it works in, like the Dyer's Hand. 
Pity me then, and wi!h I were renew'd; 
Whilft like a willing Patient I will drink, . 
Potions of E 1 fel 'gainft my ftro11g In•eaion; 
No Bitternefs, that I will btttcr think~ 

Tor double Penance to cor rea: Correction. 
Pity 
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Pity me then dear Friend, and I affure ye, 
Even that your Pity is enough to cure · rne.'l 

Your Love and Pity doth th' ImpreffioJ!l filJ, 
Which vulgar Scandal ftamp'd upon my Brow, 
For what care I who calls me well or il1, 
So you o'er-green my bad my good allow? 
You are my al1, the World and I muft ftrive, 
To know my Shames and Praifes from your Tongue, 
None elfe to me, nor I to none alive, 
That my fteel'd Senfe or changes right or wrong, 
In fo profound .Abifme 1 throw all Care 
Of others Voices, that my Adders Senfe, 
To Crytic and to Flatterer £topped are: 
Mark how with my Neglett I do difpence. 

You are fo ftrongly in my Purpofe bred, 
That all the World befides me thinks y'are dead. 

Self-flattery of her Beauty. 

Since I left you mine Eye is in my Mind, 
And that which governs me to go a bout, 

Doth part h"s Function, and is partly blind, 
Seems feeing, but ffettua 1JY is out. 
For it no Fot m deliYers to the Heart 
Of Birds, or Flower, or Shape, which it doth lack; 
Of his quick Objefts bath the Mind no Part, 
Nor his own Vifio 1 holds what it doth cat<.h: 

or if it fee the rud'ft or gentleft Sigl,r, 
The moft fweet Favour or deformedft Creature, 
The Mountain or the Sea, the Day or Night : 
Zflie Crow, or Dove it fhapcs them to your Feature, 

In-
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Incapable of more, Repleat with you, 
My moft \true l\1ind thus maketh mine untrue~ 

Or V\. hether doth my Mind being crown'd with you 
Drink 11p the Monarch's Pla!"ue this Flattery ? 
0 .. wh,.,ther !hall I fay mine Eye faith true, . 
A11d th r Yo •r Love taught it this Alchimy ? 
To make of M frets, and things in de~ eft, 
Such Cher tbins as your fweet felf refemble? 
Creating every bad a perfetl: Beft; 
As faft as Objctl:s to his Beams affemble ? 
Oh! 'tis the firft, 'tis Flatt'ry in my feeing; 
And my great Mind moft kindly drinks it up; 
M. e Eye well knows what with his Guft is 'greeing; 
And to his Pallat doth prepare the Cup• 

If it be poifon'd 'tis the leffer Sin, . 
That mine Bye loves it and doth firft begin~ 

Thofe Lines, that I before have writ do lie, 
Even thofe th1t faid I could not love you dearer £ 
Yet thea my Judgment knew no Reafon why, 
My mofr fuil Flame lliould afterwards burn clearer; 
But reck'ning Time, whofe million Accidents 
Creep in twixt Vowr:., and change Decrees of Kings~, · 
Tan facred Beauty, blunt the fharp'ft Intents, 
Divert frrong Minds to· th' Courfe of alt'ring Things~ 
Alae;! Why fearing of Times Tyranny, 
Might I not then fay now I love you beft, 
When I was certain o'er In-certainty, . 
Crowning the prefent, doubting of the reft? 

Love is a Babe, then might I not fay fo 
To g·ve full Growth to that which LUll doth grow? 

'lryal 
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~Trial of Love's Conftancy. 

A Ccufe me thus; that I h1ve fcantcd all, 
Wherein I 1hould your great Dt;;ferts repay; 

Forgot upon your deareft Love to call, 
Whereto all Bonds do tie me Day by Day ; 
.That! have frequent been with unknown M~nds, 
And gtven to time your own dear purchas'd Rtght; 
That I have hoifted Sail to all the Winds, 
Which fhould tranfport me fartheft from your Sight. 
Book both my Wiltulnefs and Error down, 
And on juft Proof furmife, accumilate; 
Bring me within the Level of your Frown, 
But fhoot not at me in your wakened Hate. 

Since my Appeal fays I did ftrive to prove 
The Conftancy and Vertue of your ! ove. 

Like as to make our Appetites more keen, 
With eager Compounds ; we our Pallate urge, 
As to prevent our Maladies unfeen, 
We ficken to fhun Sicknefs when we purge. 
Even fo being full of your near cloying Sweetnefs, 
To bitter Sauces did I frame my Feeding; 
And fick of Welfare, found a kind of Meetnefs, 
To be difeas'd e'er that there was true needing. 
Thus Policy in Love t' anticipate 
The Ills that were not, grew to Faults aifured, 
And brought to Medicine a healthful State., 
Which Rank ofGoodnefs would by Ill be cured. 

But thence I learn and find the Leffon true, 
Drugs po!fon him, that fo fell fick of you. 

What Potions have I drunk of Syren Te1rs, 
};;)iftill'd from Limbecks foul, as Hell within? 

M Apply~ng 
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Applying Fears to Hopes, and Hopes to Fears; 
Sti lllofing when I fa w my felf to win. 
VJhat wretched Errors hat~1 my Heart committed; 
~lhilft it hath thought it felf fo bleil{~d never ? 
How have mine Eyes out of their Spheres been fitted; 
In the Dill:raB:ion of this madding Feaver? 
0 ! Benefit of Ill ! now I find true, 
That better is., by Evil ftill made better. 
And ruin'd Love when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer, than at firft, more ftrong, far greater. 

So I return Rebuke to my Content, 
And gain by Ills thrice more, than I have fpent.· 

A good Con.ffru{lion of his Love's 
Unkindnefs. 

T Hat you were once unkind befriends me now ; 
And for that Sorrow, which I then did feel, 

Needs muftI under my Tranfgreffion bow, 
U nlefs my Nerve were Brafs or hammer,d Steel. 
For if you were by my Unkindnefs fhaken, 
As I by yours,;y'have paft a Hell of Ttme ; 
And I a Tyrant have no Leifure taken, 
To weigh how once I fuffered in your Crime. 
0! that our Night of Woe might have remembred 
My deepeft Sence! how hard true Sorrow hits, 
And foon to you, as you to me then tendred 
The humble Salve, which wounded Bofoms fits! 

But that your Trefpafs now becomes a Fee, 
Mine ranfoms yours, and yours muft ranfom me· 

Error 
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Error in Opinion. 
~TIS better to be vile, than vile efteem'd, 

When not to be, receives Reproach of Being ; 
And the juft Pleafure loft, which is fo deemed, 
Not by our Feeling, but by others Seeing. 
For why fhould others fa1fe adulterate Eyes, 
Give Salutat ion o my fportive Blood? 
Or on my Frailties, why are frailer Spies ; 
Which in their Wills count bad what I think good? 
No, I am that I am, and they that level 
At my Abufes, reckon up their own ; 
I may be ftreight though they themfelves be bevel; . 
By their rank Thoughts my Deeds muft not be fhown1 

Unlefs this general Evil they maintain, 
All Men are bad, and in their Badnefs reign. 

Upon the &ceipt of a Table Book from 
. his Mi.ffrefs. 

HY Gift, thy Tables, are within my Brain 
Full character'd with a lafting Memory, 

Which fhall above that idle Rank remain, 
Beyond all Date, even to Eternity. 
Or at the Ieaft, fo long as Brain and Heart 
Have Faculty by Nature to fubfift ; 
'Till each to raz'd Oblivion yield his Part 
Of thee, thy Record never can be mift. 
That poor Retention could not fo much hold, 
Nor need I Tallies thy dedr Love to fcore· 

lVI 2 Therefore 
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Therefore to give them from me was I bold~ 
To truft thofe Tables, that recieve thee more. 

To keep an Adjuna to remember thee, 
Were to import Forgetfulnefs in me. 

A Vow. 

N O Time! thou {halt not boaft, that I do change ; 
Thy Pyramids, built up with newer Might, 

To me are nothing novel, nothing ftrange ; 
They are but Dreffings of a former Sight. 
Our Dates are brief, and therefore we admire; 
What thou doft foift upon us that is Old, 
And rather make them born to our Defire, 
Than think, that we before have heard them told.' 
Thy Re?,ifters and thee I both defie, 
Not wondrirtg at the Prefent nor the Paft, 
For thy Records, and what we fee d·oth lye, · 
Made more or lefs by thy continual Ha-fte. 

This I do vow, and this fuall ever be; 
I will be true difpight thy Si the and thee~ 

Love's Safety. 

F my dear Love were but the Child of State 
It might for Fortune's Baftard be unfathered : 

As fubjea: to Time's Love, or to Time's Hate, 
WeedsamongWeeds,orFlowers withFlowersgather'd.· 
No it was builded far from Accident, 
It fuffers not in fmiling Pomp, nor falls 

Under 
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Under the Blow of thralled Difcontent ; 
Whereto th' inviting Time our Fafhion calls : 
It fears not Policy that Heretic, 
Which works on Leafes of fhort nu m bred Hours : 
But all alone ftands hugely Politick, (Showers. 
That it nor grows with Heat, nor drowns with 

To this I Witnefs call the Fools of Time, 
Whic.:h die for Goodnefs, who have liv'd for Crime . 

.An lntreaty for her Acceptance. 

W Er't ought to me I bore the Canopy, 
With my ~xtern the outward Honouring; 

Or laid great Bafes for Eternity, 
Which proves more lhort, than Wafte or Ruining? 
Have I not feen Dwellers on Form and Favour, · 
Lofe a 11, and more, by paying too much Rent 
For Compound-fweet, foregoing fimple Savour ; 
Pitiful Thrivers in their Gazing fpent. 
No, let me be <_>bfequious in thy Heart., 
And take thou my Oblation, poor, but free, 
Which is not mixt with Seconds, knows no Art, 
But mutual render, only me for thee. 

Hence thou fubborn'd Informer, a true Soul, 
When moft impeacht, ftands leaft in thy Controul. 

Upon her playing on the Virginals. 

HOw oft when thou thy Mulick, Mulick play'ft, 
.Upon that bleJfed Wood, whofe Motion founds 

l'fl 3] With 
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With thy fweet Fingers, when thou gently fway'lt; 
The wity Concord, that mine Ear confounds; 
Do I envy thofe Jacks, that nimble leap, 
To kifs the tender Inward of thy H1t1<.l, 
Whilft my poor Lips, which fhould that Harvefl: reap; 
At the Wood's Boldnefs by thee blufhing ftand. 
To be fo tickled they would chan~e their State, 

./And Situation with thofe dancing Chips, 
O'er w horn thy Fingers walk with gentle Gate, 
Making dead Wood more bleft than living Lips. 

Since faucy Jacks fo happy are in this, 
Give them thy Fingers, me thy Lips to kifs. 

Immoderate 

T H' Ex pence of Spirit in a Wafte of Shame, 
Is Luft in Action, and till Atl:ion, Luft 

Is perjur'd, murd'rous, bloody, full of Blame, 
Savag~, extream, rude, cruel, not to truft, 

~ lnj')y'd no fooner, but defpifed ftt eight, 
Paft Reafon hunted, and no fooner had 
Paft ReJ fon hated as a fwallowed Bait 
On purpofe laid to make the Taker mad. 
Mad in Purfuit and Poffeffion fo ; 
Had, h3vi1.g, and in queft, to have extream; 
A Bltfs in Proof, and prov'd, and very Woe, 
Before a Jcy propos,d, behind a Dream. 

All his the World well knows,yet none knows weU, 
To fhun the Haven, that leads Men to this Hell • . 

In. 
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In praije of her Beauty tho' black. 

I N the old Age Black was not counted fair, 
Or if it were it bore not Beauties Name : 

But now is Black Beauties fucceffive Heir, 
And Beauty fiander'd with a Baftard Shame ; 
For fince each Hand bath put on Nature's Power, 
Pairing the Foul with Art's falfe borrow'd Face, 
Sweet Beauty hath no Name no holy Bower, 
But is prophan'd, if not, lives in Difgrace. 
Therefore my Miftrefs Eyes are Raven black, 
Her Eyes fo futed, that they Mourners feem, 
At fuch who not born fair no Beauty Jack, 
Slandering Creation with a falfe Efteem, 

Yet fo they mourn becoming of their Woe, 
That every Tongue fays Beauty fhou'd look fo. 

My Miftrefs Eyes are nothing like the Sun ; 
Coral is far more red, than her Lips red. 
If Snow be white, why then her Breafl:s are dun ; 
If Hairs be Wires, black Wires grow on her Head ; 
I have feen Rofes, Damask, red and w hire, 
But no fuch Rofes fee I in her Cheeks; 
And in fome Perfumes is there more Delight, 
Then in the Breath, that from my Mifrrefs reeks. 
I love to hear her fpeak, yet well I know, 
That Mufick bath a far more pleating Sound. 
I grant I never faw a Goddefs go, 
My Miftrefs when fhe walks treads on the Ground. 

And yet, by Heaven, I think my Love as rare, 
As any fhe beli'd with falfe Compare. 

Thou art as Tiranous, yes fo thou art, 
As thofe w hofe Beauties proud I y make them cruel ; 
For well thou know'ft, to my dear doting Heart, 

M 4 Tllou 
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T hou ar t the fairefl:., and moft precious Jewel; 
Yet in good Faith fome fay, that thee behold, 
T hy Face hath not the Power to make Love groan." 
To fa y they err L.d Ire not be fo bold, 
A ltho' I fwear it to my felf alone. 
A nd to be fure, that is not talfe I fwear, 
A thoufand Groans but thinking on thy Face~ 
O n.e on another's Neck do witnefs bear, 
Thy Black is fJireft in my Judgment's Place. 

In nothing art thou black fa ve in thy Deeds~ 
And thence this Slander, as I think, proceeds. 

Thine Eyes I love, and they, as pitying me~ 
Knowing thy Heart torments me with Difdain; 
Hlve put on black, and loving Mourners be, 
Looking with pretty Ruth upon my Pain. 
And truly not the Morning Sun of Heaven 
Better becomes the grey Cl-teeks of th' Eaft ; 
Nor that fun Star, that ufhers in the Even, 
Doth half that Glory to the fober Weft, 
As thofe two mourning Eyes become thy Face; 
0! let it then as well befeem thy Heart 
To mourn for me, fince mourning doth thee grace; 
And fute thy Pity like in every Part. 

Then will I fwcar Be1uty her felf is black, 
And all they foul, that thy Complexion lack; 

Unkind Ahtife. 

Elhrew that Heart, that makes my Heart t() groan 
For that deep Wound it gives my Friend and me. 

I'ft not enough to torture me alone, 
But Slave to Slavery my fweeteft Friend muft be? 

Me 
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Me from my felf thy cruel Eye bath taken; 
And my next felf thou harder haft ingroffed; 
Of him, my felf, and thee I am forfaken, 
A Torment thrice three-fold thu to be croffcd.' 
Prifon my Heart in thy fteel Bofom's Ward ; 
But then my Friends Heart let my poor Heart bail; 
Who e'er keeps me, let my Heart be his Guard, 
Thou canft not then ufe Rigor in my Jail. 

And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee; 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 

So now I have confeft, that he is thine; 
And I my felf am Morgag'd to thy Will ; 
My felf I'll forfeit, fo that other mine, 
Thou wilt · reftore to me my Comfort ftilJ. 
Bot thou wilt not, nor he will not be free ; 
For thou art Covetous, and he is Kind, · 
He learned but Surety-like to write for me 
Under that Bond, that him as faft doth bind. 
The Statute of thy Beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou, Ufurer that put'ft forth all to Ufe, 
·And Sue a Friend, came Debtor for my fake; 
So him I lofe through my unkind Abufe. 

Him have I loft, thou haft both him and me; 
He pays the whole, and yet I am not free. 

Love-Suit. 

W Hoever bath her Wilb, thou haft thy Will, 
And Will too boot, and Will in over-plus, 

More than enough am I, that vex thee fti11, 
To thy fweet Will making addition thus. 
M'ilt thou, whofe Will is large and fpacious, 

Not 



1 S6 .. P o E M s tJn feveral Occafions~ 
N )t: once vouchfafe to hide my Will in thine ? 
Shall Wiil in others feem right gracious, 
And in my Wl :l no fair Accepttnce 1hitte ? 
The Sea all Water, yet receives Rain !Hit, 
And in Ab1ndance ad ieth to his )tore~ 
So thou being rich in w:ll, 1dd to thy Will 
One Wtil of mine to make thy large Will more~ 

Let no unkind, no fair Befeechers kill, · 
Think all but one, and me in that one Will~ 

If thy Soul check thee, that I come fo near ; 
Swear to thy blind Soul, that I was thy Will, 
And Will thy Soul knows is admitted there, 
Thus far for Love, my Love-fuit fweet fufit 
Will, will fulfil the Treafure of thv Love ; 
I fill it full with VVill~, and my VVill one ; 
In things of great receipt with eafe we prove; 
Among a Number one is reckon'd none. 
Then in the Number let .~me pafs untold, 
Tho' in thy Stores Account I one mufi: be ; 
For nothing hold me, fo it pleafe thee hold 
That Nothing-me, a Some-thing fweet to thee; 

Make but my Name thy Love, and love that ftil1; 
And then thou lovefi: me, for my Name is Will. 

His Heart wounded hy her Eye. 

T ~fou blind Fool Love, whatdoft thou tn mine Eyes; I 

That they behold and fee not what they fee ? 
. They know what Beauty is, fee where it lies, 

Yet what the befi: is, take the worft to be. 
If Eyes, corrupt bj over-p rtial Looks, 
Be anchor'd in the B1y where all Men ride,· 

Why 
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Why of Eyes falfbood haft thou forged Hooks, 
Whereto the Judgment of my Heart is ty'd? 
Why fhould my Heart think, t~at a feveral Plot; 
Which mv Heart knows the Wide World's common 
Or mine Eyes feeing this, fay this is not (Place? 
To put fair Truth upon fo foul a, Face; 

In things right true my Heart and Eyes have err'd, 
And to this falfe Plague are they now transferr'd. 

0! call not me to jufiifie the Wrong, 
That thy Unkindnefs lays upon my Heart ! 
Wound me not with thine Eye but with thy Tongue. 
Ufe ·Power with Power, and flay me not by Art ; 
Tell me thou lov'ft elfe-w here; but in my Sight, 
Dear Heart forbear to glance thine Eye afide. 
What needft thou wound with Cunning when thy 
Is more, than my o'er-preft Defence can bide? (Might 
Let me excufe thee, ah ! my Love well knows, 
Her pretty Looks have been my Enemies, 
And therefore from my Face fbe turns my Foes, 
That they elfe-where might dart their Injuries. 
· Yet do not fo, but fince I am near fiain, 

Kill me out-right with Looks, and rid my Pain. 

Be Wife as thou art Cruel, do not prefs 
My Tongue-ty'd Patience with too much Difdain : 
Leaft Sorrow lend me \\lords and Words exprefs, 
The Manner of my Pity-wanting Pain. 
If I might teach thee Wit better it were, 
Though not to love, yet love to tell me fo, 
As tefty Sick-men when their Deaths be near, 
No Ne\!S but Health tfrom their Phyiicians know; 
For if Ilhould Defpair I 1hould grow mad, 
And in my Madnefs might fpeak ill of thee, 
Now this ill-wrefting World is grown fo bad; 
Mad Slanderers by ll}ad Ears believed be. 

- - - - That 
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That I may not be fo, nor thou bely'd, (wide: 
Bear thine Eyes ftraight, tho' thy proud Heart go 

.A Proteflation. 

I N Faith I do not love thee with mine Eyes; 
For they in thee a thoufand Errors note ; 

But 'tis my Heart, that loves wha.t they defpife; 
Who in defpight of View is pleas'd to dote. 
Nor are mine Ears with thy Tongues Tune delighted;· 
Nor tender feeling to bafe Touches prone; 
Nor Tafte, nor Smell, defire to be invited 
To any fenfual Feaft with thee alone. 
nut my five Wits, nor my five Senfes can 
Difwade one foolifh Heart from ferving thee; 
VVho leaves nnfway'd the Likenefs of a Man . 
Thy proud Heart's Slave and vaffal VVretch to be; 

Only my Plague thus far I count my Gain, 
That fue that makes me fin, rewards me Pain. 

Love is my Sin, and my dear Vertue Hate; 
Hate, of Sin, grounded on finful Loving. 
Q .f bLit with mine, compare thon thine own Sat~ 
And thou !halt find it merits not reproving ; 
Or if it do, not from thofe Lips of thine, 
That have Prophan'd their Scarlet Ornaments~ 
And feal'd falfe Bonds of Love as oft as mine, 
Rol>'d thers Beds Revenues of their Rents. 
Be it L~ ~ful I Love thee, as thonlov'ft thofe; 
VVhom thine Eyes woe, as mine importune thee; 
Root Pity in thy Heart, that when it grows, 
Thy Pity may deferve to pity'd be~ If 
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lf thou doft feek to have what thou doft hide, 
By felf Example may'ft thou be deny'd. 

An .Alltifion. 

LO! as a careful Hufwife runs to catch 
One of her feather'd Creatures broke away, 

Sets down her Babe and makes all fwift Difpatcb 
In purfuit of the Thing fhe would have fray: ' 
Whilft her neglected Child holds her in Chace, 
Cries to catch her, whofe bufie Care is bent, 
To follow that, which flies before her Face, 
N'ot prifing her poor Infant's Difcontent ; 
So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilft I thy Babe chafe thee a-far behind ; 
But if thou catch thy Hope turn back to me, 
And play the Mother's Part, kifs me, be kind. 

So will I pray that thou may'ft have thy Will, 
If thou turn back, and my loud crying ftill. 

Life and Veath. 

T Hofe Lips, that Love's own Hand did make, 
Breath'd forth the Sound, that faid 1 hate, 

To me that languiiht for her Sake. 
But when fhe faw my woful State, 
Strait in her Heart did Mercy come, 
Chiding that Tongue, that ever fweet, 
Was us'd in giving gentle Doom, 
A~td taught i_C thus a-new to greet. 

I hate 
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I hate fhe altered with an End, 
That follow'd it as gentle Day, 
Oath follow Night, who like a Fiend; 
From Heaven to Hell is flown away. 

I hate, from Hate away fhe threw, 
And fav'd my Life, faying not you; 

./1 Corifideration of 'Death. 

POor Soul, the Center of my finful Earth; 
My finful Earth thefe rebel Powers,that thee· aray; 

Why daft thou pine within and fuffer Dearth, 
Painting thy outward Walls in coftly Gay? 
Why fo large Coft, having fo fbort a Leafe, 
Daft thou upon thy fading Manfion fpend ? 
Shall Worms ; Inheritors of this Excefs, 
Eat up thy Charge ? Is this thy Body's End ? 
Then Soul, live thou upon thy Servant's Lofs i 
And let that pine to aggravate thy Store. 
Buy Terms Divine in felliug Hours ofDrofs: 
Within be fed, without be rich no more. 

So fhalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on Men ; 
And death once dead, there's no more dying then~ 

Immoderate Paffion. 

M y Love i5 as a Fever longing ftiD~ ~ 
For that, which longe rnurfeth the Difeare; 

Feeding on that, which cloth preferv the 111, 
Th' uncertain fickly Appetite to pleafe. 

My 
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My Reafon the Phyfiican to my Love, 
Angry, that his Prefcriptions are not kept, 
Hath left me, and I defperate now approve ; 
De fire is Death, w hkh Phyfick did except. 
Paft Cure I am, now Reafon is paft Cure; 
And frantick mad with ever-more unreft, 
My Thoughts and my Difcourfe as mad Mens are, 
At random from the Truth vainly expreft. 

For I have fworn theefair,and thought thee bright. 
W.ho art as black as Hell, as dark as Night. 

Love's powerful Suhtilty. 

0 Me ! what Eyes bath Love put in my Head, 
Which have no Correfpondence with true Sight ! 

O r if they have, where is my Judgment fled, 
That cenfures falfly what they fee aright ? 
If that be fair wh -reon my falfe Eyes dote, 
.What means the World to fay it is not fo ? 
If it be not, then Love doth well denote, 
Love's Eye is not fo true as all Mens. No, 
How can it? 0 how can Love's Eye be true~ 
That is fo vext with Watching and with Tears ? 

o marvel then, though I mifiake my View ; 
The Sun it felf fees not, till Heaven clears. 

0! cunning Love, with Tears thou keepft me blind, 
L eaft Eyes well feeing thy foul F~lts 1hould find. 

Can'ft thou, 0 ! cruel, fay I love thee not, 
VVhen I againft my fd f with thee partake. 
Do I not think on t hee when I forgot, 
A m of my felf, all T yrant for thy fake? 
Who hateth thou, that do [ call my Friend, 

n whom frown'ft thou, hat I do fawn upon. Nay 
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Nay if thou lowr'ft on me, do I not fpend 
Revenge upon my felf with Erefent Moan ? 
What Merit do I in my felf refpefr, 
That is fo proud thy Service to defpife ? 
When all my belt doth worfhip thy Defect; 
Commanded by the Motion of thine Eyes. 

But, Love, hate on ; for now I know thy Mind~ 
Thofe that can fee thou lov'ft, and I am blind. 

Oh ! from what Power haft thou this powerful might; 
With lnfufficiency my Heart to fway ? 
To make me give the Lye to my true Sight, 
And fwear? that Brightnefs doth not grace the Day? 
Whence haft d~ou this becoming of things iU, 
That in the very refufe of thy Deeds, 
Thc:re is fuch Strength and Warrantife of Skill; 
"1 hat in my Mind thy worft all befts exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more; 
The more I hear and fee juft chufe of Hate? 
Oh! tho' I love what others do abhor, 
With others thou Jhould'ft not abhor my State: 
· If thy Unworthinefs rais'd Love in me, 

More worthy I to be belov'd of thee. 

Retaliation. 

SO oft have I invok'd thee for my Mufe; 
And found fuch fair Affiftance in my Verfe; 

As every Alien Pen bath got my Ufe, 
And under thee their Poefie difperfe. _ 
Thine Eyes that taught the Dumb on high to fing; 
And heavy Ignorance aloft to fly, 
Have added Feathers to the Learned's Wing ; 

And 
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And given Grace a double Majefty; 
Yet be m oft proud of that, which I compile, 
VVhofe Influenl.e is thine, and born of thee. 
In others VVorks thou doft but mend the Stile, 
And Arts with thy fweet Graces graced be; 

But thou art all my Art, and doft advance 
As high as Learning, my rude Ignorance, 

VVhilft I alone did call upon thy Aid, 
My Verfe alone had a11 thy gentle Grace; 
But now my gracious Numbers are decay'd, 
And my fick Mufe doth give another Place. 

I grant (fweet Love) thy lovely Argument 
Deferves the Travel of a worthier fen; 
Yet what of thee thy Poet doth invent, 
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again ; 
He lends thee Vertue, and he fiole that VVord, 
From thy Behaviour. Beauty doth he give 
And found it in thy Cheek. He can 2fford 
No Praife to thee, but what in thee doth live. 

Then thank him not for that, which he doth fay, 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felf doft pay. 

Sun Set. 

T Hat time of Year thou may'ft in me behold, 
VVhen yellow Leaves, or none., or few do hang 

Upon thofe Boughs, which fhake againft the Cold, 
Bare ruin'd Q1ires, where late the fweet Birds fang. 
In me thou feeft the Twi-lights of fuch Day, 
As after Sun-fet fadeth in the VVeft, 
VVhich by and by black Night doth take away, 
Death's fecond felf that feals up all in Reft. 

N In 
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In me thou fee'ft the Glowing of fuch Fire; 
That on the Allies of his Youth doth lie, 
As the Death-bed whereon it muft expire, 
Confum'd with that, which it was nourilb'd by. 

'Tis thou perceiv'ft, which makes thy Love more 
ftrong 

To lo\·e th~t well, which thou muft leave e'er long. 

Thy Glafs will fhew thee how thy Beauties we e; 
Thy Dial how thy prec·ous Minutes wafte; 
Tbe vac-ant Leave-s thy Mind's Imprint will bare, 
And of this Book, this Learning may'ft thou tafte. 
The VVrinkles, which thy Glafs will truly (how, 
Of mouthed Graves will give the Memory. 
Thou by thy Dial's fhady Stealth may'ft know, 
Time's theevifh Progrefs to Eternity. 
Look what thy Memory cannot contain, 
Commit to thefe w"il:e Blacks, and thou fhalt find, 
Thofe Children nurft, deliver'd from thy Brain, 
To take a new Acquaintance of thy Mind. 

Thefe Offices fo oft as thou wilt look, 
Shall profit thee, and much inrich thy Book. 

A Monument to Fame. 

N Ot mine own Fears, nor the prophetick Soul 
Of the wide World, dreaming on things to come, 

Can yet the Lea fe of my true Love controul, 
S•Jppos'd as Forfeit to a confin'd Doom. 
The mortal Moon hath her Eclipfe endur'd 
A:.d the fad Augurs mock their own Prefage: 
1 :·certainties now crown themfelves affur'd, 
Aud Peace proclaims Olives of endlefs Age. 

Now 

/ 
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Now with the Drops of this m oft balmy time, 
My Love looks frdb, and Death, to me fubfcribes; 
Since Spiglit of him I'll live in this poor Rime, 
,While he infults o'er dull and fpe~chkfs Tribes. 

And thou in this fhalt find thy Monument, 
When TyrantsCrefts and Tombs of Brafs are fpent• 

Wh:1t's in the Brain, that Ink may CharaCter, 
Which bath not figur'd to thee my true Spirit ? 
What's new to fpeak, what now to regifter, 
That may exprefs my Love, or tby dear Merit? 
Nothing, fweet Love, but }et like Prayers divine, 
I muft each Day [3y o'er the very fame; 
Counting no old tliing old, thou mine, I thine, 
Even as when firft I hallow'd thy fair Name. 
So that eternal Love, in Lovts freTh Cafe, 
Weighs not the Duft and ln jurifs of Age, 
Nor gives to neceiTary Wrinkles Place, 
But makes Antiquity for aye his Page, 

Finding die firft Conceit of Love there bred, 
.Where Time and outward Form would Jhew it dead. 

Perjury. 
Ove is too young to know what Confcience is, 

Yet who knows not Confcience is born of Love ? 
q'ben gentle Cheater urge not my Amifs, 
Leaft guilty of my Faults thy fweet felf prove. 
For thou betraying me, I do betray 
My nobler Part to my grofs . Body's Treafon. 
My Soul doth tell my Body that he may, 
Triumph in Love, Flefu frays no farther Reafon; 
But rifing at ~hy Name cloth point out th e, 

~ As 
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As his triumphant Prize, proud of this Pride, 
He is contented thy poor Drugde to be, 
To ftand in thy Affairs, fall by thy Side. 

No want of Confcience hold it that I call, 
Her Love, for w hofe dear Love I rife and fall. 

In loving thee thou know'ft I am forfworn, 
But thou art twice forfworn to me Love fwearing : 
In ACt. thy Bed-vow broke and new Faith torn, 
In Vowing new Hate after new Love bearing. 
But why of two Oaths Breach do I accufe thee 
VVhen I break twenty? I am Perjur'd mort, 
For all my Vows are Oaths but to mifufe thee: 
And all my honeft Faith in thee is loft. 
For I have fworn deep Oaths of thy deep Kindnefs: 
Oaths of thy Love, thy 'fruth, thy Conftancy; 
And to enlighten thee gave Eyes to Blindnefs ; 
Or made them fwear againft the thing they fee. 

For I have fworn thee fair: more perjur'd Eye, 
To Swear againft the Truth fo foul a Lie. 

The Tale qf Cephalus and Procris. 

BEneath Hymetus Hilt, wel1 cloath'd with Flowers, 
A holy Well her foft Springs gently Powers. 

Where ftands a Cops, in which the Wood Nymphs 
(No Wood) it rather feemsa flenderGrove. (fhrove, 
The humble Shrubs and Bufhes hide the Grafs, 
Here Lawrel, Rofemary, here Mirtil was. 
Here grew thick Box, and Tam'rix, that excells, 
And made a rneer Confufion of fweet Smells: 
The Tritfoly, the Pine; and on this Heath . 
Stands many a Plant that feels cool Zephirs breath. 

Here 
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Here the young Cephalus, tyr'd in the Chace, 
Us'd his Repofe and Reft alone t' embrace; 
And where he fat, thefe Words he would repeat, 
Come Air, fweet Air, come cool my Heat! 
Come gentle Air, I never will for fake thee, 
I'll hug thee thus, and in my Bofom take thee. 
Some double dutious Tel-tale hapt to hear this, 
And to his jealous Wife doth ftraight-way bear this. 
Which Procris hearing, and with all the Name 
Of Air, (fweet Air) which he did oft proclaim, 
She ftands confounded, and amaz'd with Grief, 
By giving this fond Tale too found Belief. 
And looks, as do the Trees by Winter nipt, 
Whom Froft and Cold, of Fruit and Leaves half ftript. 
She bends like Corveil, when too rank it grows, 
Or when the ripe Fruits clog the Quince-tree Boughs. 
But when fbe comes t' her felf, fhe tares 
Her Garments, her Eyes, her Cheeks, and Hairs ; 
And then fhe ftarts, and to her Feet applies her, 
Then to the Woods (ftark Wood) in rage fhe hies her. 
Approaching fome-what near her Servants they . 
By her Appointment in a Valley fray, 
Whil.ft lhe alone with creeping Paces fteals 
To take the Srumpet, whom her Lord conceals. 
·what mean~ft thou Procris in thefe Groves to hide thee? 
What rage of Love doth to this Madnefs guide thee? 
Thou hop'.ft the Air he calls, in all her Bravery 
Will ftraightapproach,and thou fhalt feetheirKaavery? 
And now again it irks her to be there, 
For fuch a killing Sight her Heart will tear. 
No Truce can with her troubled Thoughts difpence, 
She would not now be there, nor yet be thence. 
Behold the Place, her jealous Mind foretels, 
Here do they ufe to meet, and no where elfe : 
The Grafs is laid, and fee their true impreffion~ 
Even here they lay! I, here was their Tranfgreffion: 

N3 A 
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A Body's Print fhe faw, it was his Seat, 
Which makes her faint Heart 'gainfr her Ribs to beat. 
Phmbus the loftv E1ftern Hill had fcal'd, 
And all moifr Vapou s from the Earth Pxhal'd. 
Now i:1 hi Noo1-t" de point: e thineth bright, 
It was the middle Hour., 'twixt: Noon and Night. 
Behold youn~ Cephalus draw~ to the Place, 
And with the Fountain Water fprinks his Face : 
Procris is hid, upon the Grafs he lies, 
And come fwcct Zephir, come fweet Air he cries. 
She fees her Error now from where he ftood, 
Her Mind returns to her, and her frefh Blood ; 
Among th~ Shrubs and Briers {he moves and ruftles;, 
And the injurious Boughs away fhe juftles, 
Intending, as he lay, there to repofe him, 
Nimbly to run, and in her Arms inclofe him. 
He quickly cafts his Eye upon the Bulb, 
Thinking therein fome favage Beaft did rufh; 
His Bow he bends, and a keen Shaft he draws ; 
Unhappy Man, what daft thou? Stay and paufe, 
It is no brute Beaft: thou would'ft reave of Life ; 
0! M1n unhappy ! thou haft ihin thy Wife! 
Oh ! Heaven, fhe cries., Qh ! help me, I am {lain ; 
Still doth·thy Arrow in my VVound remain, 
Yet though by timelefs Fate my Bones here lie, 
lt glads me rnoft, that I, no Cuck·quean die. 
Her Bre 1th (thus in the Arms the m oft affeCted,) 
She breaths into the Air (before fufpeeted) 
The whilfr he lifts her Body from the Ground, 
A.nd with his Tears doth wafh her bleeding Wound. 

Cupid's 
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Cupid's .rreachery. 

CVpid laid by his Brand >and fell aileep, 
A Maid of Dian's this Advantage found, 

And his love-kindling ?ire did qnickly fteep 
In a cold Vally-Fountain of that Ground : 
Which borrow'd from his holy Fire of Love, 
A datelefs lively Heat ftill to endure, , 
And grew a feething Bath which yet Mep. prove 
Againft ftrange Malladies a fovcraign Cure. ' 
But at my Miftrefs Eye Love's Brand new fired, 
The Boy for Trial needs would touch my Breaft ; 
I fick with all the Help of Bath defired, 
And thither heied a fad diftemper'd Guefr. 

But found no Cure, the Bath for my help liec:, 
Where Cupid got new Fire my Miftrefs Eyes. 

The little Love-God lying once a fleep, 
Laid by his Side his Heart in flamin~ Brand, 
Whilft many Nymphs that vow'd chaft Life to keeP., 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden Hand, · 
The faireft Votary took up that Fire, 
Which many Legions of r-ue He.1rts had warm'd ; 
And fo the General of hot Defir ,, 
Was fleeping by a Virgin Hand difarm'd. 
This Brand fhe quenched in a cool Well by, 
Which from Love's Fire took Heat perpetual, 
Growing a Bath and heathful Remedy, 
For Men difeas'd, but I my J.\IIiftrefs thrall, 

Came there forCure, and this by that I prove, 
Love's Fire heats Water, Water cools not Love. 

N4 That 
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That Menelaus was the Caufe of his 
own Wrongs. 

W Hen Menelaus from his Houfe is gone, 
Poor He/len is afraid to lie alone; 

And to allay thefe Fears (lodg'd in her Breaft) 
In her warm Bofom fhe receives her Gueft. 
What M•dnefs was this? Menelam, fay 
Thou art A broad vvhiHl: in thy Houfe cloth ftay 
Under the felf-fame Roof, thy Gueft, and Love? 
Mad-man unto the Hawk thou trufts the Dove. 
And who but fuch a Gul1, would give to keep 
Unto the Mountain Woolf, full Folds of Sheep? 
Hel!en is blamelefs, fo is Paris too, 
And did what thou, or I my felf would do. 
The Fault is thine, I tell thee to thy Face, 
By limiting thefe Lovers, Time and Place. 
From thee the Seeds of all thy Wrongs are grown, 
Whofe Counfels have they follow'd, but thine own ? 
(Alack) what fhould they do? Abroad thou art, 
At Home thou leaveft thy Guefi: to play thy Part . 
To lie alone, the poor Q1een is afraid, 
In the next Room an Amorous Stranger ftaid . 
Her Arms are ope to embrace him, he falls in, 
And Paris I acqtJit thee of the Sin • 

.And in another Place fomewhat refe mbling thu. 

OreftreJ liked, bat not loved dearly 
Herm/one, till he had loft her clearly. 
Sad Menelam, why doft thou lament 
Thy late M ifhap? I prethee be content. 
Thou know'ft the amorons Hellen fair and fweet; 
And yet without her didft thou fail to Creet; 

And 
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:And thou waft blithe, and merry an the VVay; 
But when thou faw'ft Ihe was the Trojans Prey; 
Then waft thou mad for her, and for thy Life, 
Thou canft not now one Minute want thy Wife. 
So ftout Achilles, when his lovely Bride, 
Brifiu, was difpos'd to great Atride. 
Nor was he vainly mov'd, Artrides too, 
Offer'd no more, than he of Force muft do. 
I fhould have done as much, to fet her free; 
Yet I (Heaven knows) am not fo wife as he. 

Yu L cAN w.u J uP 1 T ER's Smith, An excel
lent Workman, on whom the Poets father many 
rare Works, llmong rvhich I find thi1 one. 

M A R s and V E N u s. 

T His Tale is blaz'd thro'Heav'n,how once unware, 
Venm and Mars were took in Vulcan's Snare. 

The God of War doth in his Brow difcover 
The perfea and true Pattern of a Lover. 
Nor could the Goddefs Vemu be fo cruel 
To deny Mars (foft Kindnefs is a Jewel 
In any Woman, and becomes her well) 
In this the Queen of Love doth moft excel. 
(OkHeaven !) how often have they mockt and flouted 
The Smith's Polt-foot (whilft nothing he mifdoubted) 
Made Jefts of him, and his begrimed Trade ; 
And his fmoog'd V ifage, black with Cole-duft made. 
Mars, tickled with loud Laughter, when he faw 
Yenus like Yule an limp, to halt and draw 
One Foot behind another, with fweet Grace, 
To counterfeit his lame uneven Pace. 
' - - Their 
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T heir M eetings fi.rft t he L'lV'ers hide with Fear 
F rom every jealous Eve, and captious E1r. 
The God of VVar, and L'lve's lafcivious Dame, 
In pub lick View were full of balhful Shame. 
But the Sun fpies, how this fweet Pair agree, 
(Oh what bright Phcebur, can be hid from thee ?) 
The Sun both fees and blab~ the Sight forthwith, 
And in a\1 po1t he fpeeds to tell the Smith. 
(Oh Sun!) what bad E'{amples dolt thot1 lhow ? 
VVhat thot1 in fecret feeft muft all Men know ? 
For Silence, ask a Bribe from her fair Treafure ; 
She'lfgranttheethat fhtll m1ke thee fwell with Pleafure: 
The God, whofe Face is fmoog'd with Smoke and Fire; 
Placeth a boat their Bed a Net of Wyar ; 
So quaintly made, that it deceives the Eye; 
Strait (as he feigns) to L~mnos he muft hie ? 
The Lovers meet, where he the Train bath fet, 
And both lie fa{l; catcht in a wiery Net : 
He cans the Gods, the Lovers naked fpraU, 
And cannot rife; the Q1een o·f Love fhews all. 
Mars ch1fes, and Ve!Jus weeps, neither can flinch; 
Grappled they lie, in vain they kick and wince. 
Their Legs are one within another tide ; 
Their Hands fo faft, that they can nothing hide.: 
Amonglt thefe high SpeCtators, one by chance, 
That faw them n:tked in this pitfall Dance : 
Thus to himfelf [aid. If it tedious be, 
Good God of War, beftow thy Place on me. 

The Hiflory ho·w the Minotaur was !Jegot: 

D A of Caedars, and tall Trees ftand full, 
Where fed the Glory of he Herd a Ball 

Snow~ 
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Snow-white fave 'twixt his Horns one Spot there grew 
Save that one Stain ; he was of Milky hew. 
This fair Steer did the Heifers of the Groves ' 
Defire to bear as Prince of all the Droves. 
But moll: Pltfiphae with adulte'rous Breath, 
Envies the wanton Heifers to the Death. 
'Tis faid, that for this Bull the doting Lafs,' , 
Did ufe to crop young Boughs, and mow frefu Grafs, 
Nor was the Amorous Cretan Queen afeard, 
To grow a kind Companion to the Herd. 
Thus through the Charnpian fhe is madly born 
'And a wild Bull, to Minos gives the Horn. 
'Tis not for Bravery He can love or loath thee, 
Then why Pafiphae doft thou richly cloath thee? 
Why fhould'fl: thou thus thy Face and Looks prepare? 
What makeft thou with tliy Glafs ordering thy Hair? 
Unlefs thy Glafs could make thee feem a Cow ; 
But how can Horns grow on that tender Brow ? 
If Minas pleafe thee, no Adulterer feek thee ; 
Or if thy Husband Minos do not like thee, 
But thy lafcivious Thoughts are ftill increas'd, 
Deceive him with a Man, not with a Beaft. 
Thus by the Queen the wild Woods are frequented, 
And leaving the King's Bed, fhe is contented 
To ufe the Groves, born, by the Rage of Mind, 
Even as a Ship with a full Eaftern Wind. 
Some of thefe Strumpet Heifers the Queen flew, 
Her fmoaking Altars their warm Bloods imbrew, 
Whilft by the facrificing Prieft fhe ftaoos, 
And gripes their trembling Entrails in her Hands: 
At length, the Captain of the Herd beguil'd, 
With a Cows skin, by curious Art compil'd, 
The longing Queen obtains her full Defire, 
And in her InfaQ.t's Form oerays the Sire~ 

This 
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This Minotaure, when he carne to growth, w4s 
inclos'd i1J the Ld.brinth, which was made by 
the curious Arts-mafter Dedalus, whofe Tale 
likervife we thus purfue. 

W
Hen DedaluJ the Labrinth had built, 
In which t'include the Queen Pafiph~tes Guilt· 

And that the time was now expir'd full, ' 
To inclofe the Minotaure half 1.\<lan, half Bull : . 
Kneeling he fays juft Minos end my Moans 
And let my Native Soil intomb my Bones : 
Or if, dread Sovereign, I deferve no Grace, 
Look with a pitious Eye on my Son's Face. 
And grant me leave from whence we are exil'd, 
Or pity me if you deny my Child. . 
This and much more he fpeaks, but all in vain~ 
The King, both Son and Father will detain, 
Which he perceiving fays : Now, now, 'tis fit, 
To give the World Cau[e to admire my Wit, 
Both Land and Sea, are watcht by Day and Night; . 
Nor Land nor Sea lies open to our Flight, 
Only the Air remains ; then let us try, 
To cut a Pafiage thro' the Air and fly. 
'Jove be aufpicious in my Enterprize, 
I covet not to mount above the Skies: 
But make this Refuge, fince I can prepare 
No Means to fly, my Lord, but thro' the Air; 
Make me immortal, bring me to the Brim 
Of the black Stigian, Water, Styx I'll fwim. 
Oh! human Wit, thou (:anft invent much Ill? 
Thou fearcheft ftrange Arts, who would think by Skill, 
A heavy Man, like a light Bird fuou'd ftray, 
And tbro' the empty Heavens find a Way? He 
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He placeth in juft Order all his Quills, 
Whofe Bottoms with refolved Wax lle fiiJs ; 
Then binds them with a Line, and being faft tied 
He placeth them like Oars on either Side, ' 
The tender Lad the downy Feathers blew, 
And what his Father meant, he nothing knew. 
The Wax he faften'd, with the Strings he play'd 
Not thinking for his Shoulders they were made ' 
To whom his Father fpake (and then look'd pale) 
VVith thefe fwift Ships, we to our Land muft fail. 
All Paffages doth cruel Minos ftop, 
Only the empty Air he fiill leaves ope. 
That VVay muft we; the Land and the rough Deep 
Doth Minos bar, the Air he cannot keep. 
But in thy VVay beware thou fet no Eye 
On the Sign Vi,.go, nor Boetes high : . 
Look not the black Orion in the Face, 
Tbat 1hakes his Sword, but juft with me keep Pace. 
Thy VVings are now in faftning, fol1ow me, 
I will before thee fly, as thou 1halt fee 
Thy Father mount, or ftoop, fo I aread thee ; 
Make me thy Guard, and fafely I will lead thee. 
If we thould foar too near great Phabus Seat, 
The melting VVax will not endure the Heat; 
Or if we fly too near the humid Seas, 

.... ~ moifter..'d Wings we cannot fhake with Eafe. 
Fly between both, and with the Gufts, that rife, 
Let thy light Body fail amidft the Skies. 
And ever as his little Son he Charms, 

e fits the . ea " his tender Arms : 
And fbews him 0 V t r 0 re his Body light, 
As Birds firft t eh th ir little young oues Flight~ 
By this he calls to Counfel all his Wits, 
And his own Wings unto his Shoulders fits, 
Being about to rife, he fearful quakes, 
And in this 11(\V way his faint Body fl1akes. 

Firft 
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Firft e'er he took his Flight, he kifs'd his Son; 
Whilft by his Cheeks the brinifh Waters run. 
There was a Hillock not fo towring ta11, 
As lofty Mountains be, nor yet fo fmall 
To be with Valleys even, and ·yet a Hill ; 
From this thus both Attempt their uncouth Skill.' 
The Father moves his Wings, and with Refpect 
His Eyes upon his wandering Son reflect. 
Thr~y bear a fpacious Courfe, and the apt Boy 
Fearlefs of Harm, in his new traCt doth joy, 
And flies more boldly. Now upon them looks 
The Fifhermen, that angle in the Brooks, 
And with their Eyes caft upward, frighted ftand. 
By this is Samos Hle on their left Hand, 
Upon the right Lebinthos they forfake, 
.A~ipalen and the Fifhy Lake. 
Shady Pachime full of Woods and Groves~ 
When the r.afh Youth, too bold in vent'ring, roves; 
Lofeth his Guide, and takes his Flight fo high, 
That the foft Wax againft the Sun doth fry, 
And the Cords flip that kept the Feathers faft, 
So that his Arms have Power upon no Blaft. 
He fearfully from the high Clouds looks down; 
Upon the lower Heavens, whofe curl'd Waves frown 
At his ambitious Height, and from the Skies 
He fee black Night and Death before his Eyes. 
Still melts the Wax, his naked Arms he fhakes~ 
And thinking to catch hold, no hold he takes. 
But now the naked Lad down headlong falls, 
And by the Way, he Father, Father calls, 
Help Father, help, I die, and as he fpeaks, 
A violent Surge his Courfe of Languag.e breaks~ 
Th' unhappy Father, but no Father now, 
Cries out aloud, Son Icarus where art thou? 
Where art thou lcarus, where doft thou fly? 
lcft.rus where art ? When lo he may efpy 

'the 
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The Feathers fwim, aloud he cloth exclaim, 
The Earth his Bones, the Sea ftill b a s his Namt>. 

Achilles his Concealment of his Sex 
in the Court of Lycomedes. 

N 0 W from another World doth fail with Joy, 
A welcome Daughter to the King of Troy. 

The w hilft the Gra.cians are already come, 
(Mov'd with that general wrong 'gainft Ilium ) 
.Achilles in a Smock his Sex cloth fmother, 
And lays the blame upon his careful Mother. 
What mak'ft thou, great .Achilles, teazing u·ool1, 
When Pall as in a Helm fhould clafp thy Scul1 ? 
What doth thefe Fingers with fine Threds of Gold? 
Which were more fit a Warlike Shield to ho1d. 
Why fhould that tight Hand, Rocke or Tow contain, 
By w hic.h the Trojan Heel or muft be flain? 
Caft off thy loofe Veils, and thy Armour take, 
And in thy Hand the Spear of Pallas fh~ke. 
Thus Lady-like he with a Lady lay, 
Till what he was, her Belly muft bewray, 
Yet was !he forc'd (fo fhould we all believe) 
Not to be forc'd fo, now her Heart would grieve .. 
When he fhould rife from her, fiill would fhe cry, 
(For he had arm'd him, and his Rock laid by) 
And with a foft Voice fpeak: Achilles flay, 
It is too foon to ife, lie down I pray. 
And then the Man that forc'd her, lbe would Kifs, 
What force ( Deid£mell) call you this ? 

A 
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A Lover's Complaint. 

FRom off a HiU, whofe Concave Womb reworded 
A plaintful Story from a fift'ring Vale, 

My Spirits t' attend this double Voice accorded, 
And down I laid to lift the fad tun'd Tale, 
E'er long efpied a fickle Maid full pale, 
Tearing of Papers, breaking Rings a twain, 
Storming her World with Sorrows Wind and Rain; 
Upon her Head a platted Hive of Straw, 
Which fortified her Vifage from the Sun, 
Whereon the thought might think fometime it faw 
The Carkafs of a Beanty fpent and done. 
Time had not fithed all, that Youth begun, 
Nor Youth all quit, but fpight of Heavens fell Rage~ 
Some Beauty peept, through Lettice of fear'd Age. 

.. Oft did fhe heave her Napkin to her Eyne, 
Which on it had conceited Characters: 
Laundring the filken Figures in the Brine, 
That feafon'd Woe had pelleted in Tears: 
And often reading what Contents it bears: 
As often fhriking undiftinguilh'd Woe, 
In Clamours of all Size both high and low. 
Sometimes her level'd Eyes their Carriage ride, 
As they did batt'ry to thefe Spheres intend: 
Sometimes diverted their poor Balls are ty'd, 
To th' or bed Earth; fometimes they do extend; 
Their view right on anon their Gazes lend 
To every Place at once and no where fixt, 
The Mind and Sight diftrafredly commixt.· 
Her Hair nor loofe IIor ty'd in formal Plat, 
Proclaim'd in her a carelefs Hand of Pride : 
For fome untuck'd defcended her 1hev'd Hat; 
Hanging her pale and pined Cheek befide, 

Some 
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Some in her thread en Fillet ftil1 did bide, 
A ad true to Bondage would not break from thence, 
Though fiackly braided in lofe Negligence. 
A thoufand Favours from a Maund lhe drew. 
Of Amber, Chrifbtl, and of beded Jet; 
Which one by one fhe in a River threw, 
Upon whofe weeping Margent fhe was fet; 
Like Ufury applying wet to wet; 
Or Monarchs Hands, that lets not Bounty faU, 
Where Want crys fome, but whete Excefs begs an. 
Of folded Schedules had fhe many a one; 
Which fhe perus'd, figh'd, tore and gave the Flood ; 
Crack'd many a Ring of pofied Gold and Bone, 
Bidding them find their Sepulchers in Mud. 
Found yet moe Letters fadly pen'd in Blood, 
With fieided Silk, feat and affectedly 
Enfwath'd and feal'd to curious Secrecy. 
Thefe often hlth~d fhe in ber fiuxive Eyes, 
And often Kifs'd, and often gave a Tear ; 
Cried, 0 falfe Blood ! thou Regifi:er of Lies, 
What unapproved Witnefs do'ft him bear! 
Ink would have feem'd more Black and Damned here ! 
This faid in Top of Rage the Lines fue rents, 
Big Difcontent fo breaking their Contents. 
A Reverend Man,that Graz'd his Cattle nigh, 
Sometime a Blufterer, that the Ruffie knew 
Of Court of City, and had let go by, 
The fwifteft Hours obferved as they flew, 
Towards this affiicred Fancy faftly drew. 
And priviledg'd by Age, defires to know, 
In brief, the Grounds and J.\t1otives of her Woe ? 
So fiides he down upon his grained Bat; 
And comely diftant fits he by her Side 
When he again defires her, being fat, 
Her Grievance with his Hearing to divide. 
If that from him there may be ought applied, 

0 Which 
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Which may her fuffering Edl:afie affwage,/ 
'Tis promis'd in the Charity of Age. 
Father file fays, tho' in me you behold 
The Injury of many a blafting Hour, 
Let it not tell your Judgment I am Old; _ 
Not Age, but Sorrow, over me bath Power. 
I might as yet have been a fpreading Flower, 
Frelh to my felf, if I bad felf applied 
Love to my felf, and to no Love befide. 

.. But woe is me ! too early I attended 
A youthful Suit it was to gain my Grace. 
0 ! one by Nature's Outwards fo commended, 
That Maidens Eyes ftuck over all his Face; 
Love lack'd a Dwelling, and made him her Place; 
And when in his fair Parts {he did abide, 
She was new lodg'd and newly deified. 
His browny Locks did hang in crooked Curls ; 
And every light Occafion of the Wind 
Upon his Lips their filken Parcels hurls. 
What's fweet to do, to do will aptly find, 
Each Eye, that fatv him did inchant the Mind. 
For on his Vifage was in little drawn, 
What Largenefs thinks in Paradice was fawn. 
Small {hew of Man was yet upon his Chin, 
His Phrenix Down bega:t but to appear, 
Like unlhorn Velvet, on that termlefs Skin, 
VVhofe bare out-brag'd the VVeb it feem'd to wea 
Yet {hewed his Vifage by that Coft moft dear, 
And nice Affections wavering ftood in doubt 
If beft 'twere as it was, or belt without. 
His Qpalities were Beauteous as his Form, 
For maiden Tongu'd he was and thereof free; 
Yet if Men mov'd him, was he fuch a Storm, 
As of 'twixt May and .April is to fee, 
VVhen Winds breath fweet, unruly tho' they be. 

His 
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His Rudenefs fo with his authoris'd Youth~ 
bid livery Falfnefs in a pride of Truth. 
Well could he ride, and often Men would fay; 
That Horfe his Mettal from his Rider takes; 
Proud of SubjeClion, noble by the Sway; 
WhatRounds,whatBounds,what Courfe,what Stop he 
~nd Controverfie hence a Queftion takes, (makes, 
Whether the Horfe by him became his Deed, 
Or he his manag'd, by th' well-doing Steed ? 
But quickly on this Side the Verdict went, 
His real] habitude gave Life and Grace 
To Appertainings and to Ornament, 
Accomplifh'd in himfelf not in his Cafe. 
All Aids themfelves made fairer by their Place1 
Can for Additions, yet their Purpote trim 
Piec'd not his Grace, but were al1 gtac'd by him. 
So on the Tip of his fubduing Tongue 
All kind of Arguments and Queftions deep, 
All Replication prompt, and Reafon ftrong 
J!or his Advantage ftill did wake and fleep, 
To make the VVeeper laugh, the Laugher weep. 
He had the Dialect and different Skill, 
Catching all Paffions in his Craft of Will, 
That he did in the general Boforn reign 
Of Young, of Old, and Sexes both inchanted; 
To dwell with him in Thoughts, or to remain 
In perfonall Duty, following where he haunted, 
Confent's bewitcht, e'er he defire have granted, 
And dialogu'd for him what he would fay, 
Ask'd their own Wills and made their Wills obey. 
Many there were that did his Pit!ure get 
To ferve their Eyes and in it put their Mind: 
Like Fools, that in th' Imagination fet 
The goodly Objett:s, which abroad they find, 
Of Lands and Manfions, their's in Thought affign'd, 

0.~ And 
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And labouring in Moe Pleafures. to beftow them~ 
Then the true gouty Land-lord, who doth owe them. 
So many have-, that never touch'd his Hand, 
Sweetly fuppos~d them Miftt:efs of his Heart: 
My Woful felf, that did in Freedom ftand, 
And was my own fee fimple, not in Part, 
What with his Art in Youth and Youth in Art, 
Threw my Affeetions in his charmed Power, 
Referv'd the Stalk and gave him al1 my Flower. 
Yet did I not as fome my Equals did 
Demand of him, nor being defired yielded: 
Finding my felf in Honour fo forbid, 
With fafeft Diftance I my Honour fhielded, 
Experience for me many Bulwarks builded 
Of Proofs new bleeding, which remain'd the Foil 
Of this falfe Jewel, and his amorous Spoil. 
But ab! whover fhunn'd by Precedent, 
The deftin'd Ill fhe muft her felf a!fay? 
Or forc'd Examples 'gainft her own Content, 
To put the by-paft Perils in her Way? 
Counfel may ftop a while what wil1 not fiay: 
For when we rage, Advice is often feen 
By blunting us to make our Wits more keen. 
Nor gives it SatisfaCtion to our Blood, 
That we muft curb it upon others Proof, 
To be forbid the Sweets, that feem fo good, 
For Fear of Harms, that preach in our Behoof. 
0 Appetite! from Judgment ftand aloof! 
The one a Pallat bath, that needs will tafte, 
Though Reafon weep and cry it is thy laft. 
For further I could fay this Man's untrue, 
And knew the Patterns of his foul beguiling, 
Heard where his Plants in others Orchards grew, 
Saw how Deceits were gilded in his fmiling, 
Knew Vows, were ever Brokers to defilin~, 

Thought 
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Thought Charaaers and VVords meerly but Art, 
And Baftards of his foul adult'rate Heart. 
And long upon thefe Terms I held my City, 
Till thus he 'gan befiege me. Gentle Maid, 
Have of my fuffering Youth fome feeling Pity~ 
And be not of my holy Vows afraid, 
What's to you fworn to none was ever faid. 
For Feafts of Love I have been call'd unto 
' Till now did ne'er invite nor never vow, 
All my Offences, that abroad you fee 
Are Errors of the Blood none of the Mind. 
Love made them not, with Atl:ure they may be~ 
Where neither Party is nor true nor kind: 
They fought their Shame that fo their Shame did find. 
And fo much lefs of Shame in me remains, 
By how much of me their Reproach contains. 
Among the many, that mine Eyes have feen, 
Not one whofe Flame my Heart fo much as warmed, 
Or my AffeB:ion put to th' fma11eft Teen, 
Or any of my Leifures ever charmed: 
Harm have I done to them but ne'er was harmed. 
Kept Hearts in Liveries, but min·e own was free, 
And reign'd commanding in his Monarchy. 
Look here what Tributes wounded Fancy fent me~ 
Of palid Pearls, and Rubies red as Blood. 
Figuring, that they their Paffions likewife lent me 
Of Grief and Blu1hes aptly underftood; 
In bloodlefs white, and the encrimfon'd Mood, 
EffeCts of Terror and dear Modefty, 
Encamp'd in Hearts but fighting outwardly. 
And lo ! behold thefe Talents of their Hair, 
With twifted Mettle amoroufiy empleach'd, 
I have receiv'd from many a feveral Fair; 
Their kind Acceptance, weepingly befeech'd, 
.With th' A11;uexions of fai.r Gems inrich'd, 

0 J And 



214 PoEM s on [ever4l Occ&jions, 
And deep brain'd Sonnets, that did ~mplifie, 
Each Stone's dear Nature, Worth and Quality; 
The Diamond! why, 'twas beautiful and hard, 
VVhereto his invis'd Prop€rties did tend. 
The deep, green Emrald, in whofe frelh Regard, 
VVeak Sights their fickly Radience do amend. 
The Heav'n~hew'd Saphyr and the Ophal blend, 
VVith Objecb manifold ; each feveral Stone, 
With Wit well blazon'd, fmil'd, or m~de fome Moaq. 
Lo ! all thefe Trophies of Affections hot, 
Of penfiv'd and fubdu'd Defires the Tender, 
Nature bath charg'd me, that I hoor'd them not, 
But yield them up where I my felf muft render: 
That is to you my Origin and Ender. 
For thefe of Force muft your Oblations b~, 
Since I their Altar, you enpatron me. 
Oh! then advance (of yours) that phrafelefs Hand, 
Whofe white weighs down the airy Scale ofPraife; 
Take aU thefe Similes unto your own command, 
Hollow'd with Sighs, that burning Lungs did raife; 
What me your Minifter for you obeys, 
Works under you, and to your Audit comes, 
Their diftraa: Parcels, incombined Sums. 
t.,o! thi~ Device was fent me from a Nun, 
Or Sifter fantHfied of holieft Note, 
Which late her noble Suit in Court did fhun, 
Wpofe rareft Ravings made the Bloffoms dote; 
For fhe was fought by Spirits of rich eft Coat, 
~ut kept cold Piftance, and did thenc~ remov~, 
To fpend her Living in eternal Love. . 
But oh ! my Sweet, what Labour is't to leave 
The thing we h~ve not, maftring what not ftrives 1 
Phying the Place which did no Form receive; 
Playing patient Sports in unconftrain'd gives? 
She that her Fame fo to her felf contrives, 
6,.J -<f .. • • .t. _I 0.. • • .... ( 0 ~ I The . ;. ~ 
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The Scars of Battel fcapeth by the Flight, 
And makes her Abfence valiant, not her Might. 
Oh! pardon me in that my Boaft is true, 
The Accident which brought me to her Eye, 
Upon the Moment did her Force fubdue, 
And now fhe would the caged Cloifter flie. 
Religious Love put out Religious Eye : 
Not to be tempted would fhe be immured, 
And now, to tempt, all Liberty procured . 
How mighty then you are, Oh hear me tell ! 
The broken Bofoms, that to me belong, 
Have emptied all their Fountains in my Well ; 
And mine I pour your Ocean all among. 
I ftrong o'er them, and you o'er me being ftrong, 
Muft for your Vittory us all congeft, 
As compound Love to phyfick your cold Breaft. 
My Parts had Power to charm a facred Sun_, 
Tho' difciplin'd I dieted in Grace, 
Believ'd her Eyes, when they t'affail begun, 
All Vows and Confecrations giving Place. 
0 ! m oft potential Love, Vow, Bond, nor Space, 
In thee bath neither Sting, Knot, nor Confine 
For thou art all, and all things elre are thine. 
When thou impreffeft, what are Precepts worth, 
Of ftale Example? when thou wilt en flame, 
How coldly thofe Impediments fi:and forth 
Of Wealth, of filial Fear, Law, Kindred, I! a me? 
Loves Arms are Peace, 'gainft Rule, 'gainft Senfe, 'gainft 
And Sweetnefs in the fuffering Pang it bears, (Shame, 
The Alloes- of all Forces, Shocks and Fears. 
Now all thefe Hearts, that do on mine depend, 
Feeling. it break, with bleeding Groans they pine, 
And fupplicant their Sighs to you extend, 
To leave the Battery, that you make 'gainft mine, 
Lending foft Audience, to my f we et Defign : 

0 4 And 
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And credent Soul, to that fl:rong bonded Oath, 
That fhall prefer and undertake my Troth. 
This faid, his watry Eyes he did dif01ount, 
Whofe Sights till then were leavel'd on my Face. 
Each Cheek a River running from a Fount, 
With brinifh Currant down-ward flow'd apace. 
Oh! how the Channel to the Stream gave Grace! 
Who glaz'd with Chrifial Gate the glowing Rofes, 
That Flame through Water which their Hew inclofes. 
Oh! Father, what a Hell ot Witch-craft lies, 
In the fmall Orb of one particular Tear? 
But with the Inundation of the Eyes 
What rocky Heart to Water will not wear? 
What Breaft fo cold, that is not warmed here ? 
Oh! cleft EffeCt! cold Modefty, hot Wrath, 
Both Fire from hence, and Chil1 extincture hath. 
For loe his Paffion but an Art of Craft, 
Even there refolv'd my Reafon into Tears ; 
There my white Stole of Chaftity I daft, 
Shook off my fober Guards, and civil Fears, 
Appear to him, as he to me appears: 
All melting, tho' our Drops this difference bore, 
His poifon'd me, and mine did him reftore. 
In him a plenitude of fubtil Matter, 
A pp lied to Cautles, all ftrange Forms receives 
Of burning Blufhes, or of weeping Water, 
Or fwouning Palenefs, and he takes and leaves, 
In eithers A ptnefs as it beft deceives. 
To Blufu at Speeches rank, to Weep at \\loes, 
Or to turn white and fwoon at Tragic Shows. 
That not a Heart, which in his level came, 
Could 'fca pc the Hail of his all hurting Aim, 
Shewing fair Nature is both kind and tame : 
And vail'd in them did win whom he would maim, 
Againft the thing, he fought, he wou'd exclaim, 

When 
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When he moft burnt in Heart-wifh'd Luxury, 
He preach'd pure Maid, and prais'd cold Chaftity. 
Thus meerly with the Garment of a Grace, 
The naked and concealed Fiend he cover'd, 
That th' unexperienc'd gave the Tempter place, 
Which like a Cherubin above them hover'd: 
.Who Young and Simple wou'd not be fo lover'd? 
'Ah! me I fell, and yet do queftion make, 
1What I fhould do again for fuch a fake. 
Oh! that infetted Moifture of his Eye ! 
Oh! that falfe Fire, which in his Cheek fo glow'd ! 
Oh! that forc'd Thunder from his Heart did flie! 
Oh! that fad Breath his fpungy Lungs beftow'd ! 
Oh ! all that borrowed Motion feeming owed! 
,Would yet again betray the fore-betray'd, 
And new pervert a reconciled Maid. 

The Amorous Epiflle of Paris 
to Hellen. 

H Ealth unto L£d4tJ Daughter Priam's Son 
Sends in thefe Lines,whofe Health cannot be won, 

But by your Gift, in whofe Power it may lie 
To make me whole or fick; to live or die. 
Shall I then fpeak? or doth my Flame appear 
flain without Index? Oh ! 'tis that I fear! 
My Love without difcovering Smile takes place,. 
And more, than I could wifb fhines in my Face. 
When I could rather in my Thoughts defire, 
To hide the Smoak, till Time difplay the Fire. 
Time, that can make the Fire of Love fhine clear, 
Untroubled with the mit!y Smoak of Fear. 

- But 
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But I Difemble it, for who I Pray, 
Can Fire conceal? that will it felf betray; 
Yet if you look, I fh'luld affirm that plain 
In Words .. which in my Countenance I maintain: 
I burn, I burn, my Faults I have confefs'd, 
My Words bear witnefs how my Looks tranf'grefs'd~ 
Oh! Pardon me, that have confefs'd my Error, 
Caft not upon my Lines a Look of Terror, 
But as your Beauty is beyond compare, 
Suit unto that your Looks, (Oh! you m oft Fair ! ) 
That you my Letter have receiv'd by this 
The Suppofition glads me and l wifh, 
By Hope incourag'd, Hope that makes me ftrong; 
You will receive me in fome fort e'er long. 
I ask no more, than what the Q.teen of Beauty 
Hath promis'd me, for you are mine by Duty. 
By her I Claim you, you for me were made, 
And fhe it was my Journey did perfwade; 
Nor L1dy think your Beauty vainly fought ; 
I by divine Inll:inCl: was hither brought ; 
And to this Enterprize the heavenly Powers 
Have given Confent, the Gods Proclaim me yours: 
I aim at Wonders, for I covet you, 
Yet pardon me, I ask but what's my Due. 
Venus her felf my Journey hither led, 
And giV'eS you freely to my promis'd Bed. 
Under her fafe Conduct the Seas I paft, 
Till I arriv'd upon thefe Coafts at laft. 
Shiping my felf from the Sygean Shore, 
Whence unto thefe Confines my Courfe I bore~. 
She made the Surges gentle, the Winds fair, 
Nor marvel whence thefe Calms proceeded are: 
Needs mufl: fhe Power upon the falt-Seals have, 
That was Sea-born, Created from a Wave. 
Still may lhe ftand in her Ability, 
~nd as ~e made the Seas with ~"!eh Facility~ 
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To be through-fail'd, {o may fhe calm my Heat, 
And bear my Thoughts to their defired Seat. 
My Flames I found not here, no I proteft, 
I brought them with me clofed in my Breaft ; 
My felf tranfported them without Attorney, 
Love was the Motive to my tediou~ Journey. 
Not bluftring Winter, when he triumph'd rnoft, 
Nor any Error drove me to this Coaft. 
Not led by Fortune where the rough Winds pleafe, 
Nor Merchant like for Gain croft I the Seas. 
Fulnefs of Wealth in all my Fleet I fee, 
I am Rich in all · things, fave in wanting thee. 
No Spoil of petty N<1tions my Ship feeks; 
Nor Land I as a Spie among the Greeks. 
VVhat need we? See of all things we have Store. 
Compar'd with Tray, alas! your Greece is poor. 
For thee I come, thy ~Fame bath thus far driven me, 
VVhom golden Venw bath by promife given me. 
I wifh'd thee e'er I knew thee, long ago, 
Before thefe Eyes dwelt on this glorious Show. 
I faw thee in my Thoughts, know beauteous Dame, 
I firft beheld you with the Eyes of Fame. · · 
Nor marvel Lady I was ftroke fo far, 
Thus Darts, or Arrows fent from Bows of War 
Wound a great Diftance off; fo was I hit 
With a deep fmarting Wound th1t ranckles yet. 
For fo it pleas'd the Fates, whom leaft you blame, 
J'll tell a true Tale to confirm the fame. 

When in my Mother's Womb full ripe I lay, 
Ready the firft Hour to behold the Day, 
And Jhe at Point to be deliver'd ftrait, 
And to unlade her of her Royal Freight, 
My Birth-hour was delay'd, and that fad Night 
4 f.~arfa~ Vi~on did the ~een affright. 

In 
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In a Son's Stead, to pleafe the aged Sire, 
She dreamt fhe had brought forth a Brand of Fire; 
Frighted fhe rifes, and to Priam goes ; 
To the old King this ominons Dream fhe fhows~ 
He to the Prieft, the Prieft doth this return, 
That the Child born fhall ftately Ilium burn. 
Better, than he was ware, the Prophet gheft, 
For lo! a kindled Brand flames in thee my Breaft~ 
To prevent Fate a Peafant, I was held, · 
Till my fair Shape all other Swains excell'd ; 
And g.aV'e the doubtful World Affurance good, 
Your Paris was deriv'd from Royal Blood. 

Amid the !dean Fields, there is a Place 
Remote, full of high Trees, which hide the Face 
Of the green mantled Earth, where in thick Rows; 
The Oak, the Elm, the Pine, the Pitch-Tree grows. 
Here never yet did browze the wanton Ewe, 
Nor from his Plot the flow Ox lick the Dew. 
The favage Goat, that feeds among the Rocks, 
Hath not graz'd here, nor any of their Flocks. 
Hence the D~trdani~tn Walls I might efpy, 
The lofty Towers of Ilium reared high. 
Hence I the Seas might from the firm Land fee, 
Which to behold, I leant me on a Tree. 
Believe me, for I fpeak but what is true , 
Down from the Skirt with feather'd Pinions flew; 
The Nephew to great Atlas, and doth ftand, 
With golden Caduceus in his Hand. 
This, as the Gods to me thought good to fhow, 
I hold it good, that you the fame fhould know. 
Three Goddeffes behind young Bermes move; 
Great ']uno, Pal/as, and the Queen of Love. 
Who as in Pomp, and Pride of Gate they pafs, 
Scarce with their Weight they bend the Tops of Grars.· 

Amaz'd 
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:Amat}d I ftart, and endlong fl:ands my Hair, 
When Maia's Son thus fays, abandon Fear, 
Thou courteous Swain, that to thefe Groves repaireD-.. 
And freely judge, which of thefe three is faireft. ' 
And leaft I fhould thefe curious Sentence lhun, 
He teUs me by 'Jove's Sentence all is done. 
And to be Judge I no way can efchew. 
This having faid, up through the Air he flew. 
I ftraight took Heart-a-grace, and grew more bold ; 
And there their Beauties one by one behold. 
Why am I made the Judge to give this Doom? 
Methinks all three are worthy to o'er-come. 
To injure two fuch Beauties, what Tongue dare? 
Or prefer one where they be all fo fair? 
Now this feems faireft, now again that other ; 
Now would I fpeak, and now my Thoughts I fmother.· 
And yet at length the Praife of one moft founded, 
And from that one my prefent Love is grounded. 
,The Goddeffefs out of their earn eft Care, 
'And Pride of Beauty to be held moft Fair, 
Seek, with large Arms, and Gifts of wondrous Price, 
To their own Thoughts my Cenfure to entice. 
1uno the Wife of 1ove doth firft inchant me, 
To judge her Faireft, fhe a Crown wil1 grant me. 
Pallas her Daughter, next doth undertake me, 
Give her the Prize, and valiant fhe wil1 make me. 
I ftraight devife which can m oft Pleafure bring, 
To be a valiant Soldier, or a King. 
Laft Venus fmiling, came with fuch a Grace, 
As if fhe fway'd an Empire in her Face. 
Let not (faid fue) thefe Gifts the Conqueft bear, 
Combats and Kingdoms are both fraught with Fear. 
1'11 give thee what thou loveft beft, (lovely Swain) 
The faireft Saint, that doth on Earth remain, 
Shall be thine own ; make thou the Conquefr mine; 
Fair L~dtiU faireit Daughter fhall be thine. 

This 
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This faid, when with my felf I had devifed~ 
And her rich Gift and Beauty jointly prifed. 
Venus the Victor, o'er the reft is plac'd ; 
"JJgzo and Pal/as leave the MouD.t difgrac'd. 
Mean time my Fate a profperous Coorfe had rurii 
And by known Signs King Priam call'd me Son. 
The Day of my reftoring is kept Holy 
Among the Saints-Days, confecrated folely 
To my Remembrance, being a Day of Joy, 
For ever in the Calenders of T'roy. 

As I wifh you, I have been wifb'd by others; 
The faireft Maids by me would have been MotherS'; 
Of all my Favours, I beftow'd not any, 
You only may enjoy the Loves of many. 
Nor by the Daughters of great Dukes and Kings; 
Have I alone been fought, whofe Marriage Rings 
1 have turn'd back; but by a Strain more high, 
By Nymphs and Faries, fuch as never die. 
No fooner were you promis'd as my Due, 
But I (all hated) to remember you. 
Waking, I faw your Image, if l dreamt, 
Your beauteous Figure ftill appear'd to tempt; 
And urge this Voyage; til1 your Face excelling; 
Thefe Eyes beheld, my Dreams were all of Hellttl~ 
imagine how your Face fhould now incite me, 
Being feen, that unfeen did fo muca delight me. 
1f I was fcorch'd fo far off from the Fire, 
How am I burnt to Cinders thus much nigher~ 
Nor could I longer owe my felf this Treafure, · 
But thro' the Ocean I muft fearch my Pleafure. 
The Phrygyan Hatches to the Roots are put 
Of the ldean Pines, afunder cut 
The Wood-land Mountain yielded me large Fees; 
Being defpoil'd of all her taleft Trees. 

From 
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From whence we have fquar'd out unnumbred Beams 
That muft be wafh'd within the Marine Streatns. ' 
The grounded Oaks are bowed, tho' ftiff as Steel 
~nd to the tough Ribs is the bending Keel ' 
M' oven by Ship-wrights Craft, then the Main.:.Maft 
'A crofs whofe Middle is the Sale-Yard plac'd. ' 
Tackles and Sails, and next you may difcern, 
Our painted Gods upon the hooked Stern. 
,The God, that bears me on my happy Way, 
And is my Guide, is Cupid. Now the Day 
In which the laft Stroke of the Hammer's heard 
,Within our Navy, in the Eaft appear'd: 
'And I muft now lanch forth ; (fo the Fates pleafe) 
To feek Adventures in the Eagean Seas. 
My Father and my Mother move Delay, 
And by Intreaties would inforce my Stay. 
They hang about my Neck, and with their Tears; 
,Wo me, deferr my Journey; but their Fears 
Can have no Power to keep me from thy Sight. 
And now Ca./!~tndra, full of fad Affright, 
With lofe difhevel'd Tramels, madly skips, 
Juft in the Way betwixt me and my Ships. 
Oh 1 whether wilt thou Head-long run, lhe cries? 
Thou beareft Fire with thee., whofe Smoak up-flies 
Unto the Heavens (Oh ']ove!) thou little feareft 
What quenchlefs Flames thou thro,the Water beareft 
Ca!Jandra was to true a Prophetefs, 
Her quenchlefs Flames fhe fpake of (I confefs,) 
My hot Defires burn in my Breaft fo faft, 
.That no red Furnace hotter FJames can cafe. 

I pafs the City Gates, my Bark I boar'd, 
The favourable Winds calm Gales afford, 
And fill my Sails; unto your Land I Steer, 
For whether elfe (his Courfe) fuould Paric bear ? 

Your 
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Your Husband entertains me as his Gueft, 
And all this hapneth by the God's beheft. 
He fhews me all his Paftures, Parks, and Fields; 
And every rare thing Lacedemon yeilds. 
He holds himfelf much pleafed with my Beingf 
And nothing hides, that he efteems worth feeing~ 

. 1 am on Fire, till I behold your Face, · 
Of all Achaias Kingdom the foie-Grace. 
All other curious Objeas I defie, 
Nothing but Hellen can content mine Eye : 
Whom when I faw, I ftood transform'd with Wonder; 
Senfelefs, as one ftruck dead by <Jove's lharp Thunder. 
As I revive, my Eyes I rowl and turn, 
Whilft my flam'd Thoughts with hotter Fancies barn·: 
Even fo as I remember looks Love's Queen, · 
When fhe was laft in Phrygian Ida feen, 
Unto which Place by Fortune l was train'd, · 
Where, by my Cenfure, fhe the Conqueft gain'd: 
But had you made a fourth in that Contention, 
Of Venus Beauty, there had been no mention. 
Hellen affuredly had born from all 
The Prize of Beauty, the bright golden Ball~ 

Only of you may this your Kingdom boart-~ 
By you it is renown'd in every C<?aft. 
Rum or hlth every where your Beauty blaz'd; 
In what remote Clime is not HeNen prais'd? 
From the bright Eaftern Sun's up-rife, inquire~ 
Even to his down-fall where he fiacks his Fire; 
There lives not any of your Sex that dare, 
Contend with you that are proclaim'd fo fair. 
Truft me, for Truth I fpeak : Nay what's mofi: true; 
Too fparingly the World bath fpoke of you. 
Fame that bath undertook your Name to blaze, 
Pla y'd but the envious Houfewife in your Praife~ 

More 
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More, than Report could Promife, or Fame blazon, 
Are thefe Divine PerfeCtions, that I gaze on. 
Thefe were the fame that made Duke Thefeus lavifu, 
Who in thy Prime and Nonage did thee ravifh. 
A worthy Rape for fuch a worthy lVf an ; 
Thrice happy Ravifher, to feize th{e then, 
When thou wert ftript ftark,_ naked to the Skin; 
A Sight of Force to make the Gods to Sin. 
Such is your Country's Guife at Scafons wherr, 
With naked Ladies they rrixt naked Men. 
That he did fteal thee from thy Friends, I praife him, 
And for that Deed., I to the Heavens will raife him. 
That he return'd thee back., by 1ove I wonder, 
Had I been Thefous, he that fhould affunder, 
,Have parted us, or fnatch'd thee from my Bed, 
Firft from my Shoulders fhou Id have p:u'd my Head. 
So rich a Purchafe, fuch a glorious Prey, 
Should conftantly have been detain'd for aye •. 
Could thefe my ftrong Arms pollilfly unclafp, 
Whilft in their amorous Folds they Hellen grafp ? 
Neither by free Conftraint, nor by free Giving, 
Could you depart that Compafs, and I living. 
But if by rough In force I m oft refiore you, 
Some Fru:ts of Love, (which 1 fo long have bore you) 
I firft would reap, and fome fweet Favour gain, _ 
That all my Suit were not beflow'd in vain. 

' Either with me you fhan abide afld ftay, · 
Or for your Pafs your Maiden·H~ad fuould pay .. 
Or fay, I fPar'd you that, yet would I try, 
What other Favour, I could elfe come by. 
All that belongs to love, I would not m ifs, 
You 1hould not let me both to clip and kifs. 

Give me your }{~art, fair Qyeen, my Heart you owe, 
And what my R.efohaion is you know. 

Till 
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Till the laft Fire my breathlefs Body take, 
The Fire within my Breaft can never flake. 
Before large Kingdoms I preferr'd your Face, 
And 1uno' s Love, and potent Gifts difgrace. 
To fold you in my amorous Arms I chus'd, 
And Pa!las Vertues fcornfully refus'd. 
When they with Venus on the Hill of /de, 
Made me the Judge their Beauties to d·ecide; 
Nor do [yet repent me, having took, 
Heauty, and Strength, and Scepter'd Rule forfook~ 
J\11 ethinks I chus'd the beft, (nor think it ftrange) 
I ftill perfifr, and never mean to change: 
Onlv that my Imployment be not vain, 

. Oh ! you more Worth than any Empires gain! 
Let me in treat, leaft you my Birth fhould fcorn, 
Or Parentage, Know I am Royal born. 
By marrying me, you fhall not wrong your State, 
Not be a Wife to one degenerate. 
Search the Records where we did firft begin, 
.And you iball find the Pleiads of our Kin ; 
Nay Jove himfelf, aU others to forbear, 
That in our Stock renowned Princes were. 
My Father of all .Afia reigns foie King, 
Whofe boundlefs Coaft fcarce any feather'd Wing 
Can give a Girdle to, a happier Land, 

0 
0 

A Neighbour to rhe Ocean cannot ftand. 
There in a narrow Compafs you may fee, 
Cities and Towers more, than may numbred be. 
The Houfes gilt, rich Temples that excel, 
And you will fay, I near the great Gods dwell. 
You fhall behold high Iliums lofty Towers, . 
And Troy's brave Walls built by no mortal Powers; 
But made by Ph~bus the great God of Fire, 
And by the Touch of his melodious Lyre. 
If we have People to inhabite, when 
The fad Earth groans to bear fuch Troops of Men~ 

Judge 
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Judge He lien, like wife when you come to Land, 
The Afian Women fhal1 admiring ftand, 
Saluting thee with Welcome, more and Iefs, 
In preffing Throngs and Nu m hers, nu m berlefs. 
More, than our Courts can hold of you (m oft fair) 
You to your felf will fay, alas! how bare, 
And poor Achaia is, when, with great Pleafure, 
You fee each Houfe contain a City's Treafure. 

Miftake me not, I Sparta do not [corn, 
I hold the Land bleft where my Love was born; 
Tho' barren elfe, rich Sparta liellen bore, 
And therefore I that Province muft adore. 
Yet is your Land, methinks, bnt lean and empty, 
You worthy of a Clime, that flows with Plenty; 
Full Troy I proftrate, it is yours by Duty, 
This petty Seat becomes not your rich Beauty. 
Attendance, Preparation, Curt'fie, State, 
Fit fuch a Heavenly Form, on which fhould wai"t, 
Coft, frefh Variety, delicious Diet, 
Pleafure, Contentment, and luxurious Riot. 
What Ornaments we ufe, what Fafhions feign; 
You may perceive by me and my proud Train~ 
Thus we attire our Men, but with more Coft 
Of Gold and Pearl, the rich Gowns are imboft, 
Ot our chief Ladies, ghefs by what you fee, 
You may be foon induc'd to credit me. · 

Be trattahle, fair Spart~tn, nor contemn 
'A Troj~tn horn, deriv'd from Royal Stem. 
He was a Trojan, and allied to Hector, 
That waits upon ']ove's Cup, and fills him Neflor. 
A Trojan did the fair Aurora wed, 
And nightly fiept within her Rofeat Bed. 
The Goddeffefs, that ends Night, and enters Day; · 
From our fair Trojan Coaft ftole him away. 

P 2 An,hiftt 
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Anchifes was a Trojan, whom Love's Q!leen, 
(!Vlaking the Trees of Ida a thick Screen 
'Twixt Ileaven and her) oft lay with. View me well, 
I am a Trojan too., in Troy I dwell. 
Thy Husband Meneldlus hither bring, 
Compare our Shapes, our Years, and every thing. 
J make you Judgefs, wro-ng me if you can; 
You needs muft fay, I am the prop{rer Man. 
None of my Line hath turn'd the Sun to Blood, 
And robb'd his Steeds of th: ir Ambrofial Food. 
My Father grew not from the Caucafs Rock, 
Nor fha\1 I graft you in a bloody Stock. 
Priam ne'er wrong'd the guiltlefs Soul, or further, 
Made the M_vrtc{ln Sea look red with Murther; 
Nor thidteth my great Grand-Sire in the Lake, 
Of Let he, Chin deep, yet no Thirft can flake .; 
Nor after ripen'd App1es vainly skips, 
Who flic him ftill, and yet ftill touch his Lips. 
But what of this? If you be fo deriv'd, 
You notwithftanding are no Right depriv'd. 
You grace your Stock, and being fo Divine, 
1ove is of force compell'd into your Line. 

Oh Mifchief! whilft I vainly fpeak of this, 
Your Husband all-unworthy of fuch Blifs, 
J n joys you this long Night, enfolds your VVafte, 
And where he lifts, may boldly touch and tafte. 
So when you fat a.t Table, many a Toy, 
Paffeth between you my vext Soul t'annoy. 
At fuch high Feafts I wifh my Enemy fit, 
V V here Difcontent attends on every Bit. 
I never yet was plac'd at any Feaft, 
But oft it irkt me, that I was your Gueft. 
That which offends me moft, thy rude Lord knows, 
For ftill his Arms about thy Neck he throws ; 

VVhid1 
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Which I no fooncr fpy but I grow mad., 
And hate the Man whofe courting mak,es me fad. 
Shall I be plain? I am ready to fink down., 
When I behold him wrap you in his Gown; 
\\!hen you fit fmiling on his amorous Knee, 
His Fingers prefs, where my Hands itch to be. 
But when he hugs you l am forc'd to frown, 
The l\tieat I'm eating will by no means down, 
But fiicks half way ; amidft thefe Oifcontents, 
I have obferv'd you laugh at my Laments, 
And with a fcornful., yet a wanton Smile, 
Deride my Sighs and Groans. Oft to beguile 
My Paffions, and to quench my fiery Rage., (fwage ; 
By quaffing Healths I've thought my Flame t' at
But Bacchus full Cups make my Flames burn higher, 
Add Wine to Love, and you add Fire to Fire. 
To fuun the Sight of many a wanton Feat, 
Betwixt your Lord and you, I fuift my Seat, 
And turn my Head., but tl1inking of your Grace, 
Love fcrews my Head to gaze back on your Face. 
What were I beft to do? To fee you pb y 
M-ads me, and I perforce muft turn away, 
And to forbare the Place where you abide, 
Would kill me dead, fhould I but ftart afide. 
As much as lies in me I ftrive to bury, 
The Shape of Love, and in 1\tlirths fpight I fee m merry. 
But oh ! the more I feek it to fupprefs, 
The more my blabbing Look!» my Love profefs. 

You know my Love which I in vain fuould hide, 
Would God it did appear to none befide. 
Oh! 'Jove how often have I turn'd my Cheek, 
To hide th' apparant Tears, that Paffage feek 
From forth my Eyes, ar)d to a Corner ftcpt., 
Left any Man Jhould ask w her.efore I wept~ 

p 3 How 
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How often have I told you piteous Tales, 
Of conftant Lovers, and how Love prevails. 
When fuch great Heed to my · Difcourfe I took, 
That every Accent fuited to your Look. 
In forged Names my felf I reprefented, 
The Lover fo perplex'd, and fo tormented, 
If you will know ? Behold I am the fame, 
Paris was me2 nt in that true Lover's Name: 
As often, that I might the more fecurely, 
Speak loofe immodefl: Words, that found impurely, 
That they offcncdefs might your fweet Ears touch, 
I have lilpt them up, like one had drunk too much. 
Once I rememb:-:r, your loofe V ail betray'd, 
Your naked Skin, and a fair Paffagt! made, 
To my enamour'd Eye. Oh! Skin much brighter, 
Than Snow, or pur eft Milk, in Colour whiter . 
Than your fair Mother L£da, when 'Jove grac'd her, 
And in the Shape of feathered Swan embrac'd her. 
Whilft at this ravilhing Sight I ftood amaz'd, 
And without Interruption freely gaz'd, 
The wreathed Handle of the Bowl I grafp'd, 
Fell from my hold, my ftrengthlefs Hand unclafp'd. 
A Goblet at that time I held by Chance, 
And down it fell, for I was in a Trance. 
Kifs your fair Daughter, and to her I skip, , . 
And fnatch your Kiffes from your fweet Ch1ld s Ltp. 
S'ometimes I throw my felf along, and lie, · 
Singing Love-Songs, and if you caft your Eye, 
On my effeminate Gefture, I ftill find, 
Some pretty cov~r'd Signs to fpeak my Mind; 
And then my earneft Suit bluntly invades, 
.Aethra and Climene your two cheif Maids. 
But they return me Anfwers full of Fear, 
And to my Motions lend no further Ear. . 
Oh ! that you were the Prize of fome great Stnfe, 
And he that wins, might claim you for his \Vife. 

Hyp-
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Hyppomenes with fwift Atlanta ran 
And at one Courfe the Goal and Lady wan. 
Even file, by whom fo many Suiters perifh'd 
Was in the Bofom of her new Love cherifh'd. 
So HerculeJ for Dejaneir~t ftrove, 
Brake Achelous Horn, and gain'd his Love. 
Had I fuch Liberty, fuch Freedom granted, 
My Refolution never could be daunted. 
Your felf fhould find, and all the World lhou'd fee, 
He lien a ·.Prize alone referv'd for me. 
There is not left me any Means (moft fair) 
To court you now, but by entreats and Prayer ; 
Unlefs (as it becomes me) you think meet, 
That I fbould proftrate fall, and kifs your Feet. 
Oh ! all the Honour, that our laft Age wins, 
Thou Glory of the two Tindarian Twins! 
Worthy to be r:fove's Wife, in Heaven to reign, 
··were you not 1ove's own Daughter, of his Strain. 
To the Sygean confines I will carry thee, 
And in the Temple of great Pa/las marry thee. 
Or in this Hland where I vent my 1.\tloans, 
I'll beg a Tomb for my exil'd Bones. 
My Wound is not a !light Raze with an Arrow, 
But it bath pierc'd my I-leart., and burnt my l\1arrow. 
This Prophefie my Sifter oft hath founded, 
That by an heavenly Dart I fhould be wounded. 
Oh! then forbear (fair Hellen) to oppofe you 
Againft the Gods, they fay I fhall not lofe you. 
Yeild you to their hebeft, and you fha11 find, 
The Gods to your Petitions likewife kind. 
A thoufand things at once are in my Brain, 
Which that I may effentially complain, 
And not in Papers empty all my Head, 
Anon at Night receive me to your Bed. 
Blufh you at this! or Lady do you fear, 
To violate the Nuptial Laws auftere? 

P 4 Oh! 
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Oh! fimple He/len! Fooliih I might fay, 
\V hat Profit reap you to be chall: I pray? 
Is't poffible, that you a World to win, 
Should keep that Face, that Beauty without Sin ? 
F,ather you mull: your glorious Face exchange, 
For one (lefs fair) or elfe not feem fo ftrange. 
Beauty and Chafrity at variance are, 
'Tis hard to find one Woman chafte and fJir. 
Trenus will not hav·e Beauty over aw'd, 
High jove himfelf ftolen Pleafures will applaud, 
And by fuch theevifh Pafrimes we may gather, 
How )ove 'gainft wedlocks Laws, became your Father. 
He and your Mother L£da both tranfgrefs'd, 
When you were got flte bare a tender Breaft. 
What Glory can you gain Love Sweets to fmother? 
Or to be counted ·chafter, than your Mother ? 
Profefs ftrict Chaftity, when with great Joy, 
I lead you as my Bride-cfpous'd through Troy. 
Then I in treat you rein your Pleafures in, 
I wifh thy Paris may be all thy Sin. 
If Citherea her firm Covenant keep, 
Tho· I within your Bofom nightly Sleep, 
We lhall not much mifdo, but fo offend, 
That we by Marriage may our Guilt amend. 

Your Husband hath himfelf this bufinefs aided, 
And rho' (not with his Tongue) he bath perfwaded, 
By all hir; Deeds (as much) leaft he fuould fray, 
Our private Meetings, he is far away, 
Of Purpofe rid unto the fartheft Weft, 
That he might leave his Wife unto his Gueft. 
No fitter time he could have found to vifit, 
The Chri{ean royal Scepter, and to fieze it. 
0! fimple, fimple Husband! but he's gone, 
And going, l~ft you this to think upon. 

Fair 
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!fair Wife (quoth he) I prethee in my Place, 
Regard the Trojan Prince, and do him Grace. 
Behold, a Witnefs I againft you ftand, 
You have been carelefs of this kind Command. 
Count from his firft Days Journey, never fince, 
Did you Regard or Grace the 'Troj4n Prince. 
What think you of your Husband ? that he knows 
The worth and value of the Face he owes? 
Who (but a Fool) fuch Beauty wou'd endanger, 
Or truft it to the mercy of a Stranger. 
Then (royal Qteen) if neither may intreat, 
My quenchlefs Paffion, nor Loves raging heat, 
Can win you; we are woo'd both to this Crime, 
Even by the fit Advantage of the time, 
Either to love fweet Sport we muft agree; 
Or fhew our felves to be worfe Fools than l:e. 
He took you by the Hand the Hour he rode, 
And knowing, I with you muft make abode, 
Brings you to me what lhou'd I further fay, 
It was his Mind to give you quite awety. 

What meant he elie? Then let's be blith and jolly, 
And make the beft ufe of your Husband's Folly. 
What fhould we do? Your Husband is far gone, 
And this cold Night (poor Soul) you lie alone. 
I want a Bedfellow, fo do we either, 
What lets us then, but that we lie together? 
You flumbring think on me, on you I dream, 
Both our Defires are fervent and extream. 
Sweet, then appoint the Night, why do you ftay? 
0 Night, more clearer, than the brighteft DJy. 
Then 1 dare freely fpeak, proteft, and fwear, 
And of my Vows the Gods fha11 Record bear. 
Then will I feal tne ContraCt and the Strife, 
From thatDay forward, we are Man and Wife. 

· Then 
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Then q·1ertionlefs I fhtU fo far pf!rfwade, 
Th1t yo:.t with m~ (lull Troys rich C:>a{t inv1d.e; 
And with your Phrygi11n Gueft at laft agree, 
0 1r potent Kingdom and rich Crown to fee.' 
But if you (blulhing) fear the vulgar Bruit, 
That fays, you follow me, to me make Suit,' 
Fear it not Hellen; Pll fo work with Fame, 
I will (alone) be guilty of all blame. 

Duke Thefeus was my In(tance and fo were 
Your Brother's Lady, can I come more near 
To enfample my Attempts by? Thefeus ha led 
Hellen perforce: yonr Brothers they prevailed 
With the Leucippian Si(ters, now from thefe, 
I'll co11nt my felf the fourth (if Hellen pleafe.) 
0Jr Trojan N1vy rides upoll. the Coaft, 
Rig'd, Arin'd, and Man'd, and I can proudly boaft~ 
The Banks are high, why do you longer fi:ay ? 
The Winds and 01rs are ready to make way. 
You fiull be like a high Majeftick Queen, 
Led through the Dardan City, and be feen, 
Hy Mil1ions, who your State having commended, 
Will (wondring) fwear, fome Goddefs is defcended. 
Wbere e'er you walk the Priefts fhall Incenfe burn, 
No way you fhal1 your Eye or Body turn 
But facrificed Beafts the ground fhall beat, 
And bright religious fires the Welkin heat. 
My Father., Mother, Brother., Sifters, all 
Ilium and Troy in pomp Majeftical, 
Shall with rich Gifts prefent you (but alas) 
Not the leaft part (fo far they do furpafs) _ 
Can my Epiftle fpeak, you may behold 
More, than my WorJs or Writings can unfold: 

Nor fear the Bruit of War, or threatning Steel~ 
When we are fied, to dog us at the Heel. 

Or 
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Or that all Gr£cia will their Powers unite, 
Of many raviih'd, can you one recite, 
Whom War repurchas'~? thefe be idle Fears, 
Rough bluftering, Bore;Ju fair Orithea bears, 
Unto the Land ofThrace, yet Thrace ftill free, 
And .Athens rais'd no rude Hoftility. 
In winged Pegafus did 'Jafon fail; 
Arld from great Colchos he Meelea ftale ; 
Yet The./Jaly you fee can fhew no Scar, 
Of former Wounds in the Tht.DP-lian War? 
He that firft ravifh'd you, in fuch a Fleet, 
As ours is, Ariadne brought from Creete. 
Yet Minos, and Duke Thefeus were agreed, 
About that Quarrel, not a Breaft did bleed. 
Lefs is the Danger (truft me) then the Fear, 
That in thefe vain and idle Doubts appear. 
But fay, rude VVar fhould be proclaim'd at length, 
Know, I am valiant, and have finowy Strength. 
The VVeapons, that I ufe are apt to kill . 
.Afia befides, more fpacious Fields can fill, 
VVith armed Men than Greece. Amongft us are 
More perfect Soldiers, more Beafts apt for VVar. 
Nor can thy Husband Menelaus be 
Of any high Spirit and Magnanimity ; 
Or fo well prov'd in Arms. For Hellen I, 
Being but a Lad, have made my Enemies fly. 
Regain'd the Prey from out the Hands of Thieves, 
VVho had defpoild our Herds, and ftol'n our Beeves. 
By fuch Adventures I my Name obtain'd, 
(Being but a Lad) the Conqueft 1 have gain'd., 
Of youg Men in their Prime, who much could do, 
Deiphebus, Jlionea& too 
I have o'ercome in many fharp Contentions; 
Nor think thefe are my vain and forg'd Inventions ; 
Or that I only Hand to Hand can fight, 
My Arrows when I pleafe fhall touch the VVhite~ 

lam 



2 36 PoEM s otJ flver4l Occajiont. 
I am expert in the Quarry and the Bow, 
You cannot boaft your heartlefs Husband fo. 
Had you the Power in all things to fupply me, 
And fhould you nothing in the World deny me ; 
To give me fuch a Hector to my Brother, 
You could not, the E1rth bears not fuch another. 
By him alone an Afta is well mann'd; 
He like an Enemy againft Greece fuall ftand 
Oppos'd to yo-ur beft Fortunes, wherefore ftrive you; 
You do not know his Valour that muft wive you? 
Or what hid Worth is in me but at length, 
You will confefs when you have prov'd my Strength.· 
Thus either War fhal1 frill our Steps purfue, 
Or Greece fball fall in 'Troy's aB-conquering View. 
Nor would I fear for fuch a Royal Wife, 
To fet the univerfal World at Strife. 
To g1in rich Prizes, Men will venture far, 
The Hope ofPurchafe makes us bold in War. 
If all the World about you fbould contend, 
Your Name would be eterniz'd without End, 
Onely be bold, and fearlefs may we fail 
Into my Country, with a profperous Gale! 
If the Gods grant me my expeCted Day, 
I to the full Oull all th~fe Covenants pay. 

Hellen to Paris. 

N O fooner came mine Eye unto the Sight, 
Of thy rude Lines, but I muft needs re-write~ 

Dar'ft thou (Oh fhamelefs) in fuch heinous wife, 
The Laws of Hofpitality defpife? 
And being a Stranger, from thy Countries Reach, 
Solidte a chait Wife to Wedlock's Breach ? 

was 
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\\.as it for this our free Tenarian Port, 
Receiv'd thee and thy Train, in friendly fort? 
And when great Neptune nothing cou'd appeafe, 
Gave thee fafe Harbour from the fiormy Seas? 
Was it for this, our Khrgdorns Arms fpread wide 
To entertain thee from th~ \Vater-fide? , 
Yet thou of foreign Soil remote from hence, 
A Stranger, coming we fcarce knew from whence. 
Is perjued Wrong the Recompence of Right? 
Is aU our Friendfhip guerdonrl with Defpight? 
I doubt me then, whet her in our Court doth tarry 
A friendly Gueft, or a fierce Adverfary. 
Nor blame me, for if juftly you confider, 
And thefe Prefumptions well compare tog(ther, 
So fimple my Complaint will not appear, 
But you your felf muft needs excufe my Fear. 
Well, h~ld me fimple, much it matters not, 
Whilft I preferve my chafte Name far from Spot; 
For when I feem touch'd with a bafhful Shame, 
It fhews how highly I regard my Fame. 
For when I feem fad, my Countenance is not fained, 
And when llower, my Look is unconftrained. 
But fay my Brow be cloudy, my Name's clear, 
And reverently you fhall of HeUen hear. 
No Man from me adulterate SJ?oils can win, 
For to th is Hour I have fported without Sin ; 
Whic ... akes me in my Heart the more to wonder, 
What Hope yoa. have in time to bring me under. 
Or from mine Eye \Vhat Comfort thou canft gather, 
To pity t ee, and not defpife thee rather. 
Becaufe once Thefeus hurried me from hence, 
And did to me a kind of Violence, 
Follows it therefore, ! am of fuch Price, 
That raviih'd once, I fhould be ravilh'd twice? 
Was it my Fault, becaufe I ftriv'd in vain, 
And wanted Strength his Fury to reftrain ? 

He 
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He flattered, and fpake fair, I fl:rugled ftiiJ; 
And what he got was much againft my Will. 
Of all his Toil, he reap'd no wifhed Fruit, 
For with my wrangling, I withftood his Suit.' 
At length, I was reftor'd, untoucht, and clear; 
In all my Rape, I fuffer'd naught (fave Fear) 
A few untoward Killes, he (God wot) 
Of further Favours, he could never boaft.' 
Dry, without Relifh, by'much Striving got; 
And them with ' much ado, and to his Coft. 
I doubt your Purpofe aims at greater Bliffes, 
And hardly would alone be pleas'd with Kiffes: 
Thou haft fome further Aim, and feek'ft to do, 
What CJove defend) I fhould confent unto. 
He bore not thy bad Mind, but did reftore me; 

U nblemifh'd, to the Place from whence he bore me: 
The Youth was bafuful, and thy Boldnefs lackt, 
And 'tis well known, repented his bold Fact. 
Thefez.u repented, fo fhould PAru do, 
Succeed in Love, and in Repentance too. 
Nor am I angry; who can angry be 
With him that loves her? If your Heart agree; 
With your kind \Vords, your Suit I could applaud.' 

So I were fure your Lines were void of Fraud. 
I caft not thefe ftrang{' Doubts, or this Difpcnfe, 

Like one, that were bereft all Confidence. 
Nor that I with my felf am in Difgrace, 
Or do not kno\V the Beauty of my Face. 
But becaufe too much Truft bath damag'd fuch; 
As have believ'd Men in their Loves too much. 

And now the general Tongue of Women faith, 

Mens Words are full of Treafon, void of Faith. 

Let others fin, and Hours in Pleafures wafte, 
,Tis rare to find the fober Matron eh aft. 

Why 
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May not my Name be rank'd among the rar~ ones ? 
Becaufe my Mother L£da was beguil'd, · · 
MuftI ftray too, that am her eldeft Child? 
I muft confefs my Mother made a Rape, 
But 1ove beguil'd her in a borrow,d Shape. 
When fhe (poor Soul) not dreamt of God nor Man 
He trod her like a milk-white feather'd Swan. ' 
She was deceiv'd by Error, if I yield 
To your onjuft Requeft, nothing can lhield 
Me from Reproach ; I cannot plead concealing. 
'Twas in her Error : 'Tis in me Plain-dealing. 
She happily err'd ; he that her Honour fpilr, 
Had in himfelf full Power to falve the Guilt. 
Her Error happy'd me too (I confe.fs) 
If to be 1ove's Child, be a Ha ppinefs. 

To omit high 1ove, of whom I ftand in awe, 
As the great Grandfire to our Father-in-Law. 
To pafs the Kin I claim from Tantalus, 
From Pelops, and from noble Ty»darus. 
L£da by 1fJve, in Shape of Swan, beguil'd, 
Her felf fo chang'd, and by him made with Child, 
Proves 1ove my Father. Then you idely ftrive, · 
Your Name from Gods and Princes to derive. 
What need you of old Priam make Relation ? 
Laomedon, or your great Phrygian Nation ? 
Say, all be true; what then'?. He of whom moft, 
To be of your Alliance you fo boaft. 
'Jove (five Degrees at leaft) from you removed, 
To be the firft from me, is plainly proved. 
And tho' (as I believed well) Troy may ftand, 
Powerful by Sea, and full of Stregth by Land ; 
:A:nd no Dominion to your State fuperior, 
I hold our ~lime nothing to Troy inferior. 

Say 
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Say, you in Riches pafs us, or in Number 
Of People, whom you boaft your Streets to comber ;· 
Yet yours a barbarous Nation is, I tell you, 
And in that Kind, do we of Greece excel you. 
Your rich Epiftle doth fuch Gifts prefent, 
As might the Goddeffes themfelves content ; 
And wooe them to your Pleafure, but if I 
Should pafs the Bounds of Shame, and tread awry: 
If ever you (hould put me to my Shifts, 
Your felf (bould move me more, than all your Gifts. 
Or if I ever {hall tranfgrefs by ftealth, 
It rh<t\1 be for your Sake, not for your VVealth. 
But as vour Gifts I fcorn not, fo fuch feem 
Moft pt:ecious, where the Giver we eft:eem. 
~Iore then your Prefence, it fhall Hellen pleafe, 
That you for her have paft tke ftormy Seas; 
That file hath caus'd your Toil, that ypu refpea her, 
And n1ore, than all your Trojan Dames affect her. 

But ye're a VVag in Troth, the Notes and Signs, 
You make at Table, in the l.VI.£ats and VVines, 
I have obferv'd, when I leaft feem'd to mind them, 
For at the firft my curious Eye did find them. 
Sometimt:s (you VVanton) your fixe Eye advances~ 
His Brightnefs againft mine, darting fweet Glances, 
Out-gazing me with fuch a ftedfaft Look, 

· That my daz'd Eyes their Splendor have forfook ; 
And then you figh, and by and by you ftretch 
Your amorous Arm outright, the Bowl to reach, 
That next me ftands, making Excufe to fip, 
Juft in the felf-fame Place, that kifs'd my Lip. 
How oft have I obferv'd your Finger make, 
Tricks and conceited Signs, which ftraight I take? 
How often doth you Brow your fmoothThoughts cloke~ 
VVhen to (my feeming) it bath ahnoft fpoke? 

And 
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And frill I fear'd my Husband would ha,re fpy'd you, 
In troth you are to blame, and I muft chide you. 
You are too manifeft a Lover., (tufh) 
At fuch known Signs I could not chufe but bluih. 
And to my felf I oft was forc'd to fay, 
This Man at nothing lhames. Is this (I pray) 
Ought fave the Truth? oft fmes upon the Board, 
Where Hellen was ingraven, you the ~lord 
.Amo have under-writ, in new fpilt Wine. 
(Good footh) at firft I could not skan the Line, 
Nor underftand your Meaning. Now (Oh fpight) 
My felf am now taught, fo to read and write. 
Should I offend as Sin to me is ftrange, 
Thefe Blandifhments have Power chafie Thoughts to 
Or if I could be moved to ftep afl:ray (change. 
Thefe would provoke me to lafcivious Play, 
Befides, I muft confefs, you have a Face, 
So admirable rare, fo fu 11 of Grace, 
That it hath Power to woo., and to make Seifure, 
Of the moft bright chafte Beauties to your Pleafure. 
Yet had I rather ftainlefs keep my Fame, 
Than to a Stranger hazard my good Name .. 
Make me your Inftance., and forbear the Fatr, 
Of that which moft doth pleafe you., make m oft fpare. 
The greateft Vertues of which wife Men boaft, 
Is to abftain from that, w"hich pleafeth moft. 
How many gallant Youths (think you) defire, . -
That which you covet, fcorch'd with the felf-fame F1re? 
Are a11 the World Fools? Only Paris wife ? 
Or is there none fave you have judging Eyes? 
No, no, you view no more, than others fee, 
But you are plainer and more bold with me. 
You are more earneft to pUt·fue your Game; 
I yield you not more Knowledge, but lefs Shame. 
I would to God, that you had fail'd from Troy, 
When my Virginity and Bed to enjoy, 

Q. A 
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A thoufand gallant Princely Suiters came. 
Had 1 beheld young Paris, I proclaim, 
Of all thofethoufand I had made you chief, 
And Spartan Menelaus to his Grief, 
Should to rr,y Cenfure have fubfcrib'd and yielded. 
But now (ahs !) your Hopes are weakly builded, 
You covet Goods poffell:, Pleafures fore-tafted, 
Tardy you come, that lhould before have hafted. 
What you defire, another claims as due, 
As I could Nifh ehave been efpous'd to you; 
So let me tell you, fince it is my Fate, 
I hold me tappy in my prefent State. 
Then ceafe, fair Prince, an idle Suit to move, 
Seek not tc, harm her, whom you feem to love. 
In my contented State let me be guided, 
As both my States and Fortunes have provided, 
Nor in fo v1in a Q!1eft your Spirits toil, 
To feek at my H.ands an, unworthy Spoil. 

Eut. fee tow foon poor Women are deluded, 
Venus her fdf this Covenant bath concluded. 
For in the !dtean V allies you efpy, 
Three Goddeffes ftripp'd naked to your Eye; 
And 'when the fir!t had promis'd you a Crown, 
The feconc, Fortitude and Wars Renown; 
The third, befpake you thus: Crown, nor War's Pride 
Will I beq~eath, but Hellen to thy Bride. 
I fcarce believe thofe high immortal Creatures, 
VVould to vour Eye expofe their naked Features. 
Or fay the firft Part of your Tale be pure, 
And meet with Truth, the fecond's falfe I'm fure, 
In which p:>or I was thought the greateft Meed, 
In filch a hi~h Caufe by the Gods decreed. 
I have not <Jf my Beauty foch Opinion, 
T' imagine it to be preferr'd before Dominion, 

Or 
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Or Fortitude ; nor can your 'A'ords perfwade me, 
The greateft Gift of al1, the Goddefs ma(e me. 
It is enough to me, Men praife my Face, 
But from the Gods, I merit no fuch Grace. _ 
Nor cloth the Praife, you charge me with, offend me, 
If Veuus do not envioufly commend me. 
But lo! I grant you, and imagine true, 
Your free Report, claiming your Praife a; due. 
Who would in pleafing Things call Fane a Lyar, 
But give that Credit, which we moft dd!re. 

That we have mov'd thefeDoubts be not you griev'd,_ 
The greateft Wonders are the leaft beliered, 
Know then I firft am pleas'd that Venus <1ught me 
Such undeferved Grace. Next, that you nought me 
The greateft Meed. Nor Scepter, nor Wu's Fame, 
Did you preferr before poor HeUen's Nane. 
(Hard Heart,'tis time thou fhouldft at laftcome down) 
Therefore I am your Valour, I your Crown. 
Your Kindnefs conquers me do what I can; 
I were hard-hearted, not to love this Mart.' 
Obdurate I was never, and yet coy, 
To favour him whom I can ne'er enjoy. 
What Profits it the barren Sands to plow, 
And in the Furrows our Affections fow, 
In the fweet Th~ft of Venus I am rude, 
And know not how my Husband to delude. 
Now I thefe Love-lines write, my Pen I 'ow '* 
Is a new Office taught, not known till now. 
Happy are they, that in thi~ Trade have 5kilt; 
(Alas ! I am a Fool) and lhall be ftill ; 
And having till this Hour not ftept aftrar, 
Fear in thefe Sports, leaft I fhould mifs ny Way~ 
The Fear (no doubt) is greater, than the Blame, 
I ftand confounded and amaz'd with Shane ; 

Q 2. And 
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And wi th the very Thought of what you feek, 
Think every Eye fixt on my guilty Cheek. 
Nor are thefe Suppofitions meerly vain, 
The murmuring People whifperingly complain, 
And my lV1aid Aethra bath by lifrning fiily 
Brought me fuch News, as touch'd mine Honour highly. 
\\Therefore (dear Lord) difiemble or defift, 
Being over-Eyed, we cannot as we lift 
Fafuion our Sports, our Loves pure Harveft gather, 
But why !hould you de fill: ? Di!femble rather. 
Sport (but in fecret) fport where none may fee, 
The greater, but not greateft Liberty 
Is limitted to our lacivious Play, 
That Menalaus is far hence away. 
My Husband about great Affairs is pofted, 
Leaving his Royal Gueft fecurely hofted, 
His Bnfinefs was important and materia), 
Being employed about a Crown imperial. 
And as he now is mounted on his Steed, 
Ready on his long Journey to proceed: 
Even as he queftions to depart or ftay, 
Sweet Heart (quoth I) Oh! be not long away. 
VJ'ith that he reach'd me a fweet parting Kifs, 
(How loath he was to leave me, ghefs by this) 
Farewel fair Wife {faith he) bend all thy Cares 
To my domeftick Bufinefs, home Affairs. 
But as the thing that I affeCtion beft, 
Sweet Wife, look well unto my Trojan Gueft. 
It was no fooner out, but with much Pain 
lVIy itching Spleen from Laughter I reftrain, 
Which ftriving to keep in and bridle ftil1, 
At length I wrung forth thefe few Words (lwiU.) 
lie's on his Journey to the Hie of Ov-ete, 
But think not we may therefore fafely meet, 
He is fo abfent, that as prefent I 
Am ftill within his Reach, his Ear, his Eye; 

And 
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And tho' abroad, his Power at home commands ; 
For know you not l{ings have long reaching Hands. 
The Fame for Beauty you befides have given me, 
Into a great Exigent hath driven me. 
The more your Commendation fill'd his Elr, 
The more juft Caufe my Husband bath to fear. 
Nor marvel you the King hath left me fo, 
Into remote and foreign Climes to go ; 
Much Confidence he dares repofe in me, 
My Carriage, Haviour and my Modefty, 
My Beauty he miftrufts, my Heart relies in, 
My Face he Fears, my eh aft Life he affies in. 

To take Time now when Time is, you perfwade me, 
And with his apt fit Abfence you invade me: 
I would, but fear, nor is my Mind well fet, 
My Will wou'd further, what my Fear doth let. ~....-
I h~ve no Husband here, and you no Wife, 
I love your Shape, you mine, dear as your Life. 
The Nights feem long, to fuch as fieep alone, 
Our Letters meet to enterchange our Moan. 
You judge me beauteous, I elleem you fair, 
Under one Roof we Lovers lodged are. 
And (let me die) but every thing confider, 
Each thing perfwades us we fhall lie together. 
Nothing we fee molefts us, nought we hear, 
And yet my forward Will is fL1ck through Fear. 
I would to God, that what you ill perfwade, 
You could as well compel, fo I were made, 
Un-willing willing, pleafingly abus'd, 
So my Simplicity might be excus'd. 
Injuries Force is oft-times wondrous pleating, 
To fuch as fufier Eafe in their difeafing, 
If what I will, you 'gainft my Will ihould do, 
1 with fuch Force could be well plea fed too. 

Bu 
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But whilft our Love is young and in the Bud, 

Suffer his infant Vigor be withftood. 
A Flame new kindled i~ as eafily quench'd, . 
And fudden Sparkles in little Crops are drench'd. 
A Travellers Love is like himfdf, unfray'd, 
And wanders where he walks, it is not laid 
On any firmer ·Ground, for when we alone 
Think him to us, the Wind blows fair, he's gone. 
Witnefs Hypjiphile, alike betray'd, 
Witnefs with her the bright Mynoyan Maid. 
Nay then your felf, as you your felf have fpoken, 
To fair Oenone have your Promife brt>ken. 
Since I beheld your Face firft, my Defire 
Hath been, of Trojan Paris to inquire. 
I know you now in every true Refpeet, 
rn grant you thus rriuch then, fay you affect 
Me (whom you term your own.) I'll go thus far 
Do not the Phrygian Marriners prepare, 
Their Sails and Oars, and now whilft we recite, 
Exchange of Words about the wifhed Night? 
Say that even now you were prepar'd to clime 
My long wifh'd Bed, juft at th' appointed time, 
The \Vind ihould alter and blow fair for Troy, 
You muft break off, in midft of a11 your Joy, 
And leave me in the Infancy of Pleafure : 
Amid my Riches, I !hall Iofe my Treafure. 
You will fm·fake the Sweets my Bed affords, 
'T' exchange for Cabins, Hatches and pitch'd Boards. 
Then what a fickle Courtfhip you commence, 
When, with the firft\Vind, all your Love blows hence? 
But fi1al1 I follow you when you are gone, 
And be the Grand-child to Laomedon? 
And Ilium fee whofe B~1uty you proclaim? 
I do not fo defpife the Bruit of Fame. 
That lhe to whom I am indebt fuch Thanks, 
Should fill the Earth with fuch adulterate Pranks. .. .. .. . . . WhQ 
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VVhat will Achaia? what will Sparta fay? 
V V hat will your Troy repo1 t, and Ajia 1 
VVhat may old Priam, or his reverent Queen? 
VVhat may your Sifters, having Hellen feen? 
Or your Dardanian Brothers deem of me ? 
VVill they not blame my loofe Inchaftity. 
Nay, how can you your felf hithful deem me, 
And not amongft the lofeft Dames efteem me? 
No Stranger fhal1 your Ajian Ports come near, 
But he fhall fill your guilty Soul with Fear. 
How often (angry at fome fmall Offence) 
VVill you thus fay ; Adultrefs, get thee hence? 
Forgetting you your felf have been the Chief 
In my Tranfgreilion, tho' not in my Grief. 
Confider what it is, forgetful Lover, 
To be Sin's Author, and Sin's fharp Reprover. 
But e'er the leaft of all thefe Ills betide me, 
I wifh the Earth may in her Bofom hide me. 

But I fhall all your Phrygian Wealth poffefs, 
And more, than your Epiftle can exprefs. 
Gifts, woven Gold, lmbroidery, rich Attire, 
Purple and Plate, or what I can defire. 
Yet give me Leave, think you all this extends, 
To countervail the Lofs of my chief Friends ? 
VVhofe Friendfhip, or whofe Aid fhall I impioy, 
To fuccour me when I am wrong'd in Troy. 
Or whether can I, haTJing thus mif-done, 
Unto my Father, or my Brothers run. 
As much as you to me, falfe 1afon [wore, 
Unto Medea, yet fro!ll Aefon's Door, 
He after did exile her. Now poor Heart, 
Where is thy Father that fhould take thy Part ? 
Old Aetes or CalciQpe ? thou tookeft 
No Aid from them, who thou before forfookeft. 

Q4 Or 
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Or fay thou did!l: (alas! they cannot hear, 
Thy fad Complaints) yet I no fuch thing fear. 
No more Medea did, good Hopes in gage 
Themfelves fo far, they fail in their Prefage. 
You fee the Ships, that in the lVIain are toft, 
And many times by Tempefts wrackt and loft, 
Had at their lanching from the Raven's Mouth, 
A fmooth Sea, and a calm Gale from the South. 
Befides, the Brand your Mother dreamt fhe bare, 
The Night before your Birth, breeds me frelh Care. 
It prophecy'd, e'er many Years expire; 
Inflamed Troy muft burn with Greekifh Fire. 
As Venm favours } ou, becaufe fhe gain'd, 
A doubtful Prize by you; yet the difdain'd 
And vanqui1h'd Godde~, difgrac'd fo late, 
May bear you hard; 1 therefore fear their Hate. 
Nor make no ~1eftion, hut if I con fort you, 
And for a Ravifhrr, our Greece report you; 
War will be wae;'d with Troy, and. ~on fhaU rue, 
The Sword (alas) your Conq·1e!t llull parfue. 
When Hypodttmia at her bridal Feaft, 
Was ruddy ravifl:ed by her Centaur Guefl ; 
Becaufe the Salvages the Bride dur ft feize, 
War grew bc£wixt them a od the Lapythes. 
Or thie k you Mene[.Jus hath no Spleen ? 
Or that he h1th not Power to avenge his Teen? 
Or that old Tyndarw this \Vrong can fmother ? 
Or the two fa nous Twins, each lov'd of other. 

So where your Valour and rare Deeds you boaft, 
Ar1d warlike Spirits in which you triumph moft; 
By which you have attain'd 'mong'ft Sou!Jiers Grace, 
None will believe you, that but fees your Face. 
Your Feature, and fair Sh1pe, is fitter far 
For amorous Coun:lhips, than remot Uefs \Var. 

Let 
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Let rough hew'd Soldiers warlike Dangers prove, 
'Tis pity Parit fhould do ought fave Love. 
He!for (whom you fo praife) for you may fight, 
I'll find you War to skirmifh every Night, 
Which fua l1 become you better. Were I wife, 
And bold withal, I might obtain the Prize; 
In fuch fweet fingle Combats, Hand to Hand, 
'Gainft which no Woman that is wife will ftand. 
My Champion I'll encounter Breaft to Breaft, 
Though I were fure to fan, and be o'erpreft. 

If that you private Conference intreat me, 
I apprehend you, and you cannot cheat me; 
I know the Meaning, durft I yield thereto, 
Of what you would conferr; what you would do. 
You are too forward, you too far would wade; 
But yet (God knows) your Harveft's in the Blade, 
My tired Pen £hall here in Labour end, 
A guilty Senfe in thievifh Lines I fend. 
Speak next when your Occafion beft perfwades, 
By Clymene~e and .Aethra my two Maids. 

The paffionate Shepherd to z,is 
Love. 

Live with me, and be my Love, 
And we will all the Pleafure prove, 

That Hills and V allies, Dale and Field, 
And all the craggy Mountains yield. 
There will we fit upon the · Rocks, 
And fee the Shepherds feed their Flocks. 
By fhallow Rivers, by w hofe Fa11s 
Melodious Birds fing Madrigales. 

There 
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There will I make thee Beds of Rofes, 
V!ith a thoufand fragrant Pofes ; 
A C1p of Flowers, and a Girdle 
Imbroidered all with leaves of Mirtle.· 
A Gown made of the fineft Wooll, 
\.Vhich from our pretty Lambs we puU, 
Fair lined Slippers for the cold, 
With Buckles of the pureft Gold. 
A Belt of ftraw and [vie Buds, 
With coral Clafpes and amber Studs, 
.And if thefe Pleafures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 
The Shepherds Swains Jhall Dance and Sing~ 
For thy Delight each May Morning ; 
If thefe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 

The Nymphs Reply to the Shepherd. 

I F _ that the World and Love were young, 
And Truth in every Shepherds Tongue, 

Thefe pretty Pleafures might me move, 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 
Time drives the Flocks from Field to Fold,' 
\Vhen Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh Dumb, 
The reft complains of C1res to come. 
The Flowers do fade, and wanton Fields, 
To wayward Winter reckoning yields, 
A honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 
Is Fancies fpring but Sorrows fall. 
Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Rofes; 
lhy Cap, thy Girdle and thy Poiies. 

So m 
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Some break, fome wither, fome forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reafon rotten. 
Thy Belt of Straw and I vie Buds, 
Thy Coral Clafpes and Amber Studs, 
All thefe in me no means can move, 
To come to thee and be thy Love. 
But could Youth laft, and Love ftill breed, 
Had Joys no date, and Age no need, 
Then thefe Delights my Mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy Love • 

.Another of the fame Nature. 

COme live with me and be my Dear, 
And we will revil all the Year, 

In Plains and Groves, on HilJs and Dales, 
Where fragrant Air breeds fweeteft Gales. 
There {hall you have the beauteous Pine, 
The Ceder and the fpreading Vine, 
And all the Woods to be a Skreen, 
Leaft Ph~bus kifs my Summers Queen. 
The Seat of your Difport fhall be, 
Over fome River in a Tree. 
Where filver Sands and Pebbles fing, 
Eternal Ditties with the Spring. 
There fuall you fee the Nymphs at play, 
And how the Satyrs fpend the Day. 
The Fillies gliding on the Sands 
Offering th~ir Bellies to your Hands. 
The Birds with heavenly tuned Throats, 
Poffefs Woods Ecchoes with fweet Notes; 
Which to your Senfes will impart, 
A Mufick to inflame the Heart. 

Upcn 
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Upon the bare and leafelefs Oak, 
The Ring-Doves \:Vooings will provoke 
A colder Blood, than you poifefs, 
To play with me and do no lefs. 
In Bowers of Lawrel trimly dight, 
We will outwear the filent Night, 
While FlorA bufie is to fpread 
Her richeft Treafure on our Bed. 
The Glow-worms fhall attend, 
And all their fparkling Lights fball fpend, 
All to adorn and beautifie 
Your Lodging with m oft M a jefty. 
Then in my Arms will I inclofe, 
Lillies fair Mixture with the Rofe ; 
Whofe nice Perfettions in Love's Play, 
Shall tune me to the higheft Key. 
Thus as we pafs the welcome Night 
In fportful Pleafures and Delight, 
The nimble Fairies on the Grounds, 
Sha 11 dance and fing melodious Sounds. 
~f thefe may ferve for to intice, 
Your Prefence to Love's •Paradife, 
Then come with me and be my Dear, 
And we will ftrait begin the Year. 

T Ake, 0 ! take thofe Lips away, 
That fo fweetly were forfworn, 

And thofe Eyes the break of Day 
Lights which do mHlead the Morn. 

But my Kiifes bring again, 
Seals of Love, tho' feal'd in vain. 

Hide, 0! hide thofe Hills of Snow, 
Which thy frozen Bofome bears, 

0 .11 



P o E M s on fiverAl Occajions. 
On wnofe Tops the I:'inks, that grow 
Are of thofe, that .Aprils wears. 

But my poor Heart firft fet free, 
Bomd in thofe Icy Chains by thee: 

L ET the Bird of loweft lay 
On the foie Arabian Tree, 

Herauld fad, and Trumpet be, 
To wbofe Sound, chaft Wings obey. 
But t:1ou fhrieking Harbinger, 
Foul ?rocuror of the Fiend, 
Augut of the Feavers End, 
To tbis Troop come thou not near. 
From this Seffion interd itt 
Every foul of Tyrant Wing, 
Save :he Eagle feather'd King, 
Keep the obfequy fo ftria. 
Let t'1e Prieft in Surplice w bite, 
That defunttive Mufick can, 
Be de Death-divining Swan, 
Leaft the Reouiem lack his Right. 
And thou treble dated Crow, 
That thy fable Gender mak'ft, 
With the breath thou giv'ft and tak'ft, 
'Mon~ft our Mourners fbalt thou go. 
Here the Anthem doth commence, 
Love and Conftancy is dead, 
Pho::nix and the Turtle fled, 
In a nutual Flame from hence. 
So th~y loved as Love in twain, 
Had the Effence but in one, 
Two Diftincts but in none, 
Num~er there in Love was fiain, 
Hear1s remote, yet not afunder, 

DiLtance 
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Diftance and no Space was feen, 
Twixt thy Turtle and his Q!leen, 
'But in them it were a Wonder. 
So between them Love did fhine, 
That the Turtle faw his Right, 
Flaming in the Phrenix Sight, 
Either was the others mine. 
Property was thus apalled, 
That the felf was not the fame, 
Single Natures double Name, 
Neither two nor one was called. 
Reafon in itfelf confounded, 
Saw Divifion grow together, 
To themfelves yet either neither 
Simple were fo well compounded. 
That it cried how true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one, 
Love bath Reafon, Reafon none, 
If what Parts can fo remain. 
Whereupon it made this Threne, 
To the Pbrenix and the Dove, 
Co- fupreams and Stars of Love, 
As Chorus to their tragick Scene. 

Threnes. 

BEauty, Truth and Raritie. 
Grace in aU Simplicity, 

Hence inclofed, in Cinders lie. 
Death is now the Pha:nix Neft, 
And the Turtles loyal Breaft, 
To Eternity doth reft. 

Leaving 
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Leaving nq Pofterity 
'Twas not their Infirmity, 
It was married Chaftity. 
Truth may feem but cannot be, 
Beat1 y brag, but 'tis not fhe, 
Truth and Beauty buried be. 
To this Urn let thofe repair, 
That are either true or fair, 
For thefe dead Birds figh a Prayer. 

WH Y fhould this Defart he, 
For it is unpeopled ? No, 

,Tongue I'll hang on every Tree, 
That 1hal1 civil Sayings 1bow. 

Some how brief the Life of Man 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 

.That the ftretching of a Span 
Buckles in his Sum of Age. 

Some of violated Vows, 
'Twixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 

But upon the faireft Boughs, 
Or at every Sentence end; 

Will I Rofalinda write, 
Teaching all that read to know, 

1The Quinttlfence of every Sprite, 
Heaven would in little fhow. 

\Therefore Heaven Nature chang'd, 
That one Body fhould be fill'd 

MJith all Graces wide enlarg'd, 
Nature prefently diftill'd. 

Hellen's Cheek, but not her Heart, 
C/eoplltra's M a jefty : 

2)) 

.Atl.mra's 
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.AtAlantA's better Part, 

Sad Lucrecia's Modefty~ 
Thus Ro[~elinde of many Parts, 

By heavenly Synods was devis'd, · 
Of many Faces, Eyes and Hearts, 

To have the Touches deareft pris'd. 
Heaven would thefe Gifts fhe fhould have~ 

And I to live and die her SlaTe. 
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REMARKS 
ON' THE 

p L A y s 
OF 

S HA K E S P EA R. 

V 0 L. I. 

,lfliiiU Have in my E.lfay prefixt to this 
I~ Volume, laid down Rules, by 

w hi eh the Reader may judge of 
the Miftakes ot our Poet fo far, 
as by his Authority not to be 
drawn into an Imitation of his 
Errors, by miftaking them for 
BeatJties. I lhalJ now in thefe 

Remarks point out the Beauties of this Author~ 
which are worthy the Obfervacioo of all the In
genious Lovers of this Art, and thofe who de
fire to arrive at any Perfection in it. 

R ~r.R~w• 
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Mr. Rowe has very well obferv'd, that the Fable 

is not the Province of the Dramma, in which the 
Strength and Maftery of Sha~e[pear lies ; yet I 
fuall give a Scheme of all his Plots, that fa we 
may the more eafily fee how far he has fucceeded 
by the Force of · Nature, and where he has fail' d. 
l begin in the Order in which they are printed in 
this new Edition. And in the Firft we find his 
T'empeft. 

The Argument or Fable of the TEMPEST. 

' Profpero Duke of Millan being entirely given 
' up to his Study, repofes the Truft of the Govern
' ment in his Brother .Antonio, who having all 
' the Soveraignty but the Name is unfatisfy'd till 
' he obtain that by Treafon. Wherefore having 
' made a fecret CompaCt with the King of Naples, 

' he lets him into Millln in the Night; and fiezing 
' his Brother and his Infant Daughter, fends them 
' them out to Sea in a tatter'd, unrigg'd Boat, 
' Gonz.alo, who by the Tyrant was commanded to 
' put this in Execution, out of his own Corn
' pailion furni!hes him with fome Provifion, and 
' fome of hjs own Books. Being thus defence
' lefs left to the Mercy of the Ocean, Provi
' dcnce drove him a on barren Hland, where he 
' fot'wd no Body but a fort of Incubus, Son to a 
' notorious. Witch of Algiers. And here he liv'd 
' twelve Years in Solitude, and in the Study and 
' Exercife of the Art of Natural Magic. 'Till 
' now the fame King of Naples, his only Son, and 
' Antonio Pro{pero's treacherous Brother and others, 
' 1 cturning from marrying the Daughter of Naples 
' to the King of Tunis, fall into his Spells, for 
~ Profpero railing a Storm, has them all caft away 

~Oil 
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' on this barren enchanted lfland, tho' none of 
' them perifh in the Wreck-Here the Play 
' begins-Thefe Princes being all caft: afuoar 
' and difpers'd in the H1and, the Pangs of their 
' Evil Deeds and the fuppos'd Lofs of the King's 
' Son torment the guilty King and fome of his 
' Train ; while his Son indeed is by Profpero's 
' Spirits brou!!ht to the Sight of Miranda Pro· 
' fpero's Daughter, who before had fc:en none of 
' Mankind but her Father. The young Pair fall 
' mutually in Love with each other. The King 
' likewife and his Train having undergone great 
' Pains, Agonies, and Terrors, are brought to 
' Pro[pero's Cave by his Spirit Ariel; where ha
' ving been upbt aided by Profpero, who owns 
' himfelf to them, they all are reconciPd, Pro
' fpero's Daughter being to be marry'd to Fer
'~ dinand the King's Son ; fo with the Promife of 

a profperous Voyage the Play ends. 
I can't find that this Plot was taken from a~yNc

vel, at leaft: not from any, that Mr. Langbain had 
feen, who was very converfant with Books of that 
Nature. But it does not at all follow, that there was 
no fuch Story in any of the Books of his Time, 
which might never reach our Age; nor is it of much 
Importance. 

Tho' the Fable of this Play may come fhort of 
Perfection in fome Particulars., yet l muft fay 
this, that we have few on the Englijh Stage that 
can compare with it for Excellen'-e. For firft it 
is the Imitation of one Atl:ion, i. e. The Reftora
tion of Profpero to his Dutchy of Milan. The 
Action is of a juft Extent, for it has a Begin
ning, Middle and End ; the cafting away of the 
K. of Naples, Antonio, &c. on the Enchanted lihnd 

R 2 lS . 
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is plainly the Beginning, fince to this there is no· 
thing neceff1ry to be before, it is the Sequel 
indeed of fomething elfe, but not the Effea. 
1-hJS their being caft on the Coaft, produces an 
that happens to them, till the Difcovery, which 
is the Jl1iddle, and when Profpero is reconcil'd by 
their Sufferings, and his Paffions abated, the Mid
dl ~., \V hich is their Sufferings, produces the End in 
t h ~ Reconciliation of the Parties. Here is like
wife in this Fable a Peripetie and Difcovery. For 
the State, Condition and Fortune of the King is 
c hang'd from the extreameft Mifery to Happi· 
neis by the Di{covery of Profpero, and Ferdinand. 'Tis 
true the Di lcovery of Profpero is not fo fine as 
that of v~yfJes by the Nurfe, but it is e'ry whit as 
good as the Difcovery that 'l.(~y./[es makes of him
felf to the Shepherds. There is a perfect Unity 
in th-e ACtion, and in the Time; which tho' 
a little confufedly exprefs'd (which I attriqute to 
the repeated Errors of the Editors, not to 
Shake (pear) yet it is concluded by Alonz..o, and the 
Sailors to be but three Hours. Profpero in the 
firft Afr demands of his Spirit Ariel-What u 
the Time of the Da)'-who anfwers Ariel. Pafl 
the mid Seafon. Profp. At le~tft two Glajfes. The 
Time 'nvixt fix and now, mufl by us be [pent moft pre
cioujly. 

AB: 5· Scene 1. 

Profp. How.,s the Day r 
Ariel. On the ji.'(th Hour, at which Time, my Lord, 

you ;:ud ozn· lVork p1ould cea_(e. 
Prof. I dt.d f~ty fo when fir ff I r11.is' d the Tempeft. 

The 
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The whole Time from the raifing the Storm to 
the End of the Play is hut fix Hours, the Play 
plainly opens at the very End of the Storrr, 
fo that we cannot fuppofe it more, than three 
Hours and a half ; which is far more Re
gular in that Particular, thlo aray that I 
know of on the Stage. The U.Ji ty of PlJce 
is not quite fo regular, and yet we h1ve ftw P!J ys 
that excell it even in this Particular. Hut if the 
Scene of the Storm were out, and which has very 
little to do there, the Place wou'd be bronght in
to much a lefs Compafs and the feveral Scenes 
may very well be allow'd to be reafonably fup
pos'd pretty contiguous. At leaft when two Gen
tlemen fet themfelves to alter a Poet of Shllkefpear's 
Genius, one wou'd expect, that they fhou'd endea
vour to correct his Errors not to add more. It 
had been extreamly eafy for Sir TVilliam and Mr. 
Dryden to have remedy'd this Particular, which 
they have not at all attempted; nay they have 
added nothing but what makes their Compofition 
not only much lefs perfea, but infinitely more E~ ... 
travagant, than this Poem whid1 they pretrnd to 
alter; as I fha l1 {how when I come to tr.c: Cha• 
raaers. Sh4kefpear had met with this Fortune in 
many of his Plays, while Mr. D---y, and lYir. C--h-·r 
have only given us their wife \Vhimfeys for what 
they blotted out of the Poet. The Pretenders 
to alter this Poet fbou'd never meddle with 
him unlefs they cou'd mend his Fable and 
ConduCt, fince they can never give us the Man
ners, Sentiments, Paffions, and DiCtion, finer and 
more perfect, than they find them in tbe Ori
ginal. 

R 3 As 
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As the Fable has all thefe ... Advantages fo is the 

ConduCl: of the Play very regular. Ariftotle de
vides the Parts of Q!tantity of a Play into four 
Parts, wl'ich he call the Prologue; the Epifode, the 
Exode, and the Chorus. By the Prologue he does not 
mean wh1t is now a days fpoke before the Play, 
and has feldom any Relation to the Play, and 
will therefore ferve any other Play, as well as 
that to which it is fpoken; but by the Prolo
gue here is underftood all our firfl Atl; and is to 
explain to the Audience not only what concerns 
the SubjeB: of the Poem, but what is proper and 
neceffary; and m1kes a true Part of it. Thus 
Projpero :o fatisfy his Daughter of the Caufe of 
his raifi ng the Storm, very artfully lets the Au
dience kaow the material part of his Hiftory 
which paft before that Hour; and that necefiarily; 
for it was not only natural for Miranda to en
quire into the Caufe of fo terible a Storm the 
Effetl:s cf which had extreamly mov'd her Com
paffion ; and the · Work that was going to be done 
by Profptro feems to mark out that, as the only 
proper time, that he cou'd ever have related his 
Fortune~ to her, and inform her of her Condi
tion, that he had now got all his Enemies 
into his Hands. 'Tis true this Narration may 
feem a little too calm, and that it had been more 
Dram~ tic had it been told in a Paffion; but if we 
confider it the Story as Profpero tells it, is not 
without a Pathos. And if this firft Narration 
cou'd be brought under this Cenfure yet the fe
cond is far from it being very artfully thrown 
into a brt of Paffion, or Anger againft Ariel, 
and is therefore truly Dramatic, for in the Dra
ma indeed there lhou'd be very little that is not 
Action a1d Paffion. It was very neceffary likewife 

that 
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that when the Poet was giving the Audience a 
Creature of his own Formation, he fiou'd let 
them know whence he fprung; his veq Origen 
preparing us for a CharaCter fo much ott of the 
Way, and makes us expeCt that Langmge from 
him which he utters. But there being ftill fame 
things done which fell not into the Knowledge 
of Profpero, and yet were neceffary to be known 
to the Audience, the Poet, in the firft )cene of 
the fecond AB: makes the Shipwreck'( Princes 
difcover it very Judicioufly. 

The next to the Prologue is the Epifod'?, which 
was all that us'd formerly to go betwixt the four 
Chorus's, which with us is the fecond., t'1ird, and 
fourth Act, that is it contains all the Subjefl of 
the Play, or rather the Intrigues and Plct till the 
Vnravellihg. And the Exode, which wa~ all that 
came after the !aft finging of the Chorus ~ontain'd 
the Perepetie and Difco'Very or the unrarJe/ling of 
the Plot, which anfwered our fifth A Cl; and is 
the Vnrave/ling, or Cataftrophe of the Piece. This 
divifion of Ari{fotle is perfect I y obferv'd by Shpzke
{pear in the Conduct of this Play of the TempeJf. 
For as we have feen the flrft Ac1 Difcovcrs all 
that was neceffary for the Audience to know of 
the Story, that happen'd before the Commencement 
of the Aaion of the Play, and that in an 'dmirable 
and judicious Manner; next all the Intrigue of 
tbe Play, as the feveral Adventures 1nd Tor
n1ents of the King, the uniring the Hearts of 
Miranda and Ferdinand, and the Attemrts of the 
Mob Characters, make up the fecond, third, and 
fourth Acts, the fifth is wholly emploj'd in the 
Difcovery and Perepetie, or in the Vnrtvelling of 
the Plot reftoring Tranquility to a 11 th~ Drama
tic Perfons. The Scene likewife is ger.erally un-

R 4 broken 
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broken; efpecia\ly in the fi rft, fourth, and fifth 
they are perfettly entire. The Manners are e
very way juft, they are well Mark,d, and Con
venient and equal ; there is no room here for the 
Likene fs, the Story being a Fiction. Thus we find 
ev lery one perfetlly diftinct from the other. 
Ca ibmz as born of a Witch, lhews his Original 
IVlatJlice, ill Nature, Sordidnefs, and Villany • 
..Ant nio is always Ambitious and Treacherous, 
and even there promoting and perfuading Seba
ftian to the committing the fame unnatural Act 
againft his Brother, that he had againft Profpero, 
with his Aggravation of adding Fratricide to U· 
furpation. 

The Sentimenu are every where the juft Effect 
of the M .1nners, and the Diction generaUy juft 
.and elegant, as we fhall fee in thofe beautiful 
Thoughts I lhal1 add to tny Remarks on this Play. 
But l can't leave my gener•l Confideration of this 
Play till I have added a Word about the moft 
quefiionable Part of it, and that is the Magic, or 
Sort:ery. 

Thofe who make this a Fault in our Poet know 
little of the Matter , for it is fug!cient for him to 
go upon received Notions, no Matter whether 
'Philofophically, or abfolutely true, or not. 
Shakefpear liv'd in an Age not fo remote from a 
Time in which the Notion of "Spirits and Conju
rers, and the frrange and wonderful Power of 
l'VIagic, but that it was almoft an Article of Faith 
among the M.:my, I mean not the very Mob, but 
Men of Figure and true Learning. .Airojlo is full 
of this and inftead of one enchanted Ifle, gives 
us many e.lchJnted Caftles. Nay Lavater and fe
veral others have wrote ferioufiy upon this Head; 
Miz..aldus gives us many Receipts for magical 

Ope· 



RE M ARKs on the Plays of Shakefpear. 26) 

Operations; and the Roftcruci~ns, and Cabalifts 
profefs a Converfation with Spirits of the Earth, 
the Air, Water, and Elemental Fire. Doctor. 
Beaumont has even in our Time wrote a Book in 
Englilh upon this Head , and has declared to ma
ny his frequent Converfation with thefe Hobgob· 
/ins ; nor is there to this Day fcarce a venerable 
Citizen, or Country Squire but as firmly believes 
thefe Beings, as they do their own. And tho' it 
is not our Bufinefs here to enter into the Exami
nation of this Point Philofophically, common 0-

, pinion being fufficient to juftify Shake/pear, yet 
perhaps the niceft Philofopher would be puzl'd 
to demonftrate the Falfehood of this Notion :At 
leaft we are fure, that there are Spirits depar
ted, fince the Scripture it felf affures us of it. 
The fame wou'd hold againft Yirgil and Homer 
for their Cyclops, their Harpeys 1 their Circes, &c. if 
common Opinion could not de1r them. Our Poet 
therefore is at leaft on as good a Bottom in this, 
as thofe great Men of Antiquity, and has manag'd 
thefe Machines as w~U as either of them in 
this Play. 

The Reader having feen all the Bea•Jties of the 
Fable, Conduct and Manners ot this Play may per
haps think it would not be from the Purpof<: if 
I (hould take fome Notice of the Alteration made 
of it by 1.\r!r. Dryden and Sr. ~Villiam Davenant .. 
and fince it feems a fort of Juftice to Sha~e{pear, I 
fhall venture to fhow how far they have been from 
improving our Author. Mr. DrJden in his Pre
face, after he has told us, that the Play it felf had 
been atted with Succefs, and that Fletcher and 
Sr.c:fohn Suckling had made bold with our Poet in 
their Sea-Voyage, and the Goblins- adds
Sr. William D'avenant, 111 h1 wa! 11 Man 1j a quick 

and 
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And piercing /magin~tion foon found, that fomewhat 
might be aaded to the Def!gn of Shakefpear, of which 
neither Fletcher nor Suckling had ever thought (fame
thing I hope to add to his Excellence, or elfe it had 
better never have been added) and therefore to put 
the laff Hand to it, he defign'd the Counterpart t~ 
Shakefpear's Plot, namely that of A Man who had ne
ver feen A Woman, that by this Means thefe two Cha
racters of Innocence and Love might the more illuffrate 
,.nd commend each other. 

He further tells us his Approbation of Sr. William's 
Defign, but with Submiffion to fo great a Man as 
Mr. Dryden muft be allowed to be in his Way, 
I think he had very little Reafon for his Appro
bation. For let us confider but the Rules of true 
Judgment and we lhall find, that what thefe Gen
tlemen have done could be only advantagious to 
our Author, by improving the Fable and CDndutf, 
the Manners, the Sentiments, the Diction, &c. But 
Mr. Dryden in what is quoted feems to place all 
the Benefit of the Alteration in the Counterpart 
of his Plot, i. e. A Man that had never feen a Wo
man, that by this Means, thofo two Characters of In
nocence ~~tnd Love might the more illuftrate and com
mend each other. That is by fpoiling the natural 
Innocence and Character of Miranda, to foift in 
fome Scenes betwixt a Company of unequal and 
inconfiil:ent Characters, which are fometimes meer 
Naturals indeed, and at other Times Proficients in 
Philofophy. 

But what did thefe Characters, or what do thefe 
Scenes towards the improving the Plot? It has e
very where broken the Scenes, and embarrafs'd 
the Conduct, but fcarce any where added the leafi: 
Beauty to make Amend~ unlefs, in Profpero's fe
parating Ferdinand and the Father, in his Rage, 

· and 
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and his Threats of his Death, making the meeting 
of Father and Son the more diftrefsful by fo furl
den a Calamity in their Joy. Everywhere elfe the 
Alterations are monftruous, efpecia11y in the Man
ners and Sentiments, to fhew which, I fhall give 
fome lnftances. 

Dorind~t fays to her Father on his examining of 
her about feeing the Man-

Dor. No Sir, I am ttJ well, as ever I was in all my Life; 
But that I cannot eat nor drink for Thought ef him, &c. 

She faw him but the laft Scene of the fecond 
Att, and this is the firft Scene of the third AB:, 
fo what Time fhe had to try whether fhe cou'd 
eat or not I cannot tell, unlefs it was her After
noons Nuncion (as the Children call it) for it was 
near four as Ariel affured us. But all that Scene 
indeed between Profpero and Dorinda (a Creature 
of our Correaors making not of Shakefpe~r's, but 
more out of Nature, and more inconfiftent than 
Caliban) has nothing at all Dramatick in it, nor 
any thing conducive to the Fable, Conduct or Plot. 
It difcovers nothing of the leaft Ufe; and only 
gives a very imperfeCt Sketch of the infeniible 
Approaches of Love in Innocence and Ignorance, 
and may perhaps be worthy the Contemplation 
of the young Miffes of the Nurfery. 

Enter eight fat Spirits with Cornucopias in their 
H~tnds. Thefe fat Spirits I confers are very fur
prifing and merry, tho' never thought of by 
Shake [pear. 

The Difcourfe in Eccho betwixt Ferdinand and 
.Ariel if tolerable in Profe, is beyond Meafure ri
diculous and trifling in finging ; Ferdinaud feems 
too full of Defpair and Concern to have that petty 

- - Whim 
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Whim of Curiofity to come into his Head ; and 
therefore I prefume no Body will think, that any 
Improvement of Shake(pe11r's Play; unlefs it be in 
addin~- the Mode, which was afterwards in the 
Rehear[Al. 

And then ta (erious Buftnefi we'll advance 
But firft lets have a Dance. 

But our Improvers have never been eminent for 
their Imitations of Nature in the Drama ; Mr. 
Dryden had wandred too far in Ramance, to re
lifu Nature, or know how to copy her. Tho' in 
his latter Plays Age had worn fomething of that 
away, and he has given ps fome Scenes worthy 
his Greatnefs in other Parts of Poetry, in which 
lay his Excellence. But to go on-

Soon after this Mirand~e feeing Ferdinand by an 
odd Caprice (which we never cou'd expeC! from 
her Character as drawn in Shakefpear) fbe fancies 
h-im a Spirit. Tho' fhe had before feen Htppalito, 
and had been told, that he was a Man, and af
fur'd by her Father, that fhe fhou'd foon fee an
other M1n of riper Growth, than him fhe had 
feen. But this artlefs trifling Ignorance of Mi
rt~nd~e fpoils that Charatl:er Shake(pe~r has given 
her where fhe is Innocent indeed but not a Fool: 
Whereas this might be call'd as alter'd the Comedy 
fJj Fools. 

But now for Hippolito, bred to Books and Phi· 
lofophy under fo wife a Mafter as PrDfptrfJ. 

Hippolito and Profpero, 
Hip. Methinks I wijh, and wijh for what I know not; 

But ftill I wifo:- yet if I had that Woman, 
~~,, I be/ieve2 cou'd tell me what I wijb f~r. 

Thi~ 
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This is indeed .indulging Fancy with a Venge

ance, and throwtng all Art·, Nature, and Judg
ment afide as ufelefs. Certainly the firft Willies 
of Innocence in Love muft be the Company of 
the Objetl: belov'd ; and that he might eafily find 
and tell. But why fhou'd he fancy (if it were 
not abfurd to ask a Reafon for any thing in fuch 
a Chara8er) that the Woman cou'd tell him what 
he wifh'd for, when he did not knQW himfelf? 

Profp. What wou'd you do to make tht~t IVoman 
yours? 

Hip. I'd quit the reft of the World, that I mi(Tht 
be alone with her; fhe never fhou'd be from me, &uc. 

This is Nature indeed, and this is the real 
Effect of a real Paffion; this Js what Tibullus, 
that tender Lover, fa id about 1700 years ago-

Sic Ego fecretis po./Jum bene vivere jilvis, · 
f2..!!A- nu/los humano fit via trita pede. 

Tu m1hi Curarum Requies, in Noae vel atra 
Lumen, & in folis tu mihi turba Locis, &c. 

But then our young Lover, if he wou'd have 
maintained his Charatter of Innocence and Love, 
fhou'd have kept to that Point, and not imme
diately after, contrary to the Nature of Love and 
Innocence run Mad for all the \Vomen in the 
World~ as if not bred in a Cave but a Brothel. 
This has neither Senfe nor Reafon in it, but is 
perfectly Monftrous. In the heginnin?; ot this 
Scene betwixt him and Ferdentmd he difcovers all 
the Symptoms of a real P ~iffzon, w hk-h makes his 
after Extravagance impoffihle in NJture, even for 
a Debochee, at leaft till Enjoyment was paft. 

Ferdinands fighting him is a l\tlonftrous Inci
dent, and an intollerable Breach of his Char

raaer, 
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reB:er, and contrary to the Manners; he not be
ing only a tender Stripling, but as Ignorant of 
a Sword as a very Woman ; as is plain in the 
Scene before the Duel ; for Hippolito has defir'd 
his Friendfhip, and told him that next "' Women 
he found he cou' d Love him. 

This with his Ignorance and Innocence ought 
to have deter'd a Man of any Honour, efpecially a 
Prince of no ill Character, from committing fo 
Barbarous and inhumane a Murder for a Childilh 
Impertinence. . • 

But here we muft have a Ntce touch at Jealoufie. 
Miranda. tells him, 

That he is a Stranger, 
1Vholly unacquainted with the World, &c. 

But all this will not do, Ferdinand muft he jealous 
without any Reafon, to make him the more refolute 
in fo fcandalous anAttempt, as the Killing Hippolito, 
at lea(t of Wounding him fo, that nothing but 
Moly, and the Influence of the Moon, forc'd down 
by his good Angel cou'd recover him to Life a
gain. 'Tis true when Ferdinand proves fuch a 
Coxcomb to be jealous on what Miranda fays 
of Hippolito, tho' the had affur'd him of her Love, 
and, as far as appear'd to him, ventur'd her Fa
ther's Difpleafure by coming to him, we may 
eafily fufpett he wou'd be guilty of any Folly, 
nay the Villany of fighting with Hippolito ; nay 
it was a Mercy th~t he did not draw on Mi
randa too, for it had been fully as Heroic. 

Dorinda is more fenfible of Nature and Love 
than 1-lippolito ; .fhe can tell that he can trucy 
.tove but one at a time, and naturally refents 
his profeiling, that he will have all the Women. 

But 



RE :M ARKs on the Plays ofShakefpear. 271 

Bat he is more learn'd in the World in this 
fourth Ael:, than in the Former, I fup.pofe he had 
reciev'd fome Intelligence of the Incontinence of 
the Men of this World from one of the Devils 
of Sycorax, for he fays-

J've heard Men have Abundance of them there-

Of whom could he hear this? of Pro{pero? im
poffible ; his Bufinefs had all along been to fright 
him from the Converfation of Women, making 
them Enemies and noxious to Men, and his 
Safety; which is directly contrary to the letting 
llim know, that other Men had convers'd with 
fo many without Hurt. In this Place indeed a 
Poeta loquitur had not been arnifs. He had con
vers'd with no Body elfe but Ferdinand once, 
who tho' he told him, that there were more 
Women in the World, yet was fo far from let
ting him know, that one had many, that he told 
him, that one Man was to have but one Wo
man. 

But as knowing as Hippolito is in fome things and 
in fome lucid Intervals, he knows not a Word of 
Death; tbo' we muft think he had read ftrange 
Books, and heard odd lnftruttions, that cou'd leave 
him fo entirely ignorant of that Point; but were 
this juft, yet that very Ignorance makes Ferdinand 
ftill the more inexcufable ; nay Ferdinand hirnfelf 
at laft in the Fourth AB: feems himfelf fenfible 
of his Ignorance, for he fays, 

He's fo ignorant, that I pity him, 
.And fain wou' d avoid ForCf-

) 
And 
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And indeed a Man wou'd think, that he might 
very eafily avoid Force if he wou'd, at leaft till 
Hippolito had feiz'd his Miftrefs, which he had 
fufficient Reafon to imagine, that Profpero wou'd 
never permit. But he that notwithftanding all 
that had paft between them, cou'd not be
fore this find out his Ignorance, may do any 
thing. 

But Hippolito in one Line fays he does not know 
what Right is, and yet in the next tells us of Bafe .. 
nefs, and Honour. His Lea.ures were very pe
culiar, that cou'd give him a Notion of one and 
not of the other. 

The Terms of the Combat or Duel are as 
ridiculous as all the Reft---that is-to fight 
till Blood is drawn from one of the two, or 
his Sword taken from him. Ferdinand was re
folv'd to be on the fure Side of the Hedge with 
him; but he is fo dull of A pprehenfion that he 
may well be a Rafcal, for as l\'lonfieur Rochfoucault 
fays, .A Fool has not Matter enough to make An 
HIJneft Man of. Tho' Hippolito had told him, 
that they had no Swords growing in their World, 
yet Ferdinand did not find it out till he had 
wounded him, that he was unskilful in his Wea
pon. 

I'm loAth to kill )'ou, Sir ,you art unskilful. 

Rifum tenuuis ? was ever fuch Stuff wrote fince 
the Time of Gammar Gurton's Netdle! but it 
wou1d be endlefs to obferve all the Blunders 
of thefe added Scenes, they are all of a Piece 
and fcarce guilty of a T'hought, which we could 
juftly attribute to Slurke{pear. I have given In
fiances enough I hope to lhow what I propos'd, 
that the Alteration has been no Benefit to the 
Original. I fhall 
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I fuall only take notice of fome fine things in 

this Play both as to Topicks and Defcriptions, 
and moral RefleCtions, and then pafs to the 
next. 

Ariel's Defcription of his managing the Storm is 
worth remarking, and FerdinaHd's Speech, when 
Profpero is leading him away at the End of the 
firft Act, p. 19. is pathetic, and jufily expreffes 
the Nature of a true Lover. · 

My Father's Lofs the Weaknefs that I feel 
The Wreck of all my Friends, and this Man'sThreats~ 
To whom I am fubdu'd; are hut light to me 
lVJight I but through my Prifon once a Day 
Behold ·this Maid. All Corners elfe of the Earth 
Let Liberty make ufe of; Space enough 
Have I in fuch a Prifon. 

l mufi: not omit the Defcription, that Francifco 
makes in the fecond Act, p. 22. of Ferdinanti's fwim
ing alhorc in the Storm. 

I faw him beat the Surges under him, 
And ride upon their Backs; he trod the \Vater, 
\~lhofe Enmity he threw a fide; and bre,1fted 
The Surge moft fwoln,th3t met him. His bold Head 
'Bove the contentious Waves he kept ; and oared 
Himfelf witb his bold Ar!Tis in lufl:y Strokes 
To th'Shoar; that o'er hisiwave-worn Backs bow'd 
As ftooping to relieve him. 

The Reader may compare this with Orway's De• 
fcription of Jaffier's Efcape. His RefleCt-ions and 
Moralizing on the frail and tranfitoty State of NJ
ture is wonderfully fine. 

s Profp. 
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Pro_(p. - Thefe our Actors 

As I fon~told you were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Air, into thin Air, 
And like the bafelefs Fabric of the Vifion, 
The cloud-capt Towers" the gorgeous Palaces, 

The folemn Temples ; the great Globe it felf; 
Yea all, which it inherit, fhall diffolve 
And, like this infubftantial Pageant faded, 
Leave not a Track behind. We are fuch Stuff 
As Dreams are made on ; and our little Life 
Is rounded with a Sleep. 

The Argument of The Two Gentlemen of Verona; 

Tho' this Play be plac'd after the Ttmpeft, 
'tis evident from the Writing, and the 
Faults and even A bfurdities, that it was writ 

long before it, for I can by no means think 
that Sha~efpe.ar wrote worfe and worfe; for if 
his Fire may be fuppos'd to abate in his Age, 
yet certainly his Judgment increas'd, but moft of 
the Faults of this Play are Faults of Judgment more 
than Fancy. 

rralentine and Prothtu.r are two intimate, Bofome, 
nay fworn Friends, Nati"'!es of Verona, and give 

the Name to the Play. Valentine is for travel
ling (tho' indeed the Journey is not long) and 
Protheru is in love with a beautiful Lady nam'd 
Juli~e, of the fame Town. Valentine being arriv'd 

at Millan fucceeds in his Amoor. with Silvia the 
Duke's [)aughter ; whofe Lover Sir Thurio is 
favout 'd by the Father as a Man of large De
mefns, but he is filly, infolent, and cowardly. Va

lentine is not long gone from home, but Antonio 
Sir Prothem's Father will fend him to travel too, 

efpecia lly to Millan where his Friend had acquir'd 

fo g0od a Reputation. He takes Leave of his Mi

firefs pnvatdy, and gives her his Oaths a11d Vows 
that 
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that he will love only her till Death. But com
ing to Mil/1111 he falJs in Love with Si/via his 
Friend's Miftrefs ; and to compafs his own Ends -
difcovers the Amour betwixt her and Valentint to 
th Duke, tho' trufted as a Friend by the Lovers. 
Thts caufes the Banifhment of Valentine, and the 
Mifery of the Lady who lov'd him extreamly. Pro• 
theus on the Credit of his having a Miftrefs in 
his own City, with whom he w~s mightily in 
Love, gets the Management of Sir Thurios · Paf• 
fion; and under that Pretence, makes it his Endea• 
vocrs to promote his own,which]ulia being come to 
MiOAn in Man's Cloaths difcovers, and is taken by 
him for a Page. Silvia being yveary of Sir Thurios 
Suit, and eager to be with her Lover Valentine, 
engages Sir Eglamour to affift her in making her 
Efcape to Mantua, where fhe heard, that he was, 
tbo' he indeed was taken by the Out-laws a bout three 
Leagues out of Mtllan, and made their Captain. 1• 

Thefe fame Out-laws feize Si/via, who is refcu'd 
from the Force of one of them by Sir Protheus, · -
got thtther in Purfuit of her; who preffing his A ... 
mour here in vain Attempts to ravifh her but is • 
prevented by Valentine, who had o'er-heard all his 
Treachery; but on Sir Prothem's Repentance all 
Animofities are forgot, and Sir Protheus returns 
to his old Miftrefs 1ulia here difcover'd, and 
Si/via is by the Duke given to Valentine, Sir 
Thurio not daring to claim her, nay out of Fear 
of Valentine gave her up in Difdain. 

Befides the Defett of the Plot w hi eh is too vifible 
to criticife upon the Manners are no where agree· 
able, or convenient. Si/viA and the reft not be
having themfelves like Princes., Nohlernen or the Sons 
and Daughters of fuch. The Place where the Scene 
is, by the original Error of the Prefs uot yet cor-

S l retled 
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reB:ed, for to be fure the Author cou'd not make 
the Blunder fometimes the Emperour's Court, fame
times Millan, and fometimes Padua, as is plain, is 
from the running the Eye over it. 

But bow defeaive foever this Interlude may be 
in the Plot, Condufr, Manners and Sentiments, 
we yet fuall fee, that it is not deftitute of Lines, 
that difcover the Author to be Shakefpear. 

Love, or agaiwff Love when jlighted. 

To be in Love where Scorn is bought with Groans 
Coy Looks, with Heart-fore Sighs: One fading 

(Moments Mirth 
With twenty watchful, weary tedious Nights. 
1f ha ply won, perhaps a haplefs Gain; 
If loft why then a griveous Labour won! 
However but a Folly bought with Wit 
Or elfe a Wit by Folly vanquifhed. 

Pag. 66. ·and p. 75· on Love. 

Oh ! how this Spting of Love refembleth 
The uncertain Glory of an April Day. 
Which now fhows all the Beauty of the Soil 
And by and by a Cloud takes all away. 

I mufi: here let the Reader know, that becaufe in 
going through Shake [pear, the fame Topics will oc 
cur in feveral Places, I fhall put my References 
to the Latin Pcets on thofe Topics to the alphd.be· 
tical Table of them, which will be at the End of 
this Volume. 
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A comical Defcription of Men in Love. 

Speed.- Firft, you have learned, by Sr. Prot hetts 
t.o wreath your Arms like a Malecontent ; to re
lifh a Love Song like a Robin-red-bn:·aft; to walk 
alone like one that had the Peftilence ; to figlt 
like a School-boy, that had loft his A. B. C. to 
weep like a young \Vench, that had loft her 
Grandam ; to faft like one that takes Diet ; to 
watch like one, that fears robbing; to fpeak pu .. 
ling like a Beggar at Ho/low-Mafs. You were 
wont when you laught to crow like a Cock; 
when you walk'd to walk like one of the Lions; 
when you fafted 'twas prefently after Dinner; 
when you look'd fadly it was for Want of Money. 

. And now you are fo metamorphofed with a Mi,. 
ftrefs, that when I look on you I can hardly 
think you my Mafier. 

You muft obferve, that this is the Speech of a 
pert Page to his Love-fick Mafter, and that will 
attone for fom~ of the Smiles, while the Humour 
is pleafant. 

On Banifl,ment for Love. 

Val. And why not Death,rather, than living Tor-
To die is to be banijl1ed from my felf! (ment ? 
And Silvia is my Self. Banifh'd from her 
Is felf from felf! a deadly Banifhment! 
What Light, is Light, if Silvia be not fee :I ? 
What Joy is Joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Vnlefs it be to think, that !he is by 
And feed upon the Shadow of Perfetl:ion ? 
Except I be by Silvia in the Night, 
There i~ no Mufic in the Nighting1le. 

S 3 Un1efs 
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U lefs I look on SilviA in the Day 
There is no Day for me to look upon. 
She is my Effence, and I leave to be, 
If I be not by her fair Influence 
Fofter'd, illumin'd) cherifh'd, kept alive. p. 96. 

This is extremely pathetique, as indeed all the 
following Scene is betwixt him and his falfe Friend 
Sir Protheus. 

On Hope. 
Hope is a Lovers Staff- walk hence with that~ 
And manage it againft defpairing Thoughts. 

Sir ProtheuJ Advice to Sr. Thurio in the manag .. 
ing his Addreffes to Si/via is pretty and fprightly, 
fee p. 103. I can't omit the Words of 'Julia ex
pr~ffing. her Condition when fiighted by her 
Lover. p. 1 '4· 

· -.--But fince fhe did neglect her Looking·Glafs 
And threw her Sun-expelling Mask away, 
The .Air has jiArved the Rofos in her Cheels, . 
,.dnd pinch' d the LiOy Tin[fure of her FAce, &c. 

The fifth Aa of this Play is much the beft, but 
ValentiNe is too eafily reconciled to a Man, whofe 
Treachery and Vil1any deferv'd the Stab efpecial· 
ly when it is difco vered at the very Time, that 
he goes to ravifh his Friend's Betrohed. 

The Mfrry Wives gf Wind for. 

I cannot pafs this Play without a Word or two 
of Comedy in general, tho' I Jhall be far from 
laying down all the Rules of that Poem, which 
tbo' not fo excel1ent as Tragedy, yet valuable 
enough to merit our Efteem above all others ex-

r;ept 
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cept the Tragic. This Poem tho' the lafl: and 
leaft encourag'd in the polite Times of Athens, 
yet was firft and moft advanc'd in Romt, and ia 
England ; for Politenef~ did not prevail very ear
ly in either of thofe Warlike Nations. As we 
have none of the Greek Comedies Extent, but 
thofe of Ariflophanes, who wa~ Mafi.er of the old 
Comedy, except what we have in ·rerrence, who 
is faid to have tranflated two of A1enander's into 
one of his; [o th"t we cannot make a fair Judg
ment of who excell'd in this Poem the Greek, 
the Latin, or the Englijh; yet having thofe ofPlautvs 
and Terence, we may juftly with Mr. Dryden iu his 
Efray give the Victory to our own Nation over 
the Romans. We can indeed, difcover nothi11g 
of the Remains of Antiquity in this kind com
pareable to Ben. 'Jehnfon; and to this Play of 
Sha~efpt4r's. This and our Advantage in Comedy 
of all the Moderns is juftly proved by Mr. Dryden 
in his E.ffay in Dramatic Poefie; hut I confefs I 
am furpriz'd at the Weaknefs of his Arguments 
in his prefering our Tra~edies and Trage-comedies 
to thofe of the Greeks; in which Parallel, he has 
betraid fo great Ignorance both of the Greek 
Plays and of the very Defign and Art of Tr~tgedy, 
that I wonder he correCted not tbofe grofs lVli
ftakes before he d y'd ; but fuffer'd t~em to pa fs 
to Pofterity with fuch Defeas of which he him
felf was fo fenfible, as to own that when he 
wrote that, he knew little of the Art. 

Among thefe is his Affertion in the Beginning 
of the Difcourfe, p. 3· th3t Ariftotle had give11 
us no Definition of a Play, his \\fords are thne
He had no fooner [aid thus but all defir'd the Favour 
of him to give the Definition of a Play ; and they 
were the more importunate with him, becauje neither 

S 4 Arifiotle 
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Ariftotle, nor Horace, nnr any other, who writ on 
that Subjeil, had ever done it- A Play (goes on 
Mr. Drydcn) ought to be a juft and lively Image 
of human Nature repre{enting its Paffions, and 
Humours, and the Change of Fortune, to which it is 
fubjetl, for the Deli(Jht and Inftru£lion of Human-
kind. ..:. 

Firft Arifl-otle has defin'd Tragedy and Come
dy too, but did not like Mr. Dryd~n, blend thjng~ 
fo contrary in their Nature in one Definition, 
as Tragedy and Comedy. He might indeed, well 
faY, that it was a Defcription, rather than a Pefi
r.ition; for what is applicable to all forts of 
Dramatic Portry, to the Epopee, and Satire, is 
no Definition at aiJ. That of 4riftotle i!' more clofe, 
and to the Purpofe; for what he has fa id will not 
agree in all its Parts with any thing but Tragedy ; 
nor will his Definition of Comedy agree with the 
former. I think it fo material to maintain the Di
ftindion which Nature has made between thefe 
two Poems, that I fhall fet down the Definitions 
of both from Arijfotle, Firft of Tragedy. Tragedy 
is t!Jf Imitation of an .4ilion that u grave, and entire, 
and hath -a juft Length, of wh;ch t;;e tile is agreea
bly relijhing but differently in all its Pttrts, cend which 
without the Ajfi/fance of Narretion by the means of 
Terror altd Com plffion per{efliy refines in us all forts 
of Pt~Jfions or what ever elfe is ltke them. 

I .have a 1 ready fa id enough of this Definition, 
and Ihall only obferve here, that the Action 
which Tulrredy imitates muft be Grave, which 
fhews the

0 

Defect ·of Mr. Dryden's Oefcription, 
for the imitation of any Part of Human Life 
wi 11 not ~ome up to that. But :1l1 th:H is not Great, 
Solemn and Grave is left to the Imitation of 
Comedy, which he th·JS ddin~s -:---- Comedy is 

an 
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:;~n Imitation of the worft Men, I mean not in all 
forts of Vices but only in Ridicule.For Ridicule is pro
perly a Defect, and Deformity without Pain, and which 
never contributes to the diftruction of the Subject in which 
i.t is-This is Ariifotle's Definition and Explana
tion of it. He has told the Subject of the Comic 
Imitation, which is only what is ridiculous, all other 
forts of Wickednefs, and Vice can have no place 
here, becaufe they raife Indignation, or Pity, which 
are Paffions, that ought by no meall$ to reign in 
Comedy. Princes, Kings, and great Men ought 
therefore naturally to be excluded the Sock; be
caufe Ridicule ought always to be the SubjeCt: of 
this Poem, and thofe Solemn Charaaers ought 
never to be made ridiculous. 

In all thefe Particulars Sh4kefpear has come up 
to 1the Rules, and Definition of Ariifotle; for he 
has in his Chara8ers chofen the Defeas and De
formities, which are without Pain, and which never 
Contribute to the Deftruaion of the SubjeB: in 
which it is. 

'Tis Pity, that what Ariftotle wrote of Comedy 
is loft except this very D_efinition, but the I .ofs 
is the lefs becaufe we may very well draw fuf
fi.cient Rules to walk by in Comedy from thofe 
which remain of Tragedy, obferving this Dif ... 
ference, that as nothing ridiculous, can come 
into Tragedy fo nothing grave or ferious can 
come into Comedy juftly, except it be fo art
fully join'd to the Ridiculous that it feems Natural 
and no Patch, as the Character of Mr. Fenton 
in the Play under our Confideration ; his Cbara
Cl:er is the only ferious one in the Play. 
· But as Tragedy has Parts of f!.!!ality and Parts 

of ~antfty, fo has Comedy. The Parts of Q_ua:-
li~y, as 1n the other are the Fable, the Manners-, 

· ~ - - the 
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the Sentiments, and the Diction, without which no 
Comedy can be truly entitled to that Nam~ 
The Comick Poet muft firft invent his Plot, or 
Fable ; and when he has fixt that, he muft take 
Care, that the Manners of the divers Perfons be 
plainly exprefs'd in his CharaCters, that is that 
they be perfectly dift.inguifh'd, as every one of 
thefe of the Merry Wives ofWind(or are. The Sen .. 
timents are added becaufe without them there is 
no knowing the Thoughts, Defigns, and Inclina
tions of the Dramatic Perfons, and thefe being 
not to be exprefs'd but by Difcourfe, the Diction 
is added. The Fable of Comedy, that is the co
mic FiClion or Imitation mufi: be entirely free 
from the M11.rvelous, and the Prodigious, which 
are frequent in Tragedj and the Epopee; for it has 
no Manner of Regard to Great, llluftrious, Grave, 
Mournful, Terrible, or in one Word rragical 
Things, but only domeftic and civil Incidents 
and Perfons. There is ~ natural Difference in Per
fans and Quality, or Manners, for that, which is 
Praife worthy in one Degree is not fo in another, 
nay it may be a Difgrace, for Example in fome 
Arts, For one of the Vulgar to play well on the 
Fidle, or Heautbois merits Praife, bat the fame 
Art in a King, is look'd on as trifling if not def .. 
picable. A Woman ought to be a good Sower, 
Knitter or the like, at leaft there Qualities are 
(;ommendable in a Woman, but ridiculous in a 
Man. Thus 'tis a Praife in a Servant, tha.t he's 
no Thief, but it is no Praife to a Nobleman or 
c1 Man of any Figure· and Quality. This is fufficient 
to fhow that different Manner' are agreeable to 
differe.at Degrees. To know perfectly therefore 
what Manners we ought to give to our feveral 

Dr .. 
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Dram1tic Perfons we ought to ftudy thefe follow .. , 
ing Precepts of Horace. 

'c/.Etatis cujusq; notandi Junt tibi Mores 
Mobilibu.rq; Decor 11aturis dandus & Annis. 
Reddere qui f/IJees jam fcit Puer, & pede certo 
Signat humum,geflit paribus colludere, (}· /ram 
Colligit, llc ponit temere; & mutatur in Horat. 
Imberbis Juvenis, tandem Cuftode remoto, 
Gaudet Equis Canibusq; & aprici G·ramine camp; ; 
Cereus in vitium fieili Monitoribus a[p~r, 
Vtilium tardus Provifor ; prodigus t./.Eris ; 
Sublimis, cupidufq; & amata relinquere Pernix. 
Ctmverfis ftudijs u£t11.r, animufq; virilis 
~ttrit Opes, & Amicitias ; in(er'Uit Honori. 
Comifi./Je cavet, quod mox mutare taboret. 
Mutt a Senem circumveniunt InclJmmoda, vel quod 
!0£rit, & inventis mifer 11h.ftinet, AC timet uti; 
Ytl quod res omnes timide, gilideq; miniftrat ; 
Dilator,[pe longus, iners, avidusq; futuri, 
Dijficitis, querulus, Laudator Temporis aEti 
Se puerD ; Cen[or, C~tjfigatorq; Minorum. 

And to the juft obferving the Charaaers, he jufh 
before gives this Advice. 

/ntererit mtiltum Davus loqu~ttur, an Hero.r, 
Maturufoe Senex, an adhuc Jlorente 1uventa, 
Fervidus; An Matron~t. patens, an SedulA Nutrix, 
.Afercatorne 'VAgus, Cultorne virentis .Agelli, 
Colchus an .A.ffymis, Thtbis TJutritus an .Argis 
.Aut jamllm jequere aut Jib; c~nvenirntia finge. 

And again 
~i didicit P atri£ quid de beat, 6· quid .Amici1 
~o Jit~tmore Pt~rtns,qu~Frllt~t 11m11ndus1 & Hofpes,&.c. 

- That 
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That ·is he who knows the Duties of every Order 
and Degree of Men both in Regard of them ... 
felves, and others is fit to meddle with the 
Drama. 

The Excellence of the Sentiments is juftly to 
exprefs the Manners, and of the Diction to give 
us the Sentiments in a Language agreeable to 
the Subject, for if it be otherwife it is abomi
nable. But the Stile of Comedy_ ought not to be 
fo fublime as Tragedy, nor fo low as Farce; 
but frill diverfify'd according to the Character and 
Humour of the Perfon that fpeaks. 

I lhould fay fomething here of Humour but 
that Mr. Congreve has already handled that Point 
fo nicely, that I refer the Reader to his Letter 
to Mr. Dennis on that Subjefr, and I fhall only 
add Mr. Dryden's Definition of it in his Effay on 
Dramatic Poefie, which is this. 

Humour is the ridiculow Extravttgt!lnce of Conver
fation, wherein one Man differs from others. Whe
ther this be expreffive enough I leave to the Rea· 
der. But in my Mind Humour is what the An- · 
cients and Ariftotle meant by the Ridiculous, and 
that according to Ariffotle it confifts in thofe 
Vices, and Follies of Mind as well as Converfati
on, which c:ury with them a ridiculous Appea· 
rance. The Paffions and Vices of Mankind have 
two diff~rent Faces~ one ferious and the other ridi· 
culous; the one fupplies Tragedy, the other Come
dy. The manner how this is done may perhaps be 
better taught by E~ample than Precept, I wou'd 
therefore advife a Comic Writer to ftudy Randolph's 
Mufes Looking Glafs throughly; for there I am apt 
to believe, that he will find the Source of all Hu
mours, that are in Nature; from which Originals he 
tllay be able to make fuch agreeable Compound$ 

as 
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as may divert thePeople juftly to an equal Profit of 
his Purfe and Reputation. At leaft fo much I 
am very fure of, that no Man can fhow me any 
Humour on the Stage, that is worth taking no· 
tice of, but I will fhow it in the Mujes Looking 
Glafs, which proves that he has gone to the Source 
of Things for the Draughts he has rn~de fince 
thofe, who never read him, have fal'n into the H~
mours he has drawn. He was one of the Sons 
of the famous Ben. 1ohnfon,and of Cambrige. 

As for the Parts of Comedy which relate to 
the Quantity they are the fame with thofe of 
Tragedy. That is the Protafis or Prologue, which 
gives an Infight into the Charatl:ers and Defign or 
State of the AB:ion of the Play, and this is gene
rally the firft Atl:; the Epifode, is all that is con
tain'd in the fecond, third or fourth Atls, that is 
the Intrigue, and Strugles, and Obftacles of the 
the Plot ; and the Exode or Cata.flrophe is the 
Vnrave/ling or Dzfcovery where all things fettle in 
Peace and Tranquility, With Probability, and. 
to the Satisfatl:ion to the Audience. 

Having thus premis'd a general View of 
Comedy, I fhal1 come more clofe to this under 
our prefent Confideration, and firft to the Argu
ment-

The Argument of The Merry Wives of Windfor. 

There are two Walks in this Play but much 
better join'd, connected and incorporated, than in 
any Play, that 1 remember, either in Latin or 
Englijh. The chief Plot or Walk, is that of ex
pofing the Character of Sir John Falftaff for h lS 

ridiculous Amours, or Attempt of two V\'omen 
at once, when by Years and other Defects he 

cou'd 
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cou'd be agreeable to neither, as Mrs. Page 
and the reft tell him on the Difcovery in the 
fifth Atl:-Why Sir John do you think, tho' "'' 
cou'd have thruff Virtue out of our Hearts by Head and 
Sh~ulders, and have given our folves withiJut Scruple 
to Hell, th~tt ever the Devil cou' d ha11e made you 
Dur Delight? Ford. What a Hodge Pudding! Mrs. 
Page. A puft Man. Page. Old and cold; wither' d. 
and tJf intollorable Entrails ! Ford . .And one that is 
tU jlanderous As Satan? Page. As poor as job ? 
Ford. And as wicked tU hi.r Wife. 

Sir 'John fends two Letters of the fame Con· 
tents to both the Women, that he lov'd tbem. 
But they being intimate Friends and both paft their 
Prime, communicate their Letters to each other; 
confult on his Punifhment ; and employ to that 
End Mrs. J2.3icHy, who in Mrs. Fords Name makes 
the Appointment of Rendezvous. Ford the Hus
band, being of a jealous Temper, has his Sufpicionfo 
heighten'd by the Information of two of Sir John's 
Sharpers, who had refus'd to carry the Letters and 
were for that refufal Cafhier,d; that he refolves to 
go to Sir 1ohn and under the Name of Mr.Broom try 
what difcovery, he cou'd make of the Truth of 
the Information. He finds; the falfe unwieldy 
Knight juft full of his Succefs; and gives him Wine 
and Money to purfue Mrs. Ford, fo as to make 
her Frailties kuow n to him, that fo he might beat 
her out of her Retrenchments of pretended Mo· 
defty and Vertue to his Willies. Fa/Half blinded 
with this Pretence, and the Money, tells him of 
the Appointment,-and affures him of Succefs in 
his Amours with Fords Wife. Ford being gone, 
the Knight moves to the Damfel; who having by 
Concert Mrs. 1'11ge with her, makes her retire 
into another RooD! till her proper ~e of 

appear .. 
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appearing. Mrs. .Ford hafing already ordered 
her Servants to get the Buck-basket ready, and on 
Notice to carry and empty it into a Ditch in 
Dutchet Mead, admits the Knight; who having paft 
his fi.rft Complement, and made his aukward •Pro· 
feffions, News is brought, that Mrs. Page is coming 
in, which makes the Knight retire. Mrs. Page 
tells her, that her Husband and half the Town, 
were coming to fearch for fome Gallant of hers in 
the Houfe. The Knight is terribly alarm'd, and 
as Mrs. Page had propos'd gets into the Buck
Basket, and as he is carrying away the Husband 
comes in, but after a little ftop fuffers it to be 
carry'd away. Thus Sir 1Dhn is thrown into the 
Ditch after he had been ftew'd up in dirty Linen 
all the way ; and the Husband expofes his ridicu
lous Jea1oufie to no Purpofe, being not able to 
find any Body in the Houfe. The !{night is ap
peas'd by Mrs. f2.:'ickly and agrees on another 
Meeting the next IV orning by Eight or Nine, is 
again trapan'd by the Husband, to whom, as Mr. 
Broom he had told all his paft Adventure and his 
new Affignation. So being difguis'd on the Hus
band'sApproach, like the old Witch of Brentford, he 
is fufficiently beaten by theHusband and yet gets off, 
leaving Ford as much confounded .. and expos'd to 
the Company for his caufelefs Jealoufy as before, 
being yet not able to find any Body with his Wife. 
Upon this i'JTrs. Page and lVJrs. Ford agree to let 
.their Husbands into the Secret, and by their Cor
fent to proceed to a third Punifhment. This DH
covery Cures Ford of his J(aloufie, and 'tis by aU 
agreed that the Knight fbou'd as he ought, be ex- _ 
pos'd . He is prevail'd on by 1.\tlrs. Q}:ickL;' at 
]aft t meet at IVlid-night in JVindfor Park, drcfs'd 
up as the vulgar fuppos'd Herne the Hunter to. 

ap-
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appear, &c. Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page meet hint 
firft, and juft as he is rejoycing on his good Luck, 
and dividing himfelf and Favours betwixt .them; 
Sir Huth with his Fairies ftart out of the Saw-pit 
where they were hid for that Purpofe, and pinch 
and. burn him with their Lights; from whom 
endeavouring to run away they all com·e in, and 
the Difcovery is made, and the Knight expos'd 
to publick Shame as he ought to be. Here the 
under-Plot or fecond Walk is join'd in the Con
clufion; for Mrs. Ann Page, Mr. PAge's handfome 
Daughter is in Love with Mr. Fenton, a well-bred 
Gentleman, and of Quality fuperior to Page, tho' 
be had been a little wild, and a Companion of 
the Prince, by which he had fomething run his E .. 
ftate aground, and for that Reafon rejeB:ed hy Page 
and his Wife. The Father is for Slender a very filly 
Country Gent. of 300 l. a Year; the Mother was 
for Dr. Caiui an impertinent old French Phy .. 
fician, becaufe he was rich, and had Friends at 
Court. So that the Wife taking this Opportu .. 
nity of the noaurnal l\1ask to ahufe Sir c:fohn Fal
ftajf, orders the Doctor to take her Daughter vrho 
fhould qe drefs'd in white, and fo go off with 
her and marry her immediately before the Fa
ther cqu'd hinder it. The Father had order'd 
Slender to take his Daughter drefs'd in Green 
and lead her away to E~tton and there marry 
her without her Mother's Knowledge ; but the 
young Lady loving Fenton deceives both Father 
and Mother, to obey both which fhe had pro
nlis'd, goes and is marry'd to her Beloved, which 
Difcovery coming on that of Sir 1ohn's concludes 
the Play. 

All the other Perfons of the Drama are plain-
1 _ join'd to and depending on thofe two W~tlki, 

and 
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and their incorporating them into the Plot feems 
very well contriv'd. The Quarrel betwixt Sir 
c:John and Juftice Shallow occafions Sir Hvgh's Pro
pofal of a Mediation, and the Match betwixt 
Mr. Slender and Mrs. Anne Page. This brin~s 
Mr. Page and Sir <John out of Mr. Page's Houfe, 
where the Motion is made, and approv'd, and 
all invited in to Dinner, where all the Principal 
Characrers of both Walks are brought acquainted 
with each other. The Comical Duel, is likewife 
to Effect the Plot; for Sir Hvgh fends to the 
Doaor's Houfe-keeper to affift his Friend Slender 
in his Amour fhe bdng intimately acquainted with 
Mother and Daughter. This IYI effenger is inter
cepted by the Docror, on w hi eh he fends the 
Prieft a Challenge; which produces the Comical 
Scene of both their Paffions, and Preparations 
for Fighting. In fhort the leaft Incident of the 
Play, except lYirs.Pages and her Son's Confabulation 
with Sir Hugh his Mafrer, ·cannot well be left out 
without leaving a Gap in the Plot and Connection 
of the Play. 

I Confefs, that the Unities of Time, Place, 
and Aaion are not exactly obfcrv'd according to 
the Rule and Prattice of the A;-ltients, yet as tb:y 
are now manag'd among us; they may well pafs. 
The Time is not above two Days and a half at 
moft ; the Place U'indfor, and the Adjacent 
Fields and Places. The Action is viiibly double, 
but that it is in all the Comedies of Terence. 

The firft . Att flwws all the principal CharaCters 
except the two Fords; prepares all the Bufinefs 
of the Play, and enters a little into the Afrion, 
in the two Letters fent by Sir 'John, and the 
Match Propos'd by Sir Hugh, and the Doetors 
Challenge to the \Vclfu Levite. :io that it is an 

T exact 
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exatt. Protajis or Prologue. The Epifode begins with 
the fecond Act, and carries all on to the fifth; 
where the Exode is in the Difcovery and punifh
ment of the Old Letcher; and the difappoint
ment of a forc'd Match in Fenton's Marrying Mrs.: 
.Anne Page. Mrs. Fords Refentment of Sir 1ohns 
Letter puts her and Mrs.Page on the Revenge of the 
Affront, and that Revenge furnifhes· the Intrigue 
or Epifodical Turns of the Play. 

The Information of Pi{fol and Nim prepares, 
and roufes Ford's Jealoufie, admirably and with 
a great deal of Art and Nature. Nor can any 
thing be more ridiculous, and entertaining, than 
the Sec nee; betwixt Ford under the Name of Broom 
and Sir 'John. 

Upon the whole I think it is pretty plain, that 
nothing can be more agreeable to Arijfotles defini
tion of Comedy; for he fays 'tis an Imitation of 
the TVorff Sort, and that in Ridicule; it having 
t·hus all the Parts both of Qtality and Quantity. 

But to make the Parts of Quality more plain 
it wou~d be neceffary to fpeak of the Humours ; 
yet that wou'd be too tedious, as wel1, as un
neceffarv, being fo many and yet fo various, and 
1o plainly difi:inguifh'd from each other, that there 
is no need to point out Particulars. I lhal1 on
ly give you what Mr. Dryden fays of the Cha
raCter of Fa!ftaff in his Effely on Dramatic Poetry. 
-Falfiaff i)· the beft of Comic CharaEfers--there 
are (fays he) many lvfen refembling him-- old,jat, 
merry, corrhzrdly, drunken., amorm, vain and lymg: 
and the Duke of Buckmgham confirm it in this 
Verfe 

But Fal!ta!f J!ems inimitable yet. 

Fords, is an excellent CharaCter of a Politic, 
cautious, jealous Coxcomb ; and all his Endeavours 

a't 
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~t the cautious and cunning Management of the 
Difcovery of his Doubts and Fears, involves him 
the more, and makes him the more ridiculous; 
!or the Conferences he has with Sir 'John, con
firm him in his Sufpicions, and his Difappointments 
expofe his Folly. 

The Fairys in the fifth ACt makes a Handfome 
Complement to the Qneen, in her Palace of Wind
for, who had oblig'd him to write a Play of Sir 
'John Falftaff in Love, and w hicb I am very well 
affured he perform'd in a Fortnight; a prodigious 
·rhing,wh~n all is fo wel contriv'd, and carry'd on 
without the leaft Confufion. 

The Argument of Meafure for Me~tforc ~ 

Vincentio Duke of Vienn1e pretending to go a 
private Journey leaves a fevere Lord of his Court 
call'd Angclo, his Deputy to govern in his Ab
fence, that he might not have the OdiLrm of 
reviving fame Sanguinary Laws, which had for 
fame time lain dormant and for other Reafons. 
-..A!.{calus js left with him as a Counfel1our and 
next under Angelo in Authority. The Duke be
ing gone, .Angelo be ins to revive thofe Laws, 
and Claudio a young Gentleman is taken up to 
make the firft Example of one of them ; which 
made it Death for any Man to lie with a VVoman 
out of lVIarriage. Claudio got Juliet with Child, 
whom he lov'd and defign'd to Marry. Angelo 
being inexorable Ifol1elld: Claudio's Sifter juft going 
to be profefs'd a Nun, goes to beg her Brother's 
Life; and wins the Heart of Ange!o [o far, that 
he tempts her to redeem her Brother's Life by 
yielding to his Embraces, Vowing that r.o other 
Terms ihou'd fave him, wh· h fhe ttl1ing her 

T 2 Brothe , 
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Brother, the Duke (who ,goes not to Travel as he 
pretended, but is disguis'Cl in a Fryar's Habit and 
obferves all things unknown) over hears it, and 
perfwades her to pretend to yield to him, and 
Appoint fuch a Time in the Night, that Marian4 

his ContraCl:ed Wife, whom he had rejected on 
the lofs of her Fortune, might go in her Place, 
This being done, Angelo fends Orders to have 
Claudio's Head brought to him by Four in the 
Morning. The Duke manages it fo with the 
Provoft, that the Head of one dying that Night in 
the Prifon, and who was not unlike Cl~tudio fhou'd 
be carry'd to him, and then ordering Mariana and 
and lf~tbella to Complain to the Duke on his Re
turn, which wou'd be that Morning ; he fends the 
Deputies Word of his Return, and Orders them to 
meet him at the City Gates there to give up his 
Authority. The Ladies make their Complaints, 
and after fome Difficult~s the Duke difcovers his 
Know ledge of the whole Matter ; Commands 
.Angelo to Iviarry Mariana immediately, and then 
to be behead~d as Claudio was, but upon the In• 
terceffion of the new Wif~ and Ifabe!la, and the 
difcovery that Claudio was preferv'd alive, Angelo 

is Pardon'd, and has no other Punifhment, than a 
Wife and the Publick Difgrace. 

There are fome liule under Characters in this 
Play, which are produced naturally enough by the 
Severity of the new Law, as that of the Bawd 
and the Pimp; as well as of. Lucio, which Cha· 
ratter is admirably mantain'd, as Shakefpear does 
every where his Comic Charatlers, whatever he 
doe his Tragic. 

The Unities of ACtion and Place are pretty well 
obferved in this Play, efpecially as they are in 
the l\tlodern Acceptation. The Defign of the Play 

carries 
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carries an excellent Moral, and a juft Satire a ... 
gainft our prefent Reformers; who wou'd alter 
their Courfe of Nature and bring us to a Perfecti
on, Mankind never knew fince the \Vorld was 
half Peopled. But while they are fo very fevere 
againft the Frailties of Men, they never think 
of their Vil1anies, Op-preilion, Extorfion, Cheat
ing, Hypocrifie and the like, w hi eh are the Vices 
of Devils, not of Men; nay, which is extream
ly merry, many of the forefaid Character, are zea
lous Reformers; which proves thus much at 1eaft 
that the Kingdom of Hell cannot frand long when 
it is fo divided in it felf. But to return to this 
Play. 

The Scene betwixt Jfabella.. and Angelo in the 
fecond Act is very fine ; and the not bringing 
the Yielding of Jfobella to Angelo on the Stage, is 
Artfully manag'd, for it wou'd have been a Dif
ficult Matter to have contriv'd it fo, that it fho\l'd 
not have given a fiur to her Modefi:y to the Audi
ence tho' they knew it Diffembled. 

Allowing for fome Peccadillos the laft AB: is 
wonderful, and moving to fuch a Degree, that he 
muft have very little Senfe of Things, and Na
ture, who finds himfelf Calm in the reading it. 

The Main Story or Fable of the Play is truly 
Trttgical for it is Adapted to move Terror, and 
Compaffion, and the Acrion is one. Its having a 
Fortunate Cataftrophe, is nothing to the purpofe 
for that is in many of the Greek Tragedies ; tho' 
Ariftotle indeed makes the Unfortunate Ending 
the moft beautiful and perfect. Leaving therefore 
a farther Examen of the Fable, Conduct, &c. to 
the R~ader, and the Rules, which I have laid 
down I fhall proceed to the fine Moral Refletti
ons and Topic» of it. But it contains fo many 

- T 3 Beauties 



294 RE M A R K son the Plays ofShakefpear. 
Beauties of t his Kind, t hat to t ranfcribe them all 
I fuould leave r.ry litt e untouch'd ; I fhall there
fore content my felf to giv~ ~ SarPple of them. 

Mercy. 
Ifabell. -Well believe this, 

No Ceremony, that to great Ones longs, 
Not the Kings Court, not' the deputed Sword~ 
The Marfhals Trunchion, or the Judges Robe, 
Become them with half fo good a Grace 
As Mercy does.--::-

Great Mens Abufe of Power. 
Ifa. ----cou'd great Men Thunder 

As 'Jove himfelf does, Jove wou'd ne' er be quiet: 
For every pelting petty Officeo 
Wou'd ufe his Heav'n for Thunder; 
Nothing but Thunder. Merciful Heav'n 
Thou rather with thy lliarp and fulphurous Bol~s 
Split'ft the unwedgable, gnarled Oak, 
Than the foft Myrtle. Oh ! but Man! proud J\4'an; 
Dreft in a little brief Authority; · · 
Moft ignorant of what he,s moft affur'4, 
His glaffy Effence; like an angry Ape, . 
Plays fuch fantafrick Tricks before high Heav'n~ 
As makes the Angels weep---

The Priviledge of Authority. 
If. Great Men may jeft with Saints ; 'tis Wit in 

But in the lefs foul Prophanation- (them 
-That in the Captain's but a Choleric Word, 
.Which in the Soldiers is flat Blafphemy . 

. Ang. Why do you put thefe S1yings upon me? 
Ifa. Becaufe Authority tho' it err like others, 

Bath yet a kind of Medicine in it felf 
That skins the Vice o'th Top---

Attgelo' 
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Angelo's laft Speech of the fecond Scene of the 

fecond Act, is very beautiful in the Agitations of 
.Anuelo's Soul on his falling in Love with lfltbe!!a the 

0 • 

Simile very fine which oaly I 1hal1 tranfcribe. 

What's this? what's this? Is this herFault,or mine? 
The Tempter, or the tempted who fins moft? ha! 
Not fbe nor doth file tempt, but it is I, 
That lying by the Violet in the Sun, 
Do as the Carrion does not as the Flower 
Corrupt with virtuous Seafon.---

The reil.: of the Speech is well worth noting, nor 
is Angelo's Speech in the fourth Scene of the fame 
Act lefs agreeable, or the following Simile in ic 
lefs beautiful-

. The State, whereon I ftudy'd 
Is like a good Thing being often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious.-

On Place and Form. 
---Oh! Place! Oh! Form ! 
How often doft thou with thy Cafe, thy Habit 
Wrench Aw from Fools? and tie the wifer Souls 
To this falfe feeming! 

I cannot-omit the charm in Simile in the fame Scene; 

So play the fooli£h Throngs with one, that fwoons ; 
All came to help him, and fo ftop the Air, 
By which he fbou'd revive; and even fo 
The govern'd Subjetts to a well wilh'd King, 
Quit their own Part, and in obfequious Fondnefs 
Crowd to his Prefence where their untaught Love 
Muft needs appear Offence. 

. T 4 On 
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On Life. 

Duke- Reafon what Life is -
If I do lofe thee, I do lofe a thing, 
That none but Fools wou'd keep. A Breath thou art 
Servile to all the Skiey Influences ; 
That doft this Habitation where thou keep'ft 
Hourly afflict. Meerly thou art Death's Fool; 
For him thou labour'ft by thy Flight to fhun, 
And yet run'ft towards him fi:ill. Thou art not noble; 
For all th' Accommodations, that thou bear'ft 
Are nurs'd in Bafenefs. Thou art no way Valiant; 
For thou doft f€ar the foft and tender Fork 
Of a poor Worm. Thy beft of Reft is Sleep; 
And that thou oft provok'ft; yet grofiy fear'fr 
Thy Death, which is no more. Thou art not thy felf; 
For thou exifts on many thoufand Grains, 
That iifue out of Duft. Happy thou art not; 
For what thou haft not frill thou ftriv'ft to get, 
And what thou haft forget'ft. Thou art not certain; 
For thy Complexion fhifts to ftrange Effects 
After the Moon. If thou'rt rich, thoa'rt poor; 
For like an Afs, whofe Back with Ingots bows 
Thou bear'ft thy heavy Riches but a Journey, 
And Death unloads thee. Friend hall: thou none ; 
For thy own Bowels, which do call thee Sire, 
The meer Effufion of thy proper Loins, 
Do curfe the Gout, Sarpigo and the Rheum (Age 
For ending thee no fooner. Thou haft nor Youth nor 
But as it were an after Dinner's Nap 
Dreaming on both. For all thy ble.ifed Youth 
Becomes as Aged, and doth beg the Alms 
Of Palfied-Eld! and when thou'rt old and rich 
Thou h;:lft nt.ither Heat, Affection, Limb, nor Bea~ty 
To make thy Riches pleafant. What yet is this, 
That bears the Name of Life? Yet in this Life 

Lye 
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Lye hid more thoufand Deaths. Yet Death we fear 
:That makes thefe Odds all Even. 

It were to be wifh'd, that the Pulpit cou'd de
·claim in this pathetick Manner, we might per
h-aps have fewer Hypocrites and Ufurers. 

Death. 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing 
Jf~~,. And fhamed Life as Hateful. 
Claud. Ay but to die, and go we know not where 

To lie in cold ObftruB:ion, and to rot; , 
This fenfible, warm Motion to become 
'A kneaded Clod ; and the delighted Spirit 
To bath in fiery Floods, or to refide 
In thrilling Regions of thick ribbed Ice ; 
To be imprifon'd in the viewlefs Winds; 
'And blown with reftlefs Violence round about 
The Pendant World ! Or to be worfe, than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlcfs, and uncertain Thought 
Imagine howling! 'Tis too horrible ! 
The wearieft and moft loathed worldly Life, 
That Age, Ach, Penury, and Imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradice 
To what we fear of Death. 

No founing Slander. 

No Might nor Greatnefs in Mortality 
Can Cenfure 'fcape. Back-wounding Calumn r 

The whiteft Virtue fhakes, what thing fo ftrong 
~an tye the Gall up in the fianderous Tongue? 

Plac1 and Grelltnefs. 

·Oh! Place and Greatnefs! Mil1ions of falfe Eyes 
'Are tt~ck upon thee ! V ~l~mes of Report 

Run 

·' 
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Run with th ie fa lfe , and moft contrarious Quefts 
Upon t hy Ooin~~ . Thoufand Efcapes of Wit. 
M ake thee the Father of an idle Dream, 
And rack thee in their Fan-cies-

T he Plot of this Play is taken from Cynthir; 
Giraldi, Dec. 8. Nov. 5· you may alfo look into 
Lipfii Monita, p. 125. Hiffoires admirables de Nojfre 
Temps, p. 216. 

The Fable or Argument of The Comedy of Errors: 

A Merchant of Syracufe going to Epidamnum 
to take care of his Affairs left in diforder by his 
Faaor's Death. His Vvife big with Child comes 
after him, and is brought to Bed of Twins fo 
like, that they cou'd not be known from 
one another. And in the fame Inn was at the 
fame time two Boys born to a poor Woman, as 
much a-like as the Merchant's Sons; who there
fore buys them of the Mother to be brought up 
with and to wait upon his Sons. When returning 
home from Epidamnum, a Storm arofe, and the 
S1ilors having left the Ship he and his Wife and 
Children were left there, and caft away, the Wife 
and one Son and his Slave were taken up by the 
Fifuermen of Corinth, and he alld his younger Son 
and his Slave by another Veffel. And when his So!l 
·was grown up to eighteen, he got his Confent to 
go feek his Brother, and with him went his Slave, 
and in their Travel came to Ephe{us, whether af .. 
ter five Years Search the Father likewife is arriv'd,' 
and feiz'd, and to be put to Death for entring that 
Port contrary to a Law,that made it Death for any 
Syracu(ian to come to Ephefus. They being thus all 
come to the fame Town the ~lay begins witlt 

~geon's 
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t/Egeon's Account of all that is gone before, on 
which the Duke of Ephefus gives him that Day to 
raife a thoufand Duckets to redeem his Life. The 
two Sons nam'd both Antiphol~·, and their two 
Slaves, both call'd Dromio, by their Likenefs caufe 
various Errors, being taken by the very Wife and 
Miftrefs and Acquaintance of that Antipholis who 
iiv'd at Ephefus for one another. Till the Wife 
taking his Man and him to be mad has them feiz'd 

nd bound by a Dotl:or to cure them. But while 
they think them fecure, the other Brother and his 
Man c'ome in with their Swords drawn, and they 
all flie away , wondring how he got lofe, 
taking him for her Husband. But rallying the 
other Brother and his Man fly for't into an A 
bey, and is there protected by the Abbefs. The 
Duke cpming ~o fee <!/Egeon beheaqe~ by the Ab
bey .AdriAma the Wife of one of the Brothers, a p
plies to him and complains of the Abbefs, in the 
mean while the Husband .Antiphol~· getting loofe, 
and his Man, comes in and complains to the Duke 
of his Wive's Treatment of him, this produces the 
Abbefs and with her the other .Antipholis, the 
whole Company being furpris'd the Difcovery is 
made, and thefe found t.o be Brothers, and <!/Egeon 
their Father, and the Abbefs v£milia their lVlo~ 
ther, which ends the Play. 

This Play is exactly regular, as any one may 
fee who will examine it by the Rules. · The Place 
is part of one T wn, the Time within the Artifici~ 
al Day; and the Action the finding the loft Bro
ther, &c. Allowing for the Puns which were the 
Vice of the Age he liv'd in, it is extreamly diver
ting; the Incidents are wonderfully pleafant, and 
the Cat:tjfrophe very happy and ftrongly moving. I 
have wondred that Mr Dryden chofe rather .Am-

. phitrion 
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phittri th1n this, becaufe the Probability of that 
depending entirely on the Pagan Syftem, ftrains 
even Credulity to rend~r it agreeable. But this 
Likenefs between the Twins is what has hap· 
pen'd many Times; and there is or was lately a 
living Inftance of it in :wo Brothers Twins too, 
fo very like, that they were perpetually miftaken 
for each other, and fucha Sympathy between them, 
that when one was ill the other ficken'd. One was 
of the Band of the MufJc, that belong'd to Drury· 
Lane Play-Houfe; the otter if I miftake not a Dan· 
cing Mafter in the Couttry. 

This Comedy is a1 undeniable Proof, that 
Shake[peA,r was not fo ig1orant of the L~tin Tongue 
as fome wou'd fain m.tke him. There is, (fays the 
Writer of his Life) ote Play of his indeed, The 
Comedy of Errors, in great Meafure taken from 
the Menrechmi of Plautus. How th4t happen'd I 
cannot eafily divine, finct as I hinted before, I dfJ 
nat take him to have been Mafte-r of Latin enough 
to read it in the Origind ; aYJd I know of no Tran--: 
Jl~ttion of Plautus [o old a: his Time. 

I confefs with fubmifion to the Writer of his 
Life, that I can find n~ fuch need of Divination 
on this Head, for as i: is beyond ContradiB:ion 
plain, that this Comecy is taken from that of 
Plautus ; fo I think it as obvious to conclude from 
that, that Shakefpear did underftand L~tin enouglt 
to read him, and knew fo much of him as to be 
able to form a Defign out of that of the Roman 
Poet; aud wich he has improv'd very much in my 
Opinion. He has made two Servants, as like, as 

· their Mafter's, who an not in Plautus. And the 
very CharaB:er of Adriata is copy'd from the Wife 
of Men~chmus Surreptus as is vifible from his firft 

· Entraace 
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Entrance on the Stage in the fecond Scene of 
the firft Atl:. For this is the CharaCler he gives 
of her~ 

Ni mala, m .ftulta, ni indom:ta impofq; Animi, 
~Dd viro e!fe odio videaJ, trte tibi odio habetU. 
Pr~terhac ft mihi tale poft hmc Diem 
Fttxis, faxo foris Yidua vifa: Patrem. 
Na ~ quoties for As ire volt, me retines, revocas, 
Rogitas quo ego tltm? £2.3.am rem ~tgam? ~id Nigotij 

~eram? 
~id p~tam? J<!!idferam? Q:!idforis egerim? &c. 

How far Shakefpear WlS beholding to Plautus 
·may in fome Meafure be f~en by the Argument of 
the MenfXchmi. 

' A Sicilian Merchant had Twin Boys fo 
' like, that they cou'd not be diftinguifh'd ; but 
' one of them being ftol'11 away the Father dy'd 
' with Grief; and his Unde gives the Boy, that re
' main'd the Name of his Brother Mena:chmus, his 
' before being Soficles; who being grown up to 
' be a Man goes in fearchof his Brother all round 
' the Coafts of tbe Medit~ranean, .Archzpelago, &c. 
' and comes at laft to Epidamnum ; w h~re 
' his ftol'n Brother was :ettled and marry'd to 
' a termagant fort of a Lady before defcrib'd. 
' When Soficles arriv'd tvery one took him for 
' his Brother; his Mifirefs, Friends, his \Vife, and 
' his Fatherin-Law, till at laft meeting together 
' they difcover themfelves to _be Brothers; w hi eh 
~ ends the Play. 

But this Controverfy af Shakejjear's total Igno
rance of the Latin will be no longer on Foot when 
we come to his Poems where there are feveral 
Tranilations of Ovid's Metamorpbofis, and his Epi-

jiLes. 
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files. This Pl~y tho' fo . full of Atl:ion is not 
without beauuful Refletl:tons, and Speeches, as 
p. 285. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholis look ftrange and frown"" 
Some other Miftrefs has fome fweet Afpetts. ' 
1 am not Adriana, nor thy Wife ? 
The Time was once, when thou unurg'd wou'dft vow 
That never Words were Muiick to thine Ear; · 
That never Object pleafing to thine Eye ; 
That never Touch was welcome to thy Hand; 
J:'hat .uever Meet fweet ~avour'd to thy Tafte; , 
Unlefs I fpake, or look d, or touch'd, or carv'd 

thee. 

1 he Superio~·ity of Man. 

Luc. There's nothing fituateunder He:tven'sEye 
But has its Bounds in Earth, in Sea, or ~ky. ' 
The Beafts, the Fifhes, and the winged Fowls, 
Are their Male's SubjeCts, and at their Controuls.' 
Men, more Divine, the Mafter of all thefe, 
Lord of the wide World, and wide watty Seas~ 1 

lndu'd with intellet!ual Senfe and Soul 
Of more Pre-heminence, than Fifu or Fowl, 
Are Mafter's of their Females and their Lordi.· 
Then at your Will attend on their Accords. 

Slander. 

For Slandef'lives upon Succe!lion; . 
For ever hous'd where once it gets Poffeffion.' 
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The Argument of Much Ad, about Nothing. 

The Scene lies at Meffina in Sicily and in and 
near the Hoofe of Leonato. Don Pedro of Aragoil 
with his Favourite Claudio, and Benediil a gay young 
Cavalier of Padu~e, and Don 'John the Baftard Bro
ther of Don Pedro come to Leonato's the Govern our 
of Meffina. Claudio is in Love with Hero Leonato's 
Daughter, whom Don Pedro obtains for him, and 
while they wait the Wedding Day, they confu1t 
how to make Benedifl and lleatrice the Neice of 
Leonato in Love with each other, both being Gay 
and Eafy and averfe to Love, and like great 
Talkers railing always at each other. However 
by letting them over-hear their Difcourfe they pera 
fuade them, that they are in Love with e-ach other. 
In the mean time Don John the very Soul of Envy 
and Mifchief contrives how to break the Match 
betwixt Claudio and Hero, and to this purpofe, by 
his Engines Conrade and Borachio they make Claudia 
and the Prince believe that Hero is a Wanton~ 
and put a plaufible Cheat on them to confirm the 
Sufpicion, by having Borachio Talk to Hero's Maid 
Margaret at the Chamber \Nindow at Mid-night, 
as if fhe were Hero. Convinc'd by this Falacy Clau~ 
dio and Don Pedro Difgrace her in 'the Church 
where he went to Marry her, rejecting her, and 
accuiing her of Wantonnefs with another. Hero 
Swoons away, and the Prieft interpofing and JOin

ing in the Atteftation 1he makes of her Virtue, 
:the is privately convey'd away and reported Dead~ 
The Rogue Borachio being taken by the \\'arch, 
as he was telling the Adventure to his Comrade, 
difcovers the Villany and dears Hero; but Don 
'Jqhn is fled. Her Lnnocence being known~ her Fc:-

ther 
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ther is fatisfy'd with Claudio, that he hang Verfes 
on her Tomb that Night, and Marry a Neice of 
his the next Morning without feeing her Face 
which he agrees to and performs, and then it is 
difcover'd, that it is Heto, whom he Marry'd 
and fo the Play Ends, with an Account of Don 
1ohn's being taken, 

This Fable is as full of Abfurdities, as the Wri~ 
ting is full of Beauties, the firM leave to the 
Reader to find out by the Rules I have laid down, 
the fecond, I fhall endeavour to fhew, and point 
out fome few of the many, that are contain'd in 
the Play. Shakefpear indeed had the Misfortune 
which other of our Poets have fince had of lay
ing his Scene in a Warm Climate where the Man
ners of the People are very different from ours, 
and yet he l1as made them talk and aet generally 
like Men of a cold er Country, Marriage Alamode 
has the fame Fault. 

This Play we muft call a Comedy, tho' fome of 
the Incidents and Difcourfes too are more in a 
Tragic Strain ; and that of the Accufation of 
Hero is too {hocking for either Tragedy or Comedy; 
nor cou'd it have come off in Nature, if we re
gard the Country without the Death of more, than 
Hero. The Jmpofition on the Prince and Claudifl 
feems very lame, and Claudio's Condutt to the 
Woman, he lov'd, highly contrary to the very 
Nature of Love, to expofe her in fo barbarous a 
Manner and with fo little Concern, and ftruggle, 
and on fuch weak Grounds without a farther Exa• 
mination into the Matter, yet the Paffions this 
produces iu the old Father make a wonderful 
amends for the Fault. Befides which there is 
fuch a pleafing Variety of Characters in the Play, 
and thofe perfeCtly maintain'd, as well as diftin-

gui1h'd 
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guifh'd, that you lofe the Abfurdities of the Con
duel: in the Excellence of the Manners, Sentiments, 
Diel:ion and Topics. Benedi£f, and Beatrice are two 
fprightly, witty, talkative Charaaers, and, tho' of 
the fame Nature, yet perfetl:ly diftinguifu'd, and 
you have no need to read the Names, to know 
who fpeaks. As they differ from each bther, tho' 
fo near a Kin, fo do they from that of Lucio in 
Meitfore for Meafure, who is likewife a vet y talka
tive Perfon; but there is a grofs Abufivenefs, Ca
lumny Lying, and Lewdnefs in Lucio, which Bene
diet is free from. One is a Rake's Mirth and 
Tattle; the other that of a Gentleman, and a l\rlan. 
of Spirit and Wit. 

The Stratagem of the Prince on Benedifl, and 
Beatrice is manag'd with that Nicity and Addrefs, 
that we are very well pleas'd with the Succefs, 
and think it very refonable and juft. 

The Charatl:er of Don ;John the Baftard is ad
mirably diftinguifh'd, his Manners are well mark'd, 
and every where convenient, or agreeable. Being 
a four melanchol1y, faturnine, envious, fclfifh, ma
liciousTemper, Manners NeccjJ:try to produce thefe 
villanous Events, they did; thefe were productive 
of the Cataflrophe, tor he was not a Pet fen brought 
in to fill up the Number only, becaufe without 
him the Fable could not have gone oo. 

To quote aB the comic Excellencies of this Play 
would be to tranfcribe three Parts of it. For all 
that paffes betwixt Benedict and Beatrice is admi
rable. His Difcourfe againft Love and Marriage 
in the later End of the fecond A El:, p. 3 +3· is very 
pleafant and witty, and that which Beatrice fays 
of Wooing, \Vedding and repentiGg., p. 33+ Ant!. 
the Averfion that the Poet gives Benedta and Bea· 
trix for each other in their Dif,ourfe, heightens 

U the 
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the Jeft of making them in Love with one another.' 
Nay the Variety and natural DiftinB:ion of the 
vulgar Humours of this Play are remarkable. 

The Scenes of this Play are fomething obfcure; 
for you can fcarce tell where the Place is in the 
two firit AB:s, tho' the Scenes in them feem pret
ty entire, and unbroken. But thofe are things we 
ought not to look much for in Shakefpear. But 
whilft he is out in the dramatic Imitation of 
the Fable, he always draws Men and Women fo 
perfealy, that when we read, we can fcarce per
fwade our felves, but that the Difcourfe is real 
and no FiCtion. 

On Friendjhip in Love. 

Friend {hip is conftant in all other things 
Save in the Office and Affairs of Love: 
Therefore all Hearts in Love ufe their own Tongues: 
Let every Eye negotiate for it felf, 
And truft no Agent: For Beauty is a Witch, 
Againft whofe Charms, Faith melteth into Blood. 

Patience under Misfortunes eafier advis'd 
than maintain' d. 

Leonat. I pray thee ceafe thy Counfel, 
vVhich falls into my Ears, as profitlefs, 
As \Vater i .1 a Sieve Give not e Counfel, 
Nor le• no Comfor V elfe delight mine Ear, 
BHt fnch an one., w hofe \Vrongs do fute with mine.: 
Bt i ~g me a Fe!tbet that fo lov'd his Child, 
\Vhofe Joy of er ;c; ovr-r \ 1 helm'd like mine, 
And bid him f~~:u .. of Pacience ; 
.LVIeafure his \Voe the Length and Breadth of mine; 
Aud let it anf .. ver every Strain for Strain ; 
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As thus for thus, and fuch a Grief for fuch, 
In every Lineament Branch, Shape and Form; 
If fuch a one will fmile, and ftroak his Beard, 
And HI/la! wagg, cry hem! when hefhou'd groan; 
Patch Grief with Proverbs; make Misfortune drunk 
With Candle-Wafters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather Patience. 
But there is no fuch Man. For Brother, Men 
Can counfel and give Comfort to that Grief, 
Which they themfelves not feel ; but rafting it 
Their Counfel turns to Pallion, which before 
Wou'd give preceptial Medicine to Rage; 
Fetter ftrong Madnefs in a filken Thread ; 
Charm Ac.h with Air, and Agony with Words. · 
No, no, 'tis all Mens Office to fpeak Patience 
To thofe, that wring under the Load of Sorrow; 
But no Man has Vertue .aor fufficiency 
To be fo moral when he 1hal1 endure 
The like himfelf. Therefore give me no Counfel
My Griefs cry louder, than Advertifement. 

I have given more, than the bare Topic, becaufe 
the Speech is Pathetique, and extremely Natural .. 
Nor can I omit another Speech, tho, it contain; 
neither Topic nor Defcription and that is 
p. 367· 

If they wrong her Honour 
The proudeft of them all fball hear of it. 
Time has not yet fo dry'd tl:is Blood of mine; 
Nor Age fo eat up my Invention; 
Nor Fortune made fuch Havock of my 1\'Ieans · 
Nor my bad Life reft me fo muc.h of Friends ; 
But they fhaU find, awak'd in fuch a K' nd, 
Both Strength of Limb, and Policy oft 1ind 

U 2 Abilit. 
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Ability in Means and Choice of Friends 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 

Of this I {ball fpeak in my Remarks on his 
Verfes, where he has more than once made Ufe of 
the fame Figure. For the Plot of this Play confult 
Ariofto's Oralando furiofo. Book v. and Spencer's Fairy 
Queen, Book ii. 

The Argument of Loves Labour's loft. 

The King of Navarre and feme of his Nobles 
make a Vow of retiring from the World to their 
Books for three Years, and forfwear the Conver
fation of all Women. But the King of France's 
Daughter and fome Ladies her Attendants come 
in an Embaffy from her Father to the King of 
Navarre, which obliges them to a Converfation 
with the Ladies, and that makes them all in Love; 
and endeavour after they have found out each o
thers Frailty and Breach of Oath to win the Ladies 
to yield to love them. But they admit them to 
hope, on Condition they remain in the fame Mind 
a Year, and perform certain Penances. This and 
the Newsof the French King'sDeath ends thePlay. 

Tho' I can't well fee why the Author gave 
this Play this Name, yet fince it has paft thus 
long I fhall fay no more to it, but this, that fince 
it is one of the worft of Shakefpear's Plays, nay I 
think I may fay the very worft, I cannot but think 
that it is his firft, notwithftanding thofe Argu
ments, or thatOpinion, that has been brought to the 
contrary. Perhaps (fays this Author) we are not tl 
look for his Beginnings like tho(e of other .Authors a• 
mtmg their leaft perfect Writings. .Art had fo little, 
llnd Nature fo large 11 Share in wht~t he did, that for 

~ugh~ 
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ought I know, the Performances of his Touth, as they 
wert the moft vigorous, and /iad the moft Fire of Imagi
nation in them, were the beft. I wou'd not be thought 
by this to mean, that his Fancy was (o loofe, and ex• 
travagant, 1ts to be independant of the Rule and Govern
ment of 1udgment; but that what he thought was com
monly fo great 1 [o juftly and rightly concerted in it [elf, 
that it wanted little or no CorreBif;n; and was imme
aiatly approv'd by an impartial 'Judgment at firft 
Sight. 

But fince this Gentleman has only given us a 
Suppofition of his own, without confirming it with 
any convincing, or indeed probable Reafon; I 
hope I may be permitted to throw in another Per
haps for the Opinion of Mr. Dryden, and others 
without offending him by the Oppofition , l agree 
with him, that \Ve have indeed in our Days feen 
a young Man ftart up like a Mufhroom in a Night, 
and furprize the Whim of the Town into a mo
mentary Reputation, or at leaft by a f1.1rprizing 
firft Play (as Plays go at this Time) and in all his 
afterTryals give us not one Line, that might fupply 
our Credulity wita the leaft Reafon to believe that 
he wrote the firft himfelf. Thus Love's /11ft Shift 
was an excel1ent firft Play, and yet that Author 
after fo many Tryals has not only never come up 
to his firft Eifay, but fcarce to any thing tolera
ble, except in one, that like a Cheder Cheefe was 
made by the Milk of a Parifh. 

But in Shakefpear we are not confidering thofe 
Mafters of the Stage, that glare a little in the 
Night, but difappear in the Day ; but fix'd Stars 
that always fhow their unborrow'd Light And 
here the common Experience is directly againft 
our Author; for all the Poets, that have without 
Controverfy been Mafters of a great Genius have 

U 3 rofe 
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rofe to Excellence by Degrees. The Wild Gallant 
was the worft of Dryden's Plays and the firft, and 
the Plain Dealer was the laftofMr. Wycherly's; Otway, 
the brighteft and moft Tragic Genius of our 
World, gave us tl~ree moderate Plays before the 
Orphan and Venice Preferv'd. And why we lbou'd 
think, tha Shakefpear fhou'd grow worfe 'by Pra
B:ice, I call find no lhadow of a Reafon from what 
is... advanc'd. But- the Performances of his Youth, 
as they were the mo.ft V£gorfJUs, and had the moft Fire, 
and Strength of Imagination in 'em were the beft.
l3ut fi:ill th!s is begging the Queftion, and taking 
that for granted, which wants to be prov'd, viz.. 
that the Produttion of his Youth had the moft 
Fire and Strength of Imagination. The laft Works 
of Mr. Dryden, tho' paft Seventy bad much the 
moft Ftre and Strength of Imagination, his Fables 
excelling all, that he ever wrote before. Nor can 
we think but that Shake/pear was far from his 
Dotage when he Died at fifty three, and had re· 
tir'd fome Years from the Stage, and writing of 
Plays. But .fhou'd we allow what our Author 
contends for, his Suppofition wou'd not hold; for 
the Play before us and all his moft imperfect Plays 
bave the leaft Fire and Strength of Imagination; 
and that Fancy, that is in them is almoft every 
where independent of that Rule of1udgment, which 
our Author fuppofes him Mafter of. I am _fure 
Judgment encreafes witlt Years and Obfervatton ; 
and where Shake[pear fhews, that he is leaft Extra· 
vagant, 'tis plain he dept~nds mort on that R_ule 
cf Judgment. I confefs the Terms are (omethmg 
Obfcure and Equivocal; But I pretend hot to en .. 
ter into a Debate with him on this Head; all I 
-have faid being to juftify Mr. Dryden and ~ome 
others, who yet think, that we ought to look m to 

Shake (pear's 
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Shakefpear's moft imperfect Plays for his firft. And 
this of Loves Labour's Loft being perhaps the moft 
defetl:ive, I can fee no Reafon why we fi1ou'd not 
conclude, that it is one of his firft. For neither the 
lVIan ners, Sentiments, Dittion, Verfification, &c. 
(except in fome few places) difcover the Genius 
that fuines in his other Plays. 

But tho' this Play be fo bad yet there is here 
and there a Stroak, that perfuades us, that Shake
fpear wrote it. The Proclamation, that Women 
fhou'd lofe their Tongues if they approJch'd with
in a Mile of the Court, is a pleafant Penalty~ 
There are but few Words fpoken by ']aquenetta in 
the later End of the firft Att, and yet the very 
Soul of a pert Country Laf.~ is perfeCtly exprefs'd. 
The feveral Charatters of the King's Companions 
in the Retreat, is very pretty, and the Remarks 
of the Princefs very juft and fine, p. 404. and p. 42 5. 
Longaviles good Epigram furnifhes a Proof, that 
thefe publifh~d in this Volume are Genuine, and 
for that Reafon I will tranfcribe it. 

Did not the heavenly Rhetorick oft hine Eye, 
'Gainft whom the World cannot hold Argument, 
Perfuade my Heart to th:s f alfe Perjury? 
Vows for thee broke de{erve not PunipJment • 
.A Woman I forfwore., but I will prove, 
Thou bein~ a Goddefs I forfwore not thee. 
My Vow was Earthly, thou a Heavenly Love; 
Thy Grace being gain'd cures all Difx.race in me. 
Vows are but Breath, and Breath a Vapour is. 
When thou fair Sun, which on my Earth doft jbine 
ExhPZl'jf this Vttpour-Vow, in thee it is, 
If broken then tt is no fault of mine 
If by me broke ; What Fool is not fo Hlzfo 
To lofe 1m O~th to win a Paradife ? 

U 4 The 
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The Difcovery of the Kings, Longaviles and 

Dumain's Love is very prettily manag'd, a~ that 
of Biron by Coifards miftake, is a well contriv'd 
Incident. !'he whole indeed is a tolerable Proof 
how much in vain we refolve againft Nature, nor 
is Biron's C~tfuiflry amifs when he ftrives to falve 
their common Breach of Oath. 

Of Delights. 

JJircn. Why a 11 Delights are vain, and that moll: vain 
Which with Pain purchafed does inherit Pain, &c. 

P4g. 393· 

On Study. 

Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun 
That will not be deep fearch'd with faucy Looks ; 
Small have continual Plodders ever won 
Save bafe Authority from other Books, &c. ibid. 

Beauty. 

Beauty is bought by Judgment of the Eye 
Not utter' d by bafeSale ofCha pmen's Tongues,6·c .403 

A pleafant Defcription of Cupid or Lovt. 

This whimp1ed, whining, purblind wayward Boy, 
This Signior 1unios Giaat-Dwarf Don Cupid, 
Regent of Love-Rhimes, Lord of folded Arms, 
The anointed Soveraign of Sighs and Groans; 
Liege of all Loyterers and Malecontents; 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpiifes, &c. 

P· 414· 

Of 
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Of 11 Wife . 

.._, __ I feek a Wife ; 
'A Woman that is like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing ; ever out of Frame, ~c. ibid. 

There is a pretty Account of Love p. 432. be
ginning 

But Love firft learned in a Lady's Eye, &c. 

And on Womens Eyes there are fome pretty Re
fleC\ions, p. 4-33· beginning thus, 

From Women's Eyes this Dotlrine I derive, 
)"hey fparkle ftill the true Promethean Fire, &c. 

'And PAg. 460. is a good Reflection on a fatyric 
~iting Wit. 

REMARKS 
0 N 

The Plays of Shakejpear. 
V 0 L· II. 

The Argument of the Mid[ummtr Night's DreAm. 

T Hefeus having brought HippQ/ita from the 
Amazons, defigns to marry her in a few 

Days, whilft he is appointing the Time. Egeus one 
of his Courtiers complains of his Daughter HermiA's 
Love to Lifondtr, and A ver4on to Dt11Utrius for 

whom 

... .. 
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wthom he defi~n'd her, tho' Demetrius had been in 
Love with Helena, and was contratl:ed to her. 
Hermia refufes to comply with her Father, the 
Duke allows her four Days to confider of it, in 
which time fue muft bytheAthenian Law, either obey, 
be put to Death, or vow perpetual Chaftity on 
the Altar of Diana. This makes Ly[ander perfwade 
Hermia that Night to fly with him from Athens 
to an Aunt of his out of the Jurifdid:ion of that 
City, and there marry him; fhe confents and in
forms Helena her intimate Friend of her Defign, 
and wifhes Demetrius may on her Flight return to 
bis Duty. Helena out of Dotage on her Lover in
forms him of Hermia's Flight, who goes after her, 
and fhe after him, and fo they all meet at a Wood 
a little from Athens, where they become lyable to 
the Power of the Fairies. For Obero1: and his ~een 
Titania being come to dance in the Palace of Thifeus 
to give a Bleffing t(') his Wedding, quarrel about 
a Changling Boy, that the Queen had ftoln, and 
which fhe lov'd to the raifing the Jealoufy of Oberon, 
denying to give him to her Husband. In 
Revenge, Oberon fending Puck for a Charm, lays 
it on the Queen, when afieep, to make her fall in 
Love with what ever fbe faw when fhe wak'd. 
Puck in the mean while is fent to put fome on 
the Eyes of Demetrius, fo that he may fall in Love 
with Helena, whom Oberon had feen him treat ve
ry ungratefully, and making no Return for her 
Love ; but Puck miftaking the Man, Oberon having 
bid him do it to one in an Athenian Habit, puts 
it on Ly[ander's Eyes, which makes him in Love 
with Helena, and ufe Hermia very unkindly. But 
Obero~t finding the Miftake, charms Demetrius fo, 
that he likewife loves Helena, this produces a 
Quarrel, but the Rivals being hindred from fighting 

by 
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by Pucks Artifice the Lovers being all afieep and 
reftor'd to Rights, Oberon puts an End to the, 
Charm that held his Queen enamour'd of a Clowne 
whofe Head was turn'd into that of an Afs, fbe 
baving then given Oberon the Boy he had befort 
beg'd in vain. They being fo reconcil'd appoin. 
to Dance the next Night in Duke Thefeus Palace 
The Morning being come Thefeus, Hippo/ita, EgeuJ, 
&c. came into the fame Wood to Hunt and find 
the four Lovers afleep by one another, they being 
waken'd by the Horns, and avowing their Love to 
one another, as they fhou'd, Demetrius refigns Her
mia to Lyfander and takes his former Love Helena, 
fo being marry'd all at the fame time with The{eus 
Bottom and his Companions prefent a ftrange fort 
of a Play of Pyramus and Thisbe which ends our 
Play. 

Great part of this Play depending on a fort 
of Notion of Fairies and their Power, it falls not 
under the Confideration of others, w hofe Attors 
are all Human. Of the Nature of thefe tl,ings I 
have already fpoke in my Notes on toe Tempeft. 
It is plain from the Argument, that the Fable can 
never bear the Teft of the Rules. The time is 
by Thefeus in the firft Scenes of the Play fixt to at 
leaft fO\lr Days in thefe Words 

Now fair Hippolita, our Nuptial Hour 
. Draws on apace, four happy Days begin 

Another Moon, &c. 

The new Moon being the time for their 
Marriage. But it does not appear that there is 
any more time fpent in the Attion than one Day 
and one Night, and a piece of a Day, and part of 
one Night. 

Tho' 
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Tho' this cannot be call'd either Tragedy or 

Comedy as wanting the Fable requir'd to either ; 
yet it contains abundance of beautiful RefleCl:ions, 
Defcriptions, Similes, and Topics. Much of it is 
in Rhime, in which the Author is generally very 
fmooth and flowing. The firft Scene of the Com
plaint of Egeus to The{eus is very pretty, the Ob
ftinacy of a peevifu old Father, who will difpofe 
of his Daughter without Regard to her Inclina
tions, is well exprefs'd, and the Manner of his 
reprefenting how Lyfd,nder had rob,d her of her 
Affeaions is extreamly agreeable to that Chara .. 
8:er fee pag. 4 7 I, 4 72· 

But I cannot omit Hermit~s Oath to meet her 
Lover that Night and fly with him from Athens. 

Her. My good Ly[ander; 
I fwear to thee by Cupid's ftrongeft Bow; 
By this bleft Arrow with the golden Head; 
By the Simplicity of Venus Doves ; 
By that which knitteth Souls and profpers Love; 
And by that Fire, that burn'd the Carthage Q..tteen 
When the falfe Trojan under Sail was feen; 
By all the Vows, that ever Men have broke, 
In Number more, than ever Woman fpoke; 
In that fame place, thou haft appointed me 
To morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Tho' we cannot ·perhaps trace the Ancients in 
the Thoughts of Shak1fpeAr, yet it is plain from 
thefe Verfes, and feveral others about his Plays 
that Shake/pear was acquainted with the Fables of 
Antiquity very well : That fome of the Arrows of 
Cupid are pointed withLead,and the others with Gold, 
he found in Ovid: And that which fpeaks of D~d() he 
has from Virgil himfelf, nor do I know of any 

Tranfiation 
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Tranfiation of thofe Poets fo ancient as Shakefpear's 
Time. 

Titania's Defcription of the Diforder of the Sea· 
fon on Account of the difference betwixt her and 
Obtron is very fine fee p. 478, and 479· 

The Similes which Ly[~tnder ufes to exprefs or 
rather juftify his Falfehood very fine p. 487. 

For, as a Surfeit of the fweeteft things 
The deepeft Loathing to a Stomach brings, 
Or as the H~refies, that Men do leave, 
Are hated moft of thofe, they did deceive; 
So thou my Surfeit, and my Herdie, 
Pf all be hated but the moft by me. 

Titanin,'s Order to the Fairies to Honour her Love 
being what Mr. Dryden has often inftanc'd as one 
of the prettieft Flights o{ Fancy in Shakefpear I 
muft not omit, 491. · 

~· Be kind and Courteous to this Gentleman ; 
Hop in his Walks, and garn bol in his Eyes ; 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries, 
With purple Grapes, green Figs and Mulheries: 
The Honey-bags fteal from the humble Bees, 
'And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glo-worms Eyes; 
To have my Love to bed and to a rife : 
'And pluck the Wings from painted Butter-flies 
To fan the Morn Beams from his fieeping Eyes, 
Nod to him Elves, and do him Curtefies. 

Puclu Similes on the Scene of Bottom and his 
Companions very apt p. 493· Such is Demetrius's 
Defcription of Helena's Beauty when he wakes, 
afte~ Charm'd by Oberrm and is worthy looking on. 

page 
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page 496. The Reflection of The{eus on the Otver .. 
fion offer'd by the Clowns is juft. - · 

-For never any thing 
Can be amifs when Simplicity and Duty offer it~ 

His Reflettions on Duty and Refpea: are fine 
p. 5 r 3. 5 r 4· but giv,ing an lnftance or two of the 
Topics we'll pafs to the next Play. 

True Love. 

The Courfe of true Love never did run fmooth' 
But either it was different in Blood-
Or elfe mifgrafted in Refpefr of Years, 
Or elfe it ftood upon the Choice of Merit; 
Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 
War, Death, or Sicknefs did lay Siege to it; 
Making it momentary as a Sound, 
Swift as a Shadow, fhort as any Dream, 
Brief, as the Lightning in the Collied Night; 
That in a Spleen unfolds both Heaven and Earth; 
And e'er a Man has Power to fay, behold! 
The Jaws of Darknefs do devour it up. 
So qukk bright things come to Confufion~ 

The Simile of Lightning is a perfett Hypotipo: 
fis and the Epiphonema in the laft Line concludes 
the Topic beautifully. 

Love. 

Things bafe and vile, holding llO Quantity 
Love can tranfpofe to Form and Dignity. 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind~ 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind. 
. ]So~ 
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Nor has Love's Mind of any Judgment ~afte; 
Wings and no Eyes figure unheedy Hafte. 
'And therefore is Love faid to be a Child 
Becaufe in Choice he often is beguil'd. 
As waggifh Boys themfelves in Game forfwear 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 

Whether thefe ReflecHons are not too juft for 
one in Helena's Condition to make, I leave to the 
Judicious, but as they are here divefted of all Per
fans they are admirable. -

Night~ 

Dark Night, that from the Eye its Funaion takes 
Tbe Ear more quick of Apprehenfion makes 
Wherein it does impair the feeing Senfe 
It pays the Hearing double Recompence. 

'And Puck makes a Defcriptio of the Night 
p. 520. which the Reader may add to this. 

Lovers, Poets, and Madmen fancyfu!. 

Lovers and Madmen have fuch feething Brains 
Sue fhaping Phantafies, that apprehend more, 

~Than old Reafon ever comprehends. 
~The Lunatic, the Lover, and the Poet 
'Are of Imagination all compatt. 
One fees rnor Devils, than vaft Hell can hold, 
~That is the Madman. The Lover all as frantic 
Sees Hellen' Be~uty in a Brow of cv.Egypt. 
The Poet Eye, In fine Frenzy row ling, (Heaven, 
Doth gl nee from Heaven to Earth, from Earth to 
And as Imagination bodies forth the Form of things 
... .nknown, the Poet's Pen turns them to Shapes 

And 
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And gives an airy nothing a local Habitation, 
And a Name. 

All his Fairies, Goblins, and the like are of this 
Kind, which he defcribes here. 

lmagin11tion. 

-Such Tricks has ftrong Imagination 
That if it wou'd but apprehend fome Joy 
It comprehends fome Bringer of that Joy. 
Or in the Night imagining fome Fear 
How ea fie is a Bu!h fuppos'd a Bear. 

The Fairy Queen was taken from this Play; but 
whence Shake [pear took the Hint of it I know not, 
but believe it to be his own Invention. 

The Argument of 7be Merchant of Venice: 

Antonio a wealthy and a generous Merchant of 
Venice having a perfect Friendlhip for Baflanio a 
young Gentleman of fine Accomplilhments of the 
fame City, is bound for him to one Shylock a Jew. 
for three thoufand Ducats for three Months, to 
forfeit on miffing his Dty of Payment, a Pound of 
Flelh, where the Jew wou'd take it. Baj{ttnio ha· 
ving the Money goes to Belmrmt to obtain Porti11, 
a rich and beautiful Lady, who was to be won by 
gheffing at the Casket of three which held her 
PittJre; to which End divers Princes came from 
feveral Parts of the World taking an Oath not 
to reveal which Casket they chofe, if they mifs'd, 
and to go im~ediatly away on their Mifcarriage 
one Casket was of Gold, and another of Silver 
and a third of Lead. The reft mifiead by Show 

chofe 
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chafe all Wrong; but Blljfanio choofing !:; e Lead 
won the Lady to both their Satisfaction. But then 
Salanio with Lorenz.o, who had run away with 
Shylock's Daughter and marry'd her and nBde her a 
Chriftian, brings the News of Antonio's M ;sfortune; 
that his Ships are a11 caft away, and his Bond for
feited to the Je\tv. Baffanio having inform'd Portia 
of the Diftrefs of his Friend, is m:uricd to her, 
and his Attendant Gratiano to her 1VTa!d .Z...Teri[fvz, 
and he with Salanio fpeedsaway to Venice, to help 
.Antonio. The Husbands arc no fooner gone., hut 
the Wives leaving the Care of the Boufe to Lo
renz.o and Jejfica hafi:e to Ven£ce a ftcr the m ; where 
Portia in the Habit of an Advocat~., or DoEr0r of 
the civil Law, hears Antonio's CJfc, anct having 
a little held the Jew in Sufpence and hope ot 
Succefs to his cruel Revenge, and he havin~ rcfus~d 
all Confiderations in 1\ oney, gi•: e<; the Cduie to Arz
tonio, and will not only not let the ']elV ha\·e his 
Principal., but proves, that he has forfeited his Life 
and Goods, which he is oblig'd to eive his ·--.augh
ter on his Death and to turn Chrij1i:m. 

The Ignorance that Shr:ketpear had of the 
Greek Drama threw hi m on fuch odd Storie~., as 
the Novels and Romances of his time cou'd affotd, 
and which wer~ fo far from being IBtur31, that. 
they wanted that Prob.1 hility and Verifi rr.. ilitude, 
which is abfolutely neceffary to all the .Reprefen
tations of the ~tage. The Plot of this Play is of 
that Number. But th Errors of the Fable and 
the Conduct are too viiible to nerd Difcovery. 
This Play has receiv'd con1idcrable Adv~n ta~~es from 
the Pen of the honorJblc 6eorge Cr:n~~ille, Efq; 

The Ch:uatter of the 7ero. is very well diL.in
guilh'd by Avarice, 1Vlal3c ... ., implacabic R~ vrnge, 

"f. But the Incidents that necefi&rily J11cw thef'e 
X Q1a-
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Q9alitys are fo very Romantic, fo vaftly out of 
Nature, that our Reafon, our Underftanding is 

every where fhock'd ; which abates extremely of 

the Pleafure the Pen of Shakefpear might give us. 

This is vifible in his Speech to the Doge, p. 573, 

and 574· for all the while that Ditl:inttion of 
Charatter, which is beautiful and otherwife pleafes 

you, the Incredibility of fuch a Difcourfe to fuch a 
Prince and before fuch a Court of Judicature, has 

fo little of Nature in it, that it is impoffible to 

efcape the Cenfure of a Man of common Senfe. 
The CharaB:er of Porti~t is not every where 

very well kept, that is, the Manners are not al

was agreeable or convenient to her Sex and Quality; 

particularly p. 570. where fhe fcarce preferves her 

Modefl:y in the Expreffion. 
The Scene betwixt Shylock and Tubal in the 

third Aet, p. 557, and 558. is artfully managed; 

and the Temper of the Jew excellently difcover'd 

in its various Turn~ upon the different News, 

of which Tubal gives him an Account. 
This Play, as well as moft of the refr, gives In· 

ftances, that Shakefpear was perfetl:ly acquainted 

with the fabulous Stories of the old Poets, which 

is to me a Confirmation, that he was well acquain· 

ted with the Authors of the Latin Antiquity, 

whence only he cou'd learn them. 
Tho' there are a great many Beauties in what 

our modern Gentlemen call the Writing in this 

Play, yet it is almoft every where calm, and 

touches not the Soul, there are no finewy Paf· 

fions, which ought every where to fhine in a fe ... 

rious Dramatic Performance, fuch as m oft of this 
is. 

Yo~ 
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You have too much Refpefr upon the World 
They lofe it, that do buy it with much Care. 

Of Mediocrity. 

Nere. And yet for ought I fee they are as fick, 
that furfeit on too much, as they that fl:arve vith 
nothing; therefore it is no fmall Happinefs to be 
feated in the Mean; Superfluity comes fooner to 
white Hairs, but Competency lives longer. 

Eafie)• to advife than do. 

Por. If to do were as eafie, as to know what 
were good to do, Chappels had been Churches, 
and poor Mens Cottages Princes Palacec;. 'Tis a 
a good Divine, that follows his own InftruEtions. 
I can elfier teach twenty what is good to be 
done, tha:1 to be one of the twenty to tollow my 
own teaching. The Brain may devife Laws for 
the Blood ; but a hot Temper leaps o'er a cold 
Decree. Such a Hare is Madnefs the Youth, to 
Skip over the Mefhes of good Couu [el the 
Cripple. 

That we are more eager in the Pnrfi1it of what 
we have not; th:1n the Prefervation of w h:a t we 
have poife[s'd, fee p. ~47· Oh! ten times fa{ler Venus 
Pidgeons flie. &c. In Portia's Speech p. 560. when 
Bajfanio is going to make his Choice, there are ie
veral beautiful Similes. 

Againft Appearance p. )6I. for near forty Lines 
together. He is generally excellent in hts Cb01~e 
of Epithets of a ftrong, proper, and narural Sig-
nification, and fi.1ch as denote the Q1ahty of the 
thing wonderfully, as here---

X .2 PQr. 
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Por. How all the other Paffions fleet to Air! 
As, do'ubtful Thoughts, and rafh embrac'd Defpair, 
And {huddring Fear, and green-ey'd Jealoufy, &c. 

Bllj[anio's Defcription of Portia's Picture when 
he choofes the Leaden Casket is very fine" p. 562. 
There are likewife in that or the next Page two 
fine Similes, the firft he begins thus--
L;ke one of two contending in a Priz..e, And the o
ther in the next Page thus As after 
fome Oration fairly [poke, &c. An Affectation in 
\Vords, fee p. )72· beginning thus 0! 
deAr Difcretion, how his Words are {uted, &c. 

Mercy. 

Por. The Q!1ality of Mercy is not ftrain'd ; 
It droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heaven 
Upon the Place beneath. It is twice blefs'd. 
It bleffes him, that gives, and him that takes, 

&c. Pag. 577: 

On the Power of Mufick. 

The Reafon is your Spirits are attentive 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, d·c; 

p. 587. 

Read likewife the laft nine Verfes of this Page. 
The Expreffion is very fine in this on the Moon-
fbine Night, This Niuht methinks is but 
the Day-light jick, &c. 0 
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The Argument of As you like it. 

Frederick the Duke of fome part of Ftvulce is De
pos'd, and Ban i fh'd by his you nE er Brother, and 
retir'd to the Forrefl: of Arden; many P{.opk of 
Fafbion fol1owing him thither 011t of Love to him 
and Hatred of the Uft1rper; who retains Ro{alindt~ 
his Brother's Daughter to grat1fy his own 0Jugh
ter Ctlia, who Doated on her with a very pecu .. 
liar Love and Affeetion. But bein~ aft~rw:nds 
jeJlous of her Popuhrity banifhcs her li!<ew:re. 
But his own Daughter flies with her, RofP-lind4 
being in Mens Cloaths under the :rame of G~l
n_ymede, and Celia in \Vomans u:-~der the JJmc of 
Aliena. !Iither likcwife comes Or/,mdo the yo•wgef1: 
Son of Sir. Rowland Du-Bois, fled from his elder 
Brother's Cruelty and the Vfurper's flare. He 
wreftl ing before the Duke kills his \Vreftlcr Chade.s, 
and wounds the Heart of Rofldinda as file did his~ 
But meeting in the Forcft he rnak ... s Love to her 
as Rofalinda, tho' in appearance a Lad, which Ha
bit bctray'd Phabe, a Shcpherdefs to cJll likewifc 
in Love with her as a Man, whom fhc ufes fcnr
vily to make her pity Silvins the Swain, th t is 
in Love with her. O,f,mdo's Brother Oli ·er being 
forc'd io flie from the Rac,e of the Ufurpr.r, l~e
caufe his Brother had made his Efcape, is deH
ver'd from a Lionefs by the V a lour of Orf-:;zc1o 
whofe Life he had before fo b::1fely fout:;ht., but be.
ing thus rcconcil'd falls in Love with Ctlia an<l 
fhe with him, fo the l\llarriage being refolv'd on 
Rojalinda or rather then Ganymede promifcs Orlanda 
that he !hall have his true Ro{tZlinda the next 0Jy, 
and Ph.tbe, that lhe will have her, on conditiou 
that if fhe refufe him fhe fuall marry Silvius. Ha-

X 3 ving 
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ving perform'd all this't and the banifu'd Duke 
l1aving given h€r to Orlando, Jaques Orlandos 
and Oliver's Brother brings News that the Ufurper 
coming with Forces againft them, was on the 
Way converted a11d gone into a Monaftry leaving 
the Dukedom ag1in to his Brother. 

This Story hr.s nothing Dramatic in it, yet 
Shakefpear has made as good ufe of it as poffible. 

The Scene betwixt Orlando and his Brother 0-
liver in the opening of the Play is well manag'd 
difcovering fomething, that goes before in the Qua
rei between them; and Oliver's Management of 
the provoking Charles the Wreftler againft Orlando 
i$ arttul and natural. 

Marti{ll has this Diftic-

f<!!em recitaJ meus eft 0! Fidentine! Libel/us 
Sea male dum recitas incipit ejfe tuus. 

I win not fay that Shakefpettr took the following 
Thought from ttis., but it is plainly the fame. Or
lando fay~ to Jaqv.es-1 pray thee mar no more 
of my Verfos by readinfJ" them ill favour'dly. p. 633. 
The old Dukes Spee~h preferring that Solitude 
to the World is full of moral Refiettions. p. 612. 
Now my Co-mates, and Brnthers in Exde, &c. The 
third ~cene of the fecond AB: betwixt Orlando and 
Adam moving by the Gratitude of the old Ser· 
vant. p. 6r4, 615, 6r6 and page 625. is that 
fine Socech of 1aques taken notice of by Mr. Rowe 
in Sh.d:.efpear,s Life. That Pleafantry of the dif
ferent l\llotion of Time. p. 6)4· is worth remar
king. And Rofalinda's Character of a Man in 
Love. 6 36. is very pretty, 
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On the fevert!~l forts of .UelanchDly. 

1aques. I have neither the Sd,olars Melancholy, 
which is Emulation; nor the .Wuficians, which is 
Fantaftical; nor the Courtiers, which is Proud: 
nor the Soldiers, which is Anbitious : nor the 
L~twyers which is Political: no1 the Ladies, which 
is Nice: nor the Lovers, which is all thefe, e;.-...c. 
P· 645, 

Love. 

Rof. No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus., 
that was begot of Thought, onceiv'd of Spleen, 
and born of Madnefs, that >lind. rafca11y Boy, 
that abufes every ones Eyes, lecaufe his own are 
out- &c. p. 650. and 6)9· i; fhown what it is 
to be in Love,- Good Shephe1d (Jays Phrebe) tell 
this Youth what 'tis to Love, &c. fee p. 6 59, and 
66o. 

A Courtier. 

~He fwears he has been L Courtier. 
Clown. If any Man doubt trot let him put me 

to the Purgation, -I have trod a Meafure; I 
have fiater'd a Lady; I have been Politic with 
my Friend, Smooth with my 1nemy; I have un· 
done three Taylors; I have 1ad tour Q9arrels, 
fllld had like to have fought o_n(. 

The Argument of The Taning the Shrerr. _ 

A Gentleman of P~tdua has two Daughters, Ca
thm-ine the Elder, and Bi~tnchathe Younger. The 

X 4 Elder 
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Elder is {o known a Shrew, that no Body wou'd 
n1ake Love to her in <?rdcr to Mjtrimony, while 
B iancha h.n] m.1ny, tl!::lt addrefs'd to her for that 
E nd : Bet the Father dec1 ar'd he wou'd not dif
pofe of th ~ Youngefr till the Eldeft was marry'd, 
which m:l king al1 the Pretenders defpair till Pe
trucio of Verona ventur'd upon the Match; \Voos 
he r macllv, 1\tllrries her quickly, and treats her 
intolc r3bl y, t ill he broke her Stubbornefs fo, that 
fh e was t he mofl- obedient of the three Wives then 
thrro, v /z. . her s·n-cr., who was ma rry'd to Luctntio 
a nd a \Vidow ~" ho jufl marry'd H ortenfio a Suiter of 
of Bianch.z's til! b's D:fgu!t at her lifrning to Lu
centio, w h ar r-e;Jr 'd only to be a School-mafter. 

This Play is indeed Dramatic for it is all Action, 
and thez e is little Room ]eft for RdleB:ions and 
fine Topic'i. Tho' it be far from Regular as to 
~rime and Place, yet it is perfectly fo in the AB:i
on ; ·arod fome of the Irregularities of Time might 
ea fil y have b~en prevented in p. 705. in a Matter 
of twelve Lines there is plainly fuppos'd at leaft 
twelve if not twenty four Hours to have pafs'd ; 
there is fC'uce indeed a Line for an Hour. The 
Diftick or Ovid which Lucentio confirues in a plea
fant V/ay is a frefh Proof that Shakefpear was well 
acqu1inted with Ovid? and that he had a peculiar 
Value for that Poet is plain from what Trani(J 
fays in the firfr Scene. p. 679· -Lets be n~ 
Stoich noi' no Stocks I pray, or fo Devote to Ariftot]e's 
Chech, dJ Ovid he an Out-caft quite abjur'd, &c. 
The ReH!cr by regarding this whole Speech of 
Tranio will fi:1d that S!Jake._(pectr was far from be· 
ing th:.It f;_;noramns in Literature, as fomc wou'd 
unaccou n t.1 bl v make him. 

Grumios\ Account of Petrucio's Journey with his 
Bri~.; 1s very Entertainins, 713. 

The 
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7he Mind not the H~tbit valuable. 

For 'tis the Mind, that makes the Body rich ; 
And as the Sun breaks through the darkeft Clouds 
So Honour peereth in the meaneft Habit. 
What is the Jay more precious, than the Lark 
Becaufe his Feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the Adder better than the Eel 
Becaufe the painted Skin contents the Eye,&c.724~ 

Catharines Harangue to her Sifter and the Wi
-dow on the Duty of Wives to their Husbands, if 
the Ladies wou'd read it with a little Regard, 
might be of mighty ufe in this Age. p. 738. 

The Story of the Tinker by which this Comedy 
is introduc'd, may be found in Goulart's HiftoireJ 
.Admirables: And Pontus Heuterus Rerum Burdicarum. 
The Corned y it felf is his own Invention, as far as we 
can difcover, and fo good, that tho' it has been 
alter'd by Mr. Lacy, yet I do not think it much 
improv'd ~ that Comedian committed an odd Blun
der in laying the Scene in England, and adding 
Sawny the Scot,and yet retaining all the other Names 
that were purely Italian. The additional Tryal 
of Skill on their Return io her Father is well 
contriv'd. 

The Argument of All's well that ends "tHU. 

Helena, Daughter of Gerard de Narborne a famous 
Phyfician in France is bred up by the Countefs 
Dowager of Rojfilion, as her own ; fhe falls in Love 
with Bertram the young Count., who being, fent to 
Court,herPaffion for him is difcovered by theDutchefs 
and fue encourag'd in her Attempt to cure the King 

of 
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of a Fiftula, when all theDottors had given him over~ 
She therefore arrives at Court, and after much 
Importunity cures the King, and in Right of 
his Promife choofes Count Bertr~t~m for her Hus
band, but he difdaining her for a Wife, is corn .. 
pell'd for fear of the King to m1rry her; but 
then he orders her immediately, to return 
to his Mother, arfuring her, that he wou'd follow 
her. But on the contrary he fteals away privately 
with Perolles a Braggadocio that mified his Youth~ 
and goes to the Wars in Tufcany, fending a · Let· 
ter to his Wife by a Friend, of this Import that 
{be fhou'd never eaU him Husband, till file cou'd 
get the Ring from his Finger, and lhow him a 
Child begotten by him on her Body, and that till 
he had no Wife he cou'd have nothing in France. 
Upon this Helena goes away privately in a Pil
grim's Habit, and comes to Florenc~, meets with a 
w;dow, whofe Daughter Diana Count Bertram en
deavours to debauch. Helena difcovering her felf 
to them prevails with the Daughter to get the 
Ring on his Finger, in Confideration of her fur
rend ring her Maiden Head to him, and that lhe 
lh~u'd fupply her Place in Bed at Night; after 
this Piece of Cunning and News that Helena was 
dead, Count Bertram returns to France, Helen4, 
the Widow and the Daughter follow him, and 
having prov'd all this before the King, the Count 
receives his Wife into his Favour, and the King 
forgives all that is paft. • . . 

The Irregularity of the Plot ts vtfihle enough 
when we are in one Part of a Scene in France~ 
in another in Italy, &c. The Story it felf is out 
of a Poffibility almoft, at leaft fo far out of the 
Way ofCuftom and Experience, that it can't be 
calPd natural. The CharaCter of Perol/es is taken 

- Notice 
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Notice of by Mr. Rowe very juftly for its Excel .. 
lence, being I think., preferable to all in that Kind 
except his own Falffttjf. He has indeed drawn Varie~ 
ty of Cowards, Nym; Bardolph; Piifol, Sir .AndreTD 
.Ague Cheeck, &c. 

This Play is not deftitute however of fine Re
flettions, and inftruCl:ive Sentences ; the Speech of 
the Countefs to her Son on his leaving her to go 
to Court, 7 44· is very good Be thou bleft 
Bertram and fucceed thy Father ; in Manners as in 
Sh~tpe, thy Blood and Vertue, &c . 
.Againff Virginity fee 746. To (peak on the Ptlrt Df Vir
ginity you accuft your Mother. And Hellena's Speech 
p. 780 is very pathetic on her being the Occat:ion 
of Be-rtrt~m's going to the \Vars- Poor Lord, 
is't I, that chafe thee from thy Country? llnd expofe 
tho(e tender Limbs, &c. Nor can I omit Mariana's 
Advice to the Widow's Daughter, 782-

Well, Diana, take heed of the French Earl, 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name 
And no Legacy is fo rf'ch as Honefty. 

And a little after, thus Beware of them 
Diana, their Promifes, Enticements, Oaths, &c. fee 
P· 782, and 3· 

Life is chequer'd. 

1· L. The Web of our Life is of mingled Yarn, 
good and ill together ; our Virtues wou'd be 
proud if our Faults whipt them not, and our 
Crimes wou'd defpair if they were not cherilh'd by 
o~r :Virtues. P· 796. 

A 
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-Who knows nimfelf a Braggart 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs 
That every Braggart lhall be found an Afs. 8o2: 

The Plot of this Play is taken from Boccace's 
Novels. Day. 3· Nov. 9· 

The Argument of Twelf Night, or what you ~ill. 

Orfino Duke of 1/lyria is in Love with Olivit~ 
a Lady of great Beauty, Qtality and Fortune, 
but in vain, Viola and Sebaftian Twins are cafr a
way at Sea, but each by the other thought to 
be Drown'd ; Viola being Cloath'd in one of her 
Brothers Suits under the Name of Cefario is ad .. 
mitted to be Page to the Dlke with whom fhe 
is fecretly in Love, but by him oblig'd to go be
tween him and his Miftrefs; by which Olivia, that 
cou'd not hear of any fuch Motion from the 
Duke, falls in Love with the Page. Sebaftian in 
the mean while coming to the fame City, and 
being taken for Cd!,{ario beats Sir Toby Belch and Sir 
.Andrew Ague Cheeck, and by the fame MHtake i~ 
marry'd to Olivia ; the Duke and Ctfaria coming 
to Olivia to prefs his Fortune the laft time, he 
threatens Cd!,fario's Life, lhe owns her Marriage, 
and calls him Husband, which being refented by 
the Duke is deny'd by the Page, till Sir .AndrerP 
Ague Cheeck comes in to complain of Sebafti~tn who 
following proves fo like, that they cou'd not be 
diftinguifh'd, fo they being difcover'd to be Brother 
andSiiter, theDuke marries Viola and that Ends the 
Play. 

There 



RE M ARKs on the Plays of Shakefpear. ~) ~ 
There is a fort of under-Plot of Sir Toby's 

bubling Sir .Andrew in hopes of his having Olivia, 
of their impofing on Olivia's Steward Mt lvolio 
as if his Lady was in Love with him, and the 
Quarrel promoted betwixt C4{ario and Sir .Andrew, 
which yet are fo interwove, that there is nothing 
that is not neceffary to the main Plot, but that 
Epifo de of the Steward. This as wen as forne o
ther of his Comedies has forne Confufion about the 
chief Perfon for fornetirnes Orfino is Duke or So
veraign of the Country, at other times he is Count 
Orftno, and Olivia fpeaks of him as of an Equal, 
a private Man not a Prince- thus fhe fays to 
C4fario toward near the End of the Play. p. 879. 
Take thy Fortunes up, and that thou knowjf th<Ju art, 
~nd then thou art, as gre~t as that thou fear'.ft. 

M alvolio, Sir oby, and Sir An drew are three 
CharaCters truly mical, that is Ridiculous. 

Love. 

Du~e. 0! Spirit ofLovebowquickandfrelhart"tho~! 
Tba t notwithftanding thy Capacity 
Reciveth as the Sun ; nought enters there, 
Of what Validity and Pitch foe'er 
But falls into Abatement and low Price, 
Ev'n in a Minute ; fo full of Shapes is Fancy 
;That it alone is high Fantaftical. 821. 

What the Duke fays in the next page is very 
fine and the naural Effect of Love and Defire. 
)'he Thought is extreamly Pathetic. 

'Dulle. Oh ! She that has a Heart of this fine Frame, 
To pay a Debt of Love but to a Brother, 

ow wiU Jhe Love when the rich golden Shaft 
Ha• 
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Has kilFd the Flock of aB Affeaions elfe, 
That live in her! when Liver, Brain, and Heart 
Thele Soveraign Thrones are all fupply'd, and fill'd 
Her Sweet PerfeCtions by one felf-fame thing? 822. 

The Captain's Defcription of Sebaftian's coming 
afhoar is fine and if compar'd with that b~fore of 
Ferdinand's Efcape defcrib'd in the Tempeft wou'd 
fbow the Fertility ot the Author in his Variety on 
the fame Subjea:. p. 823.- I know your Brother, 
moft provident in Peril, &c. there are feveral fine 
Lines, and Thoughts in the Scene betwixt Olivia 
and Viola. p. 834, 835, and 836. Nor muft we 
omit the Dukes Advice to Viola, that a Man fhou'd 
marry one younger than himfelf. p. 844, 84)· 

Olivia's Declaration of Love to Viola is very fine 
and pathetick Ct~,fario, by the Rofi of the Spring, &c. 
p. 856. There is in the Likenefs of the Brother and 
Sifter a Hint taken from the Men£chimi and Am
phitryo of Ptautus, as well as the Comedy of Errors. 

The Argument of The Winter's Tale. 

Polyxenes King of Bohemia having made a Vifit 
to Leontes King of Sicily; Leontes being jealous that 
he had corrupted his Wife, employs Camillo to 
Poifon him, but he honeftly informs Polyxenes of 
the Matter, and flies away with him and his 
Train. On which Leontes confines her to Prifon, 
and Cau fes her Daughter of which fhe is deliver'd 
in the Goal to be carry'd and expos'd by AntigonuJ, 
and fhe try'd for her Life, but ibe is clear'd by 
the Oracle of ApolltJ, and the King not giving Ear 
to the Oracle his Son and Heir immediatly Dies, 
and his ~1een is likewife left for Dead of Grief; 
he being ftrook with this is e~treamly Penitent. 

Antigonua 
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'.Antigonus is caft on the Coaft of Bohemia, and there 
expofing the Child with a Fardel full of Proof for 
her after Difcovery, and Gold, he is devour'd by 
a Bear, the Ship caft away, and the Child taken up 
by a Shepherd and bred up as his own. But at a
bout fixteen Year old Floriz..el the King's Son fl.ying 
bis Hawk o'er her Father's Ground, fees and 
falls in Love with her, Vows Marriage, but 
being by his Father difcover'd, he flies with his 
Wite to Sicily, by the Advice of Camillo and ia 
the Ship the Shepherd and his Son; Poli~:enes goes 
after him with Camillo, and comes fo near him, 
that he has no T'ime to marry; but the Shepherd 
being taken, fhe is found to be the Daughter of 
Leontes, expos'd by Antigonus, and is fo marryed to 
Floriz..el; and her Mother being found to be alive, 
the Play or Hiftory ends happily. 

This Story needs no Critick, its Errors are vifible 
enough, Shake [pear himfelf was fenfible of this Groff
nefs of making the Play a hove fix teen Years, and 
therefore brings in Time as a Chorus to the fourth 
Act, to excufe the Abfurdity to w hi eh I refer you, 
p. 929. Polixenes on Art and Nature I muft tran
fcribe becaufe it fhews Shakejpeetr's Notion, con
trary to that of our Anti-Artijls, fuppos'd Art 
and Nature confiftent p. 987. 

Per. For I have heard it faid, 
There is an Art, w hi eh in their Pidenefs Jhares 
M/ith great creating Nature. 

Polix. Say there be 
Yet Nature is made better by no Mean, 
But Nature makes that mean; fo over that Art, 
Which you fay adds to Nature is an Art, 
That Nature makes: You fee fweet Maicl, we marry 

A 
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A gentler Sien to ·· the wild eft Stock, 
And make conceive a Bark ofbafer kind 
By Bud of nobler Race. This is an ArtJ' 
Which does mend N:tture; change it rather; but 
The Art it [elf is N~eture • 

Which laft Line holds perfectly true of th 
Art of Poety. 

The N1rration of the Difcovery in the laft 
Aa p. 967, is not only entertaining but moving, 
and he feems accidentally to have hit on fomething 
like the Ancients whofe Cataftrophes were generally 
in Narration. And is a Proof that if our Poets 
had the Genius of Shakefpear, the fhocking Repre· 
fentations of the Stage might eafil y and with Beau· 
ty be thrown into Narration, and fo leave Room 
for the Poet to fuew his Eloquence and his Ima
gery. 

This Tale is taken from an old ftory Book of 
Doraftus and Fauni~e; whence I fuppofe the Abfur
dities are copyed, and the making Bohemia of an In
land, a maritime Country. 

Thus we have pafs'd thro' the two firft Vo~ 
lumes which were better diftinguifh'd in the old 
Fo1io Edition, the Plays of Shakefpear being there 
divided into his Comedies, as all thefe ought ra
ther to be call'd, than any thing elfe ; his Hi.ftories 
and his Tragedies. 

REMARKS 
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The Plays of Shakejpear. 
V 0 L. Ill. 

I Comt now to the hiftorical Plays of Shalte(pettr 
which with Submiffion to the Writer of hi~ 

Life cannot be placed under Tragedy, becaufe 
they contain no Tragic Imitation, they are 
Draughts of the Lives of Princes brought into 
Dialogue. and in Regard of their l'"iixture of fe
ridusand comical Characters may be compared to the 
Greek Pieces, that were wrote before e./Efchylus and 
Sophocles had reformed the St~ge of Athens. Or tl:e 
rambli~g unartful Pieces firft reprefented in Rome 
after the calling in of the Etrurian Players, nay 
after the Time of Livius Andronicus. In their Ex
tent they may be compar'd to the The{eids, the 
Herttcleids, written by fome Greek Poets, and re
flected on by Ariffotle in his Art of Poetry for i=· 
magining, that the Unity of the Hero made the· 
Unity of the AB:ion. 

Thefe Inftances from this polite Nation will b<: 
a very good Plea for this Error of Shakefpe(!r, who 
liv'd when the Stage was not regardeJ by the 
State as it was in Athens. For had a Reform:ltiou 
then begun, he wou'd doubtlefs have done as 
Mr. Cornei/la did upon the ftudying the Art of the 
Stage,. by which the ~lays which he wrote after..: 

Y ~ard~ 
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wards excell'd thofe, he wrote without any Know· 
ledge of that Art. 

I {hall only add here, that fince thefe Plays are 
Hiftories, there can be no Manner of Fable or 
Defign in them. I fhall not therefore give the Plot 
but refer the Reader to thofe Hiftorians where he 
may find the Stories at large, and by them judge how 
near ShakefpetJtr has kept to the Chara8er, Hiilory 
has given us of them. He begins with King 1oh~t, 
whofe Hiftory you will find not only in the com
mon En~lifh Chronicles, but alfo in Mr. 1Janiel; 
in l\!Jr. Tyrel, Mr. Echard; efpecial1y in Mr. Tyrel 
in all its Extent and Particularities. But it muft 
be rem1rk'd, that he begins not the Hiftory with 
the Birth of King 1ohn, or the Manner of his ob· 
taining the Crown, but of the Breach betwixt 
him and France on the Behalf of Arthur the Son of 
G'effry Plantaginet the true Heir. 

I had fome Thoughts of placing an Abftraa of 
the Reigns of the Kings before each of his hiftory 
Plays, but confidering farther I found, that to 
make of it any ure, they wou'd take up much 
n1ore Room, than I cou'd by any Means allow; 
and the Princes being all Englifh., I find it might 
feem a little fuperftuous; fince that is what every 
Gentleman that is capable of reading this Poet 
is very well acquainted with. 

As for the Characters of this Hiftory, I think 
there are none of any Figure but the B~ftard and 
Conffance ; they indeed engage your Attention 
when e\'er they enter. There is Boldnefs, Cou
rage., felf-Affurance, Haughtinefs and Fidelity, 
in ~\\'hat ever l1e fays or does. But here is the 
M is fortune of all the Characters of Plays of this 
Nature, that th€y are direaed to no End, and 
therefore are of little Ufe, for the Manners can· 

not 
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not be neceffary, and by Confequence muft lofe 
more, than half their Beauty. The Violence, 
Grief, Rage, and Motherly Love and Defpair ot 
Conftance produce not one Incident, and are of no 
Manner ofUfe, whereas if there had been a juft De
fign, a tragic Imitation of fome one grave AB: ion of 
juft Exte~t, both thefe Chatacters being form'd 
by the Poet , muft have had their Manners 
direB:ed to that certain End, and the Pro
duttion of thefe Incidents, which muft beget that 
End. 

There are too many good Lines in this Play 
for. me to take Notice or point to them an._ 

On new Titles. 

For new made Honour doth forget Mens Name~; 
&t. 98tf· 

The Defcription which Chaffillion makes of the 
Engli.fh Army, that comes with King 1ohn, is very 
good and a hand fome Complement of a Patriot 
to his Country. You will find it 988 beginning 
thus ___ __.;..;,. His Marches are expedient to thzs 
Town, &c. But I muft not ornit King 
7ohn's firft Sp~ech to the French King, fince it 
was fo lately and fo happily apply'd to the prc ... 
fent Lewi; on the breaking off the Treaty of the 
Hague. 

(mit 
K. John. Ptace be to France if France in Peace ptr.;; 

Our jus1 and lineal Entrance to our ol'Vn; 
If not bleed France And Peace afcend to Heaver• 
Whilft we, God's wrAthful .Agent, do correct 
Their proud Contempt, that beau h;s Futce to Heat:en. 

y 2-
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l~he Scolding betwixtElino1· and Conflance is quite 

o·J t of Cln raft er, and indeed 'tis a difficult lV1at
ter to reprefen t a Quarrel betwixt two Women, 
without falling into fomething indecent for their 
Degree to fpcdk, as mofl: of what is faid in this 
Scene is. For what ever the Ladies of Stocks 
Market mi;ht do, Q!1eens and Princelfes can ne
ver be fl1ppos'd to talk to one another at that 
fJte. The Accounts which the French and Engl,Jh 
fferalds give of the Battle to the Town of Angiers 
h very well worded; and it had been better we 
had heard more of the Battles and feen lefs of 
t hofe ridiculous Reprefentations. The Citi1.ens 
Propofal of the Lady Blanch, &c. to the King's 
co ,J tJins many Lines worth reading and remark
ing from this Line -If lujly Love jhou'd go in 
.Q.:_te (f of Beauty, &c. P· 997. 

There is a confiderable Part of the fecond Aet 
lofl: of this Piece, it containing only two Pages, 
which are fo well adorn'd tvith the well drawn 
Paffion of Conftance, that we are oblig'd to For· 
tune tlut it is not loil: \Vith the reft. Her Paffion 
in the firfl: Scene of the third AB: is likewife juft 
and mafterly, and weU worthy our perufing with 
Care. 

The Topic of Interefr or Advantage is well 
h 1ndled in Falconbridges Speech p. 1001. beginning 
thus. -R-ounded in the Ea•, with that fame Pur· 
pofe-changer, that fly Devil, &c. 

Whatever Pandulph might realy have urg'd to 
make a Breach betwixt the King~, what Shakefpear 
makes him fpeak is pertettly the natural Refult of 
the Notions and biggotted Opinions of thofe 
Times. fee p. 1009. The Paffion of Conjfance in 
the third Scene of AB: 3· is extreamly touching, 
;ill10Dg the reft, this one Line is admirable, He 

talks 
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talks to me, that never had a Son. fee p. I 01 3· LJ.J 

IS, I6. 
The p1e3ding of Prince A •tiJIJr with f!ub~;-t, is 

very natural and moving allowi r.~ for two or 
thne Pia ying on Words which ft:cms not io pro
per for that place. fee Sce:te tft Ad: 4 p. 101~L 
I-iubert's Delcription ot the Peoples Confufion 0 .1 

the Prodigies is very well. Old /vfen and Beltl.un> 
1·n the Streets do Prophefy on it, &c. and K! n ~ John's 
Anger with Hubert in the next page is well drawn 
as the King's Madnefs is p. r O+). The Hearty 
EnglipJman appears fo well in the lafl: Sprcch of 
the Pl t y, that I mufl: point it out for fome of 
the G.;ntlemen of this Age to Study. 

Remarks on the Life and Death of Rich3rd II. 

Shake [pear has drawn Richard's Charatl:er actor~ 
ding to the be1t Accounts of Biftory., that is In
folent, Proud, and Thoughtlefs in Profperity, and 
full of the Notion, that he cou'd not any Way 
forfeit his Crown being the Lord's Anointed, the 
common Flattery by which King's are perverted 
into Tyrants. But tben Poor, Low., Dejecred 
Defpairing on the Appearance of Danger. In 
Difl:refs always defembiing Complyance in all 
things, but never fincere in Performance when the 
Danger is over. There are indeed, fe\'eral things, 
that look fomething \Vhimfical and Extra\r<Jgant 
which yet are agreeable to whJt Hiftory has fJid 
of his Actions and Temper, in w hi eh our Poet 
has ever obferv'd the Li.kenefs. 

The Topics are not many in this Piece, bnt 
there are feveral Speeches, w hi eh are worth re
p-larking asp. 1 o6o. that part of Bullinbrook.'s Speech 

Y $ which 
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which addreffes to his Father, and 1062. Mow
bueys on his Banifbment. 

The I_mpotence of mortal Power, ro64. 

Gaunt. But not a M :nute, King
1 

that thou can'ft 
(give 

Shorten my Days thou can'ft with fuddain Sorrow, 
And pluck Nights from me, but not ]end a Morrow. 
Thou can'it help Time to furrow me with Age, 
B:tt ftop no \Vrinklein this Pilgrimage. 
Thy Word is current with him for my Death, 
llut Dead thy Kingdont cannot buy my Breath. 

flis Speech in the fame page--, Things fweet to 
ta/le, &c, is pathetic. Richard,s Account of Bu/lin
brook's cajolincr the Mob. 1066. --How he did 
foem to dive in7o th,ir Hearts, &c. G~tunt's Speeches 
~o York and the King before he dies are very 
Moral and Good, fron p. 1067 top. 107r. And 
from York's Speech. I c68, we find that lta!y was 
then, or at leaft in de Poets Time, as much in 
Vogue with our Englijh Gallants ~s France has 
~een fince for Fajhionr, &c. And 1 odeed Harry 
~tev~f!s a French Man, who liv'd much about Shake
fpear~s Time, by this Complaint, that the more a 
French Man was Romaniz'd, or ltalianiz'd, the 
foon;r ~e Jhould be pro-noted by the Great Men, as 
pa-ving bejfow'd his Tinz well and as being a ~:-','m 
f}t for Emp/oym~nt. Ga'-Lnt's Praife of England ~btd, 
Is Nobl~ and Worth¥ fo great a Genius and fo 
great a ·Poet. He thought the Name of a T~ue 
bor?l EngltjlJ /Wan was fD far from Contempt, ltke 
fame of our Modern Scribler91, that he. makes 
Bullinbrook, comfort J1imfelf in his Bamfhment 
With the Thought of OCinp fo. !ark's Speeche~~~ 
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the King on his feizing Gaunt's Eft ate p. 1071 1 

1072. Dramatic enough. On Grief fee p. 1075. 
On Hope 1077. 

I will Defpair, and be at Enmity 
\Vith couzening Hope; he is a Flatterer, &c. 

Richard's Speeches AB: 3· Scene 2. p. 1 oS5 and 
to86. have in them fome few Lines very good: 
And in many of his Speeches you will find fame
thing of Paffion, that is .:Jot a m ifs. \V hat the 
Gardner fays p. 1096. 97· 98. is not only very 
Poetic;1l, but fuows that Shakefpear was well ac
quainted with that Art and perfeB: in the Terms. 
But the fineft thing in thi) Play is the Defcrip
tion, that the Duke of York makes of Bu!linbrook's 
and Richard's Entry into London, -Then as 1 
faid, The Duke great Bullinbrook., mounted upon a 
hot and fiery Steed, &c. This is worthy our Poets 
Study, that they may learn how to make beauti~ 
ful Defcriptions ot what is fitter to employ their 
Eloquence in Narrations, than to be expos'd to 
the Eye. The Scene bet\'\'een Bullingbrook, York, 
Aumerle, aQd the Ontchefs is well; but it feems 
a little too forc'd in York tD be fo earneft to have 
his only Son and Heir Hang'd when the King 
himfelf feems willing to pardon him. The Speech 
of the Dutchefs is very well beginning thus
Plueds he in Earneft loo~ upo~ his Face, &c. p. 1116 

The want of a regu\ar Defign brings in abun'! 
dance of unneceffary Charaa~rs, of no m~nner of 
Ufe or Beauty, as the Gro.ow ~n the fifth Acr of 
this Play. p. 11 19. 1 1 ~o. 

There are fome moral Re~Ct:ioQs in Richard's 
_peech i11 Pr~fon p. ~ 118. T~e (~me Chronides 

Y 4 un4 



344 RE M ARKs on the Plays ofShakefpear. 
and Hiftories quoted to the former will furnifh this 
King's Life. 

Remarks on the firfr and fecond Part of Henry IV. 

Tho' the Humour of Fal.ftaff be what is moft 
valu:1ble in both thefe Parts, yet that is far more 
~xcelJent in the firft, for Sir John is not near fo 
Diverting in the fecond Part. Hot(pur is the 
next in Goodnefs, but what wou'd have 
1hew'd much more had it been in a regular Tra
gedy, where the Manners had not only been ne
ceifary, but productive of Incidents Noble, and 
Charming. Glendour is fine for Comedy. As for 
the Speeches Refiet!ions, &c. I fha11 point out the 
beft. Hot [pur's Defcription of the finical Courtier 
is very good p. I I 34, &c. A.nd m oft of the Paf
ftonate Speeches of Hotfpur to p. 1 1 39· except 
that ridiculous Rant of leaping up to the 
Moon, and diving to th~ bottom of the Sea, &c. 
which is abfolute Madnefs. Falft~ffs Speeches 
when he Perfonates the King are very pleafant p. 
1 I 59· Worfler to Hotfpur p. 1 I 67 contains fome very 
judicious Reflections, and fo there are fome very 
P-olitic in the Speech of King Henry to his Sons 
1 I 7 I. and in an the Scene betwixt them. Sir R. 
f!"ernon's Speech the lower End of p. I 182. is very 
:pretty. Falftaffs Account of his Men is very plea
fant p. J I 84. What l have to add on this firft 
Part is only as to the CharaCter of Fatftajf, in 
~hich I thi11k my felf ~blig'd to juftify him in 
llis Choice. Speaking of t~is GharaB:er the ~u
~hor of his Life tells us, that he once call'd mm 
Sir 1ohn Old-caftie, but was oblig'd to alter that 
Name fome of the Family being then alive
~~~! don'~~ lmow (fays our Author) whether the .Ahu· 

- t 0~ 
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thor may not have been fomewhat to blame in his 
fecond Choice ;fince it is certttin, that Sir John Falftaff, 
who nMs a Knight of the Garter 1 and A Lieutenant Gene
ral, wa1 a Name of diffinguijh'd Merit in the Wars of 
France, in Hen. V. andHen.VIth's.times. But to lhew 
that Shakefpear is not in the leaft to blame in this 
Particular, we muft confider, t.hat tho,Hiftory makes 
this Sir 'John Fa!Jfajf a Man of Figure in the Army, 
and Knight of the Garter; yet that it is fo far from 
making him a Man of Ment there, that his Cowar
dice loft the Battle aud betray'd the brave ·Talbot, 
as Shakefpear himfelf gives Account to the King in 
Act v. Scene 1. p. 142 r. Part r. of Hen. V I. And fuch 
a Cowardice ought to ftigmatize any Charafrer to 
all Pofterity, to deter Men from the like. So that 
in this poetic Juftice I think Shakefpellr [o far from 
Blame, that he merits A pplaufe. 

The fecond Part begins with a Speech of Rumour, 
defcribing his own Nature from Experience and 
Fact. Vir~il in the fourth Book of his ~nei.r., and 
Ovid in his Metamorphofrs have defcrib'd the fame 
under the Name of Fame. The Reader therefore 
may compare the two Latin Bards witlr our En
glijh. You will find it in our Poet. p I 207., and 8. The 
Rage of Northumberland on the Death of 1-Jotfpur 
in fome of the I aft Lines is very well. 1 21 3. 

On Glory built on the Multitude. 
An Habitation giddy and unfure 
Has he, that buildeth on the vulgar Heart, 
Oh ! thou fond Many, &c. p. 1222. 

On the refflefs Cares ofKings and Sleep. 
How many thoufands of my pooreft Subjecrs 
Are at this Hour afieep ? Oh ! S.leep ! Oh gentle 
~a tu res foft Nurfe .' cJtc, p. 1241 (Sleep! 

J1Te..s1• 
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WeftmtJrlan£s Speech to the Arch-Bifhl')p of ror~, 

and the Rebels on Rebellirm is very good--
If that Rebe/li,m came like it [elf, &c. p. I 2 5 +· Falftttjf's 
Defence of drinkin~ is pleafant, p. r 26). King 
Henry's Advice to Clarence is worth obferving. pag. 
1266, &c. 

On Fortune, p. I 268. 

Will Fortune never come with both Hands full? 
But write her Fair Words ftill in fouleft Letters. &c. 

On a Crown p. I 270. 
Oh! polHh'd perturbation ! golden Care ! 
Then keepft the Ports of £lumber open wide, &e. 

On Gold, p. t27I. 

For this the foolifh over careful Fat'bers 
Have broke their Sleeps with Thought, &c. 

The Scene betwixt King Henry and his Son the 
Prince from p. 1 2 7 I. To the End of the fourth 
AB: is worthy reading: As is the Chief 1uftices 
Speech. p. I 280. 

For thefe two Plays confult the fame Engli{h 
Hiftories, which are already quoted. 

The Life of Henry V. 

The Prologue to this Play is as remarkable as 
any thing in Shake(pear, and is a Proof, that he 
was extremely fenfible of the Abfurdity, which 
then poffefs'd the Stage in bringing in whole 
Kingdoms, and Lives, and various Actions in one 
Piece ; for he appologizes for it, and d~fires the 
Audience to perfwade their Imaginations to help 

him 
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him out and promifes a Chorus to help their Ima
gination. 

For 'tis your Thoughts (fays he) that now mzUI decl: 
our Ki,.,gs, 

Carry them here ana there, 1umping o'er Times; 
Turning the Accom .t,_, 1Jments of many years 
Into an Hour-G la[s ; for the which /up ply 
.Admit me Chorus to this Hijlory. &~. 

He here and in the foregoing Lines expreffes 
how prepofrero·ts it feem'd to him and unnatural to 
huddle fo many AB:ions, fo many Places., and fo 
many Years into one Play, one Stage and two Hours. 
So that it is not to be doubted but ti)at he wou'd 
have ·given us far more noble Plays if he had 
had the good Fortune to have feen but any one 
r~gular Performance of this Nature. The Beauty 
of Order wou'd have ftruck him immediately., 
and at once have made him more correct, and 
more excellent ; and I do not at all doubt but 
that he wou'd have been the Sophocles of Eng!t:md, 
as he is now but little more, than the The(pis or at 
moft the u£[chylus. Tho' Tragedy in Greece was 
founded on Religion and came early under the Care 
pf the Magiftrate; yet by whr1t 1 can difcover, 
the Stage was as rude as ours till f/E{chylus gave 
jt Majefty. But in England it had no fuch advan
tagious Foundation, nor any fuch nourifhing Influ~ 
ence; yet Shale (pear by his own Genius brought 
it fo far as to leave it fome Beauties which have 
never fince been equal'd. 

The Character of Hen. V. given by the Bifhop of 
Canterbury p. I 2.96. is very noble. His Difcourfe of 
the Salique Law is a Proof, that Shakefpear was well 
~cquainte'd with the Hiftory of modern Times, and 

, that 
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that very Controverfy, which was an Argument of 
his Application to reading, and will not let me 
think, that having fome Foundation of Latin, he 
fhou'd totally neglect that. fee p. 1299. 

Obedience and Order p. 1302, I 203. 

Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The State of Man to divers Functions, &c. 

The fine Defcription of the State of the Bees is 
worth a careful Obfervation in this fame Speech. 
The King's Anfwer to the French Ambaffadours 
on the Dauphine's Prefent is not only fine, but 
fuews,that Shakefpettr underftood Tennis very well, 
and is perfect in the Terms of the Art, p. I 304, 
and 5· The Chorus is found to come in p. 1306. to 
fill up the Gap of Time and help the Imagination 
of the Audience with a Narration of what is not 
reprefented. In this Chorus are a few Lines of good 
Moral to the Englijh and therefore 1 tranfcribe 
them. 

0! England ! model to thy inward Greatnefs, 
Like little Body with a mighty Heart; 
\V hat mightft thou do, that Honour wou'd thee do 
Were all thy Children kind and natural, &c. 

King llenry Vth's Speech to Scroop, &c. p. 1313. 
from this Line- Oh! how haft thou with 'Jealoufv 
infeUed the Sweetnefs of Af!iance--- is very fine. The 
latter end of the Conftable of France~s Speech; and 
Part of the French King,s p. 1317. worth perufing 
as giving a noble Charat.l:er of two Englijh Kings, 
and Exeter's Anfwer to the French in the next 
P~ge, I 318. fhews the Spirit Q~ an &nglilb Noble-

, · man. 
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man, p. 1320. The Cho-rus is neceffitated to come 
in again to tell all that muft be fuppos'd to c:on
nea: the Reprefentation before to that, w hi eh fol
lows. King Henry's Encouragment of his Men, p. 
13 2 r. contains a great many fine Lines. Another 
Chorus begins the third Aet to help out the Lame
nefs of the Reprefentation, and I wonder when 
Shakefpear was fenfible of the Abfurdity of the 
bringing a Battle on the Stage he 1hou'd in fome 
Meafure do it notwithftanding. 

JtVhere for Pity we ]hall much Difgrace 
With four or five moft vile and ragged Foils 
(Right ill difyo.s' d in Brawl ridiculow) 
'rhe NAme of Agin Court, &·c. 

A King but a Man, p. 1341. 

King- I think thq King is but a Man as I 
am. The Violet fmells to him as do's to me, &c.
Tho' the Difcourfes of the King to Williams, &c. 
are very good, and fun of Reafon and Morality, 
yet contain they nothing dramatic, and are in
deed fitter for a Philofopher, than a King, fee 
1342, and 3· 

On a King and Greatnefs., 

Upon the King, &c. 
Oh! hard Condition twin-born with Greatnefs 
SubjeCt to the Breath of every Fool, &c. p. 1344· 

Of Ceremony. p. I 345· 

And what art thou thou Idol Ceremony. &r;. 

See 
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See Grandprees Defcription of the low Condition 

of the Englifh Army, p. 1347, and 8. 
What I have already faid of Shakefpear's being 

fenfible of.:the Defea of thefe Hiftorical Repre
fentations is confirm'd plainly in the Choru.t of the 
fifth Act. p. 1363. 

I humbly pr~y them to tfdmit excu{e . · 
Of Time, of Numbers, and due Courfe of things, 
Which can'not in their huge and proper Life 
Be l1ere prefented, &c. 

He fhows how fenfihle he is of this in the lhort 
Chorus that Ends this Play, faying, 

Thus far with rough and all unabled Pen 
Our bending AuthfJr bath purfued the Story 
In little Room confining mighty Men; 
Mangling by Starts the full Cour{e of their Glory.' 

And indeed all that can be done in thefe C~s~ 
is only a ColleCl:ion of fo many Themes of differ~ 
ent SubjeCts. As in Bu't-gundy's Speech p. 1367. 
The Defcription of Peace and its Advantages. 

The Character of Fluellen is extreamly comica:l, 
and yet fo very happily touch'd, that at the fame 
time when he makes us laugh he makes us value 
his Character~ The Scene of Love betwixt Henry 
V. and Catharine is extravagantly filly and unn~
tural; for why he fhou'd not allow her to fpeak 1n 
Englifh as well as all the other French I cannot ima-. 
gine fince it adds no Beauty but gives a patch'd 
and pye-bald Dialogue of no Beauty or Force. 

The 
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The firft and fecond Part of Hen~y VI. 

Tl1e Scene betw"xt Talbot and the Countefs of 
Auvergne contains fomething pretty enough p. 1399 
&c. In the Bi op of Winchefter he has perfectly 
drawn a haughty proud Church Man, that prefers 
his ow ition all things Divine and Hu
m a ! • And in the King a weak tho' pious Prince; 
and indeed a11 the Parts Jhew the Confufion of 
a Govern men under fuch a Prince. The Speech 
of the Puce/le to the Duke of Burgundy is very 
fine, and Artful. Talbot's Perfuafion of his Son 
to leave the Field, and fecure in himfelf the Hopes 
of the Family, and his Retufal to leave his Fa
tner is very pathetic p; 1430. The Scene be
tween Suffolk, and Quee Marg~tret is ful1 of natu• 
ral Paffio 1, and contains many fine Lines p. t 501. 
2, 3, and 4· The Praife of Engl~tnd in the Lord 
Says Speech to 1ack Cade is good, p. 1 5 I 8. 

On War, 1532. 

---Oh! War ! thou Son of HelJ, 
Whom angry Heavens do make their Minifters, &-c. 

The frequent and calm Debates in Council., in 
many of thefe Hiftorical Pieces have nothing Dra
matic in them, as in the firft Part of Hen. vi. 

Remarks on th~ third Part of Henry VI. 

·An that Scene from 1 5 50 to 15 54 is fhocki n.g 
and unworthy the Character of Noblemen and 
Soldiery to infult a Prince when ia their Power;. 
and tho' we all~w fuch a thing might have been 

done· 
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done in Faa, yet that is not fufficient to bring 
it on the Stage, where Verifimilitute prevails, 
whereas Truth, that is Matter of Fact is fometimes 
fa far from Probality, that a Man wou'd fcarce 
think it poffible. York's Paffion is juft. Richttrd's Simile, 
where he compares his Father's fighting to a Lion 
in a Herd of Neat, &c. p. I)))· is very good. 
There are feveral Lines of Clifford's Speech p. 156~. 
very good. All thefe Skirmifhes, and Battles are 
ridiculous on the Stage, as Shake(pear himfelf has 
faid in his Chorus before quoted, and yet he has 
fcarce a Play without a great deal of Drums, and 
Trumpets, &c. How e'er I think four or five 
B1ttles in this Play. In that 1 )66. he has taken 
Occafion to introduce King Henry VI. bemoaning 
the 1\tlifery of Civil War, and what he fays on this 
Head is very well ; and the Son bringing in his 
Father, whom he had kill'd in the Battle not 
knowin~ bim, and the Father his Son gives him 
greater Occafion of moralizing to p. 1569. The 
fame Faults of infulting the Vanquilh'd and ev'n 
the Slain in page, 1 57 r. 

The Mobb . 

. Look as I blow t'his Feather from my Face 
And as the Air blows it to me again, &c. P· I575· 

The long Soliloquy of Richard from p. 1578 
to I)8o. is highly unnatural; for as the Duke of 
Buckingham juftly has obferv'd they ought to be 
few, and fbort. Nor wou'd this, which is fo fre· 
·quent in our Poet be born from the beft Hand, that 
cou'd now arife; but there is always by the Ma· 

' ny biggotted Deference paid to our Predeffors; and 
Years· add Authority to a Name. Our young Poets, 

Jhou'd 
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fbou'd never imitate our Shake(pea)" in this; for 
tho' a Man may be fuppos'd to fprak a few Words 
to himfelf in the Vehemence of a Paffion, as it do's 
happen in Nature, of which the Drama is in all 
its Parts an Imitation; yet to have near fourfcore 
Lines of calm RefleCtions, nay Narrations to my 
felf, by which the Hearer fhou'd difcover my 
Thoughts and my Perfon, as here, and before \\hen 
Henry VI. is difcovet'd and taken, is unpardonable, 
becaufe againft Nature, and by Conftquence not 
at all according to Art. There are fevrral good 
Lines in this Speech of Richard but ill brought in. 
The Inftances which Shakefpear makes him give of 
Neffor, Vlyjfes, and Sinon are a Proof ftill of 
his Knowledge at leaft in Ovid., ann fome other 
of the Latin Clajfics, the ill Omens given by Henry 
VI. of Richard's Death are Poetical enough p. 161 4· 

Remarks on the Life and Death of Richard III. and 
Henry VIII. 

The firft of thefe Plays brgin~ with a long So
liloquy of Richard's of forty or fifty (j nes to let 
the Audience know what Contrivances he had 
made for the Deftruc'tion of Clarenre, and wh:.1t a 
Villain he intended to be. But Fichard as he is bere 
drawn is not a fit CharaCter for the Stage, being 
1hocking in an he does; and we think (notwith
ftanding the bridling fo much time into two Hours) 
that Providence is too flow and tno mild in bis 
Punifhment. The Antients h3Vt:: indeed introduc'd, 
an Atreus and Thyejlts, a Medea, &c. but the Cru
elties committed by them have brrn the fudddin 
Effetl:of Anger and Revenge., but Ri~ hard i" a lalm 
Villain; and does his Murders deliberately, wadi 1~ 

Z hrough 
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through a Sea of his neareft Relations Blood to 
the Crown. 

The fecond Scene, betwixt the Lady Anne, and 
Richard is ad mira hly written ; and tho' we can
not entirely agree with her in her yielding to the 
Murderer of her Husband, and Father in-Law, yet 
we allow that the Poet has made her fpeak a\1 
that the SubjeB:: and Occauon wou'd allow. See 
from p. 1624 to 1630. Clarences Dream p. 1640 
and 41 is poetical and natural. 

Con(cience. 

2 Vi1. I wi\1 not meddle with it it makes a 
Man a Coward, &c. p. 1693. Edward's Speech p. 
16 50 is pathetick enough. And the Queen's Paf
fion on King Edward's Death is juft and natural. 
p. 1652. 3· &c. 

On the momenta~y Grace and Fttvour of Men. 

0! momer.Jtiry Grace of mortal Men! 
Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of God, 

&c. p. 1670. 
Ruckmgham's Account of his Negotiating with 

the Citizens is well enough, p. 1674· 5· 

On Ulords in Grief. 

Vindy Attorneys to their Clients woes ; 
Airy fucceeders of intefi:ine Joys, c---c. p. 1691. 

4rz:ainft Confcience. 

For Confcience is a \Vord that Cowards ufe 
Devis'd at firfl: to keep the ~trong in Aw. &c. p 171 3· 

The 
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The Prologue to Hen. VIII. fhows that Sha~efpear 

thought more juftly of the Stage, than he perform'd; 
perhaps in mcer Compl~ance with what then pleas'd 
the Audience never confidering, that his Autho
rity wou'd have refin'd their Taftes. After having 
told us, that this Play wou'd move Pity, contain'd 
Truth, and was not deftitute of Show ; he goes on. 

---Only they 
ThAt cAme here to hear "' merry Bawdy Play 
A Noife of Targets ; or to foe a FeHoro 
In a long Motley Coat guArded with yelloro 
Will be a1ceiv'd: For gentle Hearers know 
To r11nll our thofen Truths with (uch a fhow 
As Fool and Fight is, befwles forfeiting 
Our own Brains, 11nd the Opinion, that we bring 
Tlutt makes that only true we now intend, 
Will leave us never an Underftanding Friend. 

And indeed the Managers of our Stage have 
been all along affraid of reforming the Stage left 

• they fhou'd run any Hazard of a Bad Audience, 
by giving them fomething mor~ noble, than they 
had known. And this has fupported Barbarifm 
and Bawdy fo long, where Art and true Wit fhou'd 
refide. 

On FAjhionJ, p. 1734· )• 

_......_ ....... New Cuftoms 
Tho' they be never fo ridiculous 
Nay let them be unmanly yet are follow'd, eft; 

What L011tl fays p. 17 36. will hold good of the 
Ladies of our Times-.A Frrnch Song, 11nd " FjJ/e 
hAs nQ FtOow. Now indeed ItAlian has got the 
ftar' of che MonfirNr, but much of the fame Excel-

. 2 2. lenc 
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lence· Shakefpear in all Probability wrote this Play 
to Compliment Q.1een Eliz.abeth; at leaft 'tis 
plain that he has taken every Opportunity of the 
Story to infert her Praifes. as p· t7)2· the Lord 
Chamberlain, having bro1;1ght Ann Bu/len news of 
her being made Marchitmefr of Pembroke, fays
J have perus'd her well, Beauty and Honour in her ~re 
fo mingled, that they have caught the King. .And who 
knows yet, but from this Lady may proceed A Gem, to 
lighten all this ljle! The fame is again hinte4. p. I 767. 
which is compleated by the Prophecy of Archbifltop 
Cranmer, which concludes the Play. tSos. 6. to 
which he there adds a praife of c:fames the firft, as 
the Effect, and Reward of her Merits. 

Queen Catharine's Speeches. p· 1754• S· 6· and 7· 
are good for they are the Natural refult of the 
Manners and Sentiments, as all that fbe fays to 
Campeius and Wolfey in the third Aet P· 1761• 2• 3• 4· 
is very pathctique, and agreeable to a Lady of her 
Spirit in her Condition· Norfolk's defcription of 
the Cardinals difcompofure p. 1769. is good. The 
Scene betwixt Norfolk, Surrey, and Wolfoy p. 1773• • 
4· 5· and 6. is dramatic, and that which follows be· 
twixt Cromwel and Wolfey very moving. 

The State ()f M11n. 

This is the State of Man ; to Day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes; to Morrow Bloffoms, 
And wears his bluflting Honours thick upon him. 
The third day comes a Froft, a · killing Froft; · 
And when he thinks good eafy Man~ ·rau furely 
His Greatnefs is a ripning, nips his Root 
And then h~ falls a5· I do &t. p~ 1776. . 

'.Ambiti~n .. · 
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Ambition. 

Cromwell I charge thee fling away Ambition 
By that Sin fell the Angels ; how can Man then 
The Image of his Maker hope to win by't. &c. 

1779· 

The two different Charafrers of Wolfey by Ql1een 
C~tharine and Griffith are worth perufing. I 785. 

This concludes the Englilh Hiftorical phys tho' 
the reft are indeed little better, yet they generally 
are within a narrower Compafs of Time, and take 
in fewer AB:ions. Tho' whea they exceed the 
Unities I fee no Reafon why they, may not as well, 
and with as good Reafon ftretch the Time to 
~ooo Years, and the Actions to all the Nation's 
and People of the Univerfe and as there has been 
a Puppet Show of the Creation of the World, fo 
there may be a Play call'd the Hiftory of the 
World. 

R E M A R K s upon his Tragedies. 

The Argument ofTroilus and Creffida· 

Troy having been long befieg'd, Aclu/les is by 
Polyxena kept: from the Field, for he was in Love 
with h~r~ Anthenor is taken Prifoner, and in Ex· 
change for him Creffida Daughter to Colchas is 
given to Diomede by the Trojans. 7roilus, that is 
in Love with her, and firft poffefs'd of her by the 
Care of Pand~Jrus her Uncle parts with her not 
without the utmoft Reludance having vow'd Con
ftancy to each other. Hector being to fight Ajt~:\." 
during the Truce Troilus goes with him, and after 

z ~ th~ 
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the Fight gets Vlyf{es to go privately with him 
to the Tent of Calchar, where he difcovers her 
FaUhood to him and Love to Diomtde. The 
Truce Ending, the Battle is renew'd, and PAtrocluJ 
being kill'd Achilles comes out and kil1s Heflor, and 
Troilus and Dit~mede both fighting after in vain, the 
play Ends with the Death of HeEfor by Achillu 
and his Myrmidons. 

This Play is alter'd by Mr. Dtytlen and, tho' 
clear'd of fome Errors, is far from a Play even ac
cording to the Rules laid down by Mr. Drytlett 
before this very Play, as he indeed Confeffes; but 
to alter a play and leave the fundamental Error's 
of Plot and Manners is a very Whimfical under
taking. Shttkefpear is to be Ex:cus'd in his falfi· 
fying the CharaB:er of Achilles, making him and 
.Ajax perfea Idiots, tho' fometimes .AchiRes talks 
like a nice Reafoner, as with Vlyf{ts p. t86t. fQ 
making the Manners unequal as well as unlike ; I fay 
Shakefpear is excufable in this becaufe he follow'd 
Lollius, or rather Ch~eucers Tranfiation of him. 
But Mr Dryden who had Homer to guide him 
right in this particular, is unpardonable. Thus 
.Achilles is made to abfent himfelf from the Field 
for the fake of Polyxena whereas the receiv'd Story 
is, that it was upon the Quarrel betwixt Agamemnon 
and him for taking away Brifeu. But I know not 
on what Account both the Poets feem fonder of 
the Barbarians, than the Greeks, Arbitrary Power, 
than Liberty, Ignorance than Learning. I know 
not but it may be that the Reafon that gave 
Yirgil the Trojan for his Hero, is that which has 
made our Bards fo indulgent to the fame Side, 
vir.., a Notion, that the Trojans were the Source of 
our two Nations, tho' with much lefs Reafon and 
probability on our fide, than in that of the Rumtfns. 

I 
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I wonder Mr. Dryden continued the Error 

of Shakefpear in making Creffida a \Vhore. Her 
·charaCter is too fc.~ndalous to draw our Pity ; and 
therefore he fhou 'd have made her virtuous, and 
not of blafi:ed Hononr. Yet it mufi: be acknow
ledg'd, that Mr. Dryden has corrected the Di{tion, 
and added a conuderable Beauty in that Scene, 
betwixt Hector and Troilus upon the Surrender of 
Creffida, with whom he feems to part in the O
riginal with too fmall Reluctance. Mr. Dryden him
felf tcTis us, that he took the Hint ofth1t Scene 
from that in Euripides between Agamemnon and 
Menelaus, which I fhall give the Reader in my 
Remarks on 1ulius Cte(ar, that he may compare it 
with that of Shakefpear, and this of l'vtr. Dryden, 
from whom I muft a little dilfent in the Occafion; 
for the Ground of the Quarrel in the Greek is · 
fl:ronger, thiln either Mr Dryden's or Shakefpear's. 
For the Glory and Honour of Greece depends on 
that of Euripidts, but I can't find the Liberty of 
Rome much interefted on that of Brutus and Caf
(ius. But more of this when I come to that Play. 

I am fomething of Mr. Dryden's IVlind, that this 
was one of his earlieft Plays, both for the Man
ners and Ditlion, which are both more faulty 
than ufually in any of his latet: Tragedies. There 
are, notwithftanding wh:n I have faid, a great ma
ny fine Lines in this Peice worth the Remark
ing as the very firft Lines. Call here my Varlet, I'D 
unarm again. 

Why fhould 1 War without the J~V.dls ofTroy, 
?"hat find fuch cruel Bllt tie here· n tthin. 
Each Trojan, that is Mafter ofhis Heart 
Let him to Field Troilus 14las! has none, &c. 
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The fcvcral Paufes, &c. in the following Lines. 
(ibid.) 

TY"oi. The Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their 
(Strength 

Fierce to their Skill and to their Fircenefs valiant, 
But I am weaker, than a Woman's Tear, 
Tamer than Sleep, fonder, than Ignorance, 
Lefs valiant, than a Virgin in the Night, 
And Skilllefs as unprattic'd Infancy. 

That Women are beft when they are courted 
and not won. fee p. I 82~. The Effett . of Grum
blers, or Contemners of the fupream Rule or Go
vernour. p. 1826. 7· Two lhort but . paffionate 
Speeches of Troilu.r p. 1853, and 54-The firft be
gins 0 ! Pandarus I jhtlk about her Door, &c. 
the fecond-Even fuch a Paffion doth embrace my 
Bofom, &c. 

Pride cures Pride. 

-Pride has no other Glafs 
To fhow it ~elf but Pride. For fupple Knees 
feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees. 

t86o. 

F~ln Greatnefs. 

'Tis certain Greatnefs once fal'n out with Fortune 
Muft fall out witp M~H ~oo, &c, p. 1861. 

Gr~at AC!ions forgot unlefs continued. 

Time has, my Lord, a Wallet at his Back 
Wherein he puts Alms for Obli-uiqn, &c. x862,and 3· 

:rhe 
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The Difcovery of her Departure to her by 

~roilus is as finely exprefs'd, I love thte with fo 
ftrange A Purity, &c. p. 187 5 The Cautions he 
gives her againft the Gre&ian Youth are not a
mifs. 

The Grecian Youths are full of fubtle Qlali
ties, &c. Vlyj{es gives a very good Defcription of 
a lacivious Woman. p. 1878 

There's Language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip. &c. 

And his Character of Troilus p. 1879. is not lefs 
lively and beautiful.-Not yet mature yet match
lefs, &c. 

The Argument of Coriolanus. 

Caius MArtins going to the \Vars againft the 
Yolfci~tns takes Coriolus, and beats Tu!lus Aufidius, 
and has the Glory of the War attributed to him 
by the Conful. On this he is to fue for the 
Confullhip, which he difdains a great while, but 
at laft fubmitting he does it aukerdl y, and al
moft burfting with Difdain and Pride. This makes 
him lofe the Confulfhip, and, on the Tribunes of 
the Peoples Words with him, rails fo at the Corn .. 
mons and the Tribunes that he is accus'd as a 
Traytor, and at laft Banifh'd. He goes over to 
the Volfcians and heads their Forces againft Rome 
not yet prepar'd to receive him; Cominius firft and 
Menenius next go to intreat him, but he proves 
inexorable till his Mother, Wife Son, Valeria, &c. 
prevail, and he makes Peace betwixt the Romans, 
and Volfcians. .Au.fidius on his return to Antium 
accufes him of Treafon, and with the Confpira
~ors fta bs and kills him. 

'fhe 
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The Character of Martius is truely Dramatic 

for his Manners are not only equal but neceffary 
to his Misfortunes. His Pride and Rafhnefs are 
what Hiftory gives him but his Modefty, and 
Averlion to Praife I cannot find in Plut~trch, who 
makes him very well fatisfy'd with the Praife gi
ven by Cominius. And indeed it feems fomething 
oppofite to his Pride, which both in the Play and 
Hiftory was fo fignal in him. Our Poet feems 
fond to lay the Blame on the People, and every 
where is reprefenting the lnconftancy of the Peo
ple, but this is contrary to Truth ; for the People 
have never difcover'd that Chaageablenefs which 
Princes have done. And Plutarch in the Life of 
Pyrrhus feems fenfible of this when he fays
Thus Kings have no Reafon to Condemn the People 
for changing for their lnter~ft, who in th4t do but imi
tate them, as the great Teachers of U nfaithfulnefs 
and Treachery, holding him the Braveft, who makes 
the leaP Accourrt of being an honeft Man. And any 
one that will look over the Roman Hiftory will find 
fuch lnconftancy, and fuch a perpetual Changeable
nefs in the Emperors, as cannot be parallel'd in the 
People of any Time or Country. What the Greeks or 
Ro,;nanJ have ever done againft any of their fortunate 
or great Generals, is eafily vindicated from a guilty 
Inconftancy, and Ingratitude. For the fault basal
ways been in the great Men, who fwel1ing in the 
Pride of their Succefs, have thought in deference to 
that, that they might .and ought to do whatever 
they pleas'd; and fo often attempted the Ruin of 
that Liberty themfelves, for the Prefervation of 
which their warlike A8ions were only valuable. 
And io it was their changing their Manners, and 
not the People, that produc'd their Misfortunes; 
they lov'd them for Defending their Country and 

Liberties, 
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Liberties, but by the fame Principle muft hate 
them when they faught by their Ambition and 
Pride to fubvert them, and this by a Conftancy 
not variablenefs of Principle or Temper. 

This is plain in the very Story of this Play for 
their Anger was juft againft CoriolanuJ, who thought 
fo well of his own Actions as to believe, that ev'n 
the Rights, Cuftoms, and Priviledges of his Country 
were his due for his Valour and Succefs. His tur
ning a Traytor to his Country on his Difgrace 
is a Proof of his Principle. Camillus on the con
trary banifh'd on far lefs Occafion or Ground, 
brought his Country in Diftrefs Relief againft the 
Gauls fo far was he ft om joining them. 

This Contempt of the People often proceeds 
from an over Value of our fdves, and that not 
for our fuperiour Knowledge, Virtue, Wifdom, 6-c. 
hut for the good Fortune of our Birth, which is 
a Trifle no farther valuable in Truth, than it is 
join'd to Courage, Wifdom or Honour ; yet what, 
when blindly valu'd by the Poffeffor, fets afide all 
Thoughts and endeavour to obtain thofe nobler 
Advantages. 

Our EnglHh Poets indeed to flater Arbitrary 
Power have too often imitated Sh(lkefpear in this 
Particular, and prepofteroufiy brought the Mob 
on the Stage contrary to the Majefi.y of Tra
gedy, and the Tr•th of the Fat!. Sh11kefpear 
has here reprefented, as in 1ulius C£jar, the Com
mons of Rome, as if they were the Rabble of an 
lrijh Village, as fenfelefs, ignorant, fil1y and coward
ly, not remembring, that the Citizens of Rome 
were ~be Soldiers of the Common-wealth, by 
whom they Conquer'd the World ; and who iR 
'Julius Ctt{Ar's time were at leaft, as Polite, as our 
Citizens of LondQn; and yet if he had but con-

fulte4 
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{i)lted them, he wou'd have found it a difficult 

Matter to have pick'd out fuch ignorant unlick'd 

Cubbs to have fill'd up his Rout. 
It is no hard Matter to prove, that the People 

were never in the Wrong, but once, and then 

they were byafs'd by the Prieft to choofe Bara

bttJ and cry out Crucify. 
I have not room here to examine this Point 

with that Clearnefs, that I might ; nor is it fo much 

to our prefent Purpofe; and yet I prefume the 

Digreffion is not fo foreign to the Matter as to 
deferve a judicious Cenfure. 

The Charatl:er of Martius is generaly preferv'd 

and that Love of their Country, which is almoft 

p.1culiar to Rome and Greece fuown in the princi

pal Perfons. The Scene of the' Mother, Wife, 

and Valeria, is moving and noble there are a 

great many fine Lines in this Play, tho' the Ex
preffion or Diction is fometimes obfcure and puffy. 

That of r Citiz... p. 190S. is very juft on all proud 

Men. 
-And cou'd be content to give him good Re .. 

port for't but that he pays him{elf with being proud. 

The Fable that Menenius tells the People, tho' in 

Hiftory is very well brought in here and exprefs'd 

p. 1909 and 10. 

Honour ill Founded upon the People, 

He that depends upon your·Favonrs, Swims with 
Fins of Lead, &c. p. t 912. you may look in the 

beginning of this Speech in the foregoing Page. 

The noble Spirit of Volumnia is well exprefs'd in 

her Speech, p. 1916. and in all that Scene top. 1919 

where the Charaeter is admirably diftinguifh'd 
from 
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from VirgiliA and Valeria. The Speech of Grio/a.:. 
nus to the Soldiers. p. J 924 is good. 

-----If any fuch be here 
(As it were Sin to doubt) that love this Painting, &c. 

The Difcourfe betwixt the two Officers in the 
Capitol. p. 1937· is worth reading on the Head 
of Popularity. 

.Agair!ft Cuflom. 

Cuftom calls me to it, &c. p. 1 944· 

In the Scene betwixt the Tribunes and Martius 
p. 1950, s 1, 52. The haughty Pride, and infolent 
and virulent Temper of Coriolanus is jufily painted 

Menenius is drawn an old humorous Senator, 
and indeed he talks like one. p. 19 ~6 in Defence 
of the Pride and Outrage of his Friend. And the 
next page, when he asks what he has done againft 
Rome, &c. when it is plain he was againft the 
Rights of the Commons, as effential to the Govern
ment as the Nobles, perhaps more if that State be 
thoroughly confider'd. Volumni11.s Speech to her 
Son p. 1960. is not amifs. And that of Coriolamu 
p. 1961. and 2. is well Exprefs'd- Aw11y my 
Difpojition and po./[efs me fame Harlots Spirit, &c. 
the Thoughts are not only pretty but very natural 
to his Pride on this Occafion. ' 

On the Turns of the Wodd. 

Oh! World thy fiippery Turns! Friends now f~ft
(fw·orn 

Whofe double Bofoms fee Ill to wear one Heart, &·c. 
P· 1972. 

For 
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For the Life and Character of this Man you may 

read Plutarchs, LivtJ, and Dyon : Hallicarn. -

The Argument of Titus .Andronicus • 
... 

On the Death of fome Emperor liis Sons Sa
turninus and Baffianus ft<tnd Canditates for the Em
pire. But Titus .Andronicus returning from the 
Wars againrt the Goths in Triumph brings 
Tamora Queen of the Goths, Chiron, Demetri• 
us, and .Alarbus her Sons, &c. He gives the 

, Empire to Saturnine the Eldeft', and Lavinia 
for his Wife, as well as ,all his Prifoners for 
a Gift Baffianus feizes Lavinia as his Spoufe, 
and bears her ofF. Tit us kills his Son Mutius 
for ftopping him in the Purfuit of her. The 
Emperour falling in love with 'ramora marries her, 
and Bajfianus Lavinia. But Chiton and DemetriUI 
being both i_n Love with her quarrel who fhall 
have her, till'.Aaron a Negro Favourite of the 
Emprefs, reconciles them, ad vifes them to mur· 
der her Husband in the Chafe, and ravifh her 
by Turns, cutting off her Hands and Tongue; 
to which the Mother agrees, refolv'd to ruin 
the whole Family in Revenge of her Son .Alar• 
bu/s Death by the Andronici at their Brother's 
Tom b. They execute their Defign, and having 
thrown the Body of Baffianus into a Pit A~tron 
trains two of Titus's Sons to the Place, where 
they falling in the Emperour is brought to find 
them, and fo · the Murther by a Letter, &c. be
ing put on them they are order'd to be try'd 
are condemn'd and put to Death for the Mur• 
ther. Lavinia in the mean while is found in that 
Condition by her Uncle Marcus, carry'd home and 
by the help of Ovid's Metamorphofis and an ArroW' 

writin~ 
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writing in Sand difcovers her Husbands Murtherers 
and her Ravifhers. Aaron before the Death of 
the Brothers comes to Titus and gets his Hand to 
redeem his Sons Life, and has their Heads brought' 
to him foon after. Lucius the only forviving Son 
is Banifh'd for endeavouring to refcue his Brothers, 
he goes to the Goths and brings them againft Rome 
to revenge the Wrongs of his Houfe, having ta
ken the Moor in his March with his black Bafrard 
which he had by the Emprefs, to fave whofe Life 
he difcovers all the Villanie! done by them. "The 
News of the Approach of the Goths with Lucizu 
at their Head, Tamora undertakes to wheedle old 
Titus to pacify his Son, &c. fo diguifing her felf 
like Revenge, and her two Sons like Murder and 
Rapt fh goes to h1m; he knows them, and complies 
fo far, that he will fend for Lucius provided fhe 
and the Emperor meet him at his Houfe, and he 
ftops Chiron and Demetrius, kills them and bakes 
them in a Pye f which the Mother Eats, then 
Titus kills his Danghter Lavinia, upon the Emper
ors faying, that Virginius did wel1 in doing fo, then 
he ftabs the Emprefs, and the Emperor him, and 
Lucius the Emperor; and having declar'd all the 
Matter to the People he is chofen Emperor the 
Moor condernn'd to be Bury'd alive, and fo the 
bloody Butchering Play ondudes. 

As this Play is not fou ded in any one Particular, 
on the Rom11n Hiftory tho' palm'd upon Rome, fo the 
whole is fo very fhockinR, that if there be any Beau
ties in the Dittion I cou'd not find them, or at leaft 
they arevery fai .nt and very few. I can eafily believe 
what has been faid, that this is none of Shakefpear's 
Play that he only introdnc'd it and gave it fome few 
Touches. Such Devils incarnate are not fit for 
the Drama the Moor defcribes himfelf a Degree 

more 
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more abandon'd than the Dtvil himfelf, and Tamora 
when Lavinia is feiz'd, and Baffianus kill'd fhows 
her felf not much better. This is fo contrary to 
Nature and Art, that all the Crimes are monftrouflJ 
beyond the very Name of Scandalous. Well 
might Rapine throw the Inhmy of Barb~rity upon 
us, as a People divided from the reft of the World 
and wanting that Politenef; and Civility, becaufe 
we lov'd Blood in our Re:reations. But I think 
this only the Fault. of the Poets, who have been 
too ignorant or to cowa~dly to venture on a: 
Reformation of an Abufe, which prevail'd thro' 
the Miftake of the firft A.tempts this Way, fup .. 
pofi ng that Tragedy mdt be fornething very 
barbarous and cruel ; and this falfe Notion has 
ever fince fill'd the Scene vith inhuman Villanies 
that onght to be teen no where but at Tyburn, 
nay worf~, than ever fuffe r'd in this ClimateJ which 
brings forth Men too br-ave to be guilty of fuch 
lnhumanities, and canno: therefore be pleas'd 
with them in the Reprefertation; at leaft wou'd 
be much better pleas'd wim the contrary Practice 
according to the Ancients. 

The Argument of lomeo and 'Juliet. 

The il~ontagues and Capdets two eminent Fami· 
lies of Verona being at nortal Odds, Romeo the 
Son and Heir of Mont~gws falls in Love with · 
1uliet the H eirefs of the Capulet' s, at a Mask, 
and fhe with him. They agree, and are marry'd 
privately at Fryar Laurerr:e's Cell. After which 
Tybalt, a hot fiery Caput~ meets Romeo in the 
Street and wou'd needs ~uarrel with him, but 
Romeo in Regard of his laving juft marry'd his 
Cou~n took all fo patiextly; that Mercutio the 

Prince 
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Prince of Verona's Rt:ation cou'd not bear 1yb~tlt'S 
Infolence, fo fighting him is kill'd, and Romeo on 
this, Tybalt returning, fghts and kills him, and makes 
his Efcape to the Fry1r's Cell. The Prince hear
ing the Cafe from lenvolio, condems Romeo td 
Banifhment on Pain of Death; fo having paft the 
Night with his Wife, by the Help of a Ladder of 
Cords, he goes to ll!antua, the Fryar having a~ 
greed to fend him News perpetual1y of his \i\'ife. 
But Count Paris hav;ng been in Love with 1u;. 
liet, preffes her Fataer to ma:rry her ont of 
Hand, and obtains lis Suit. She to prevent it 
takes a Potion, that hou'd make her feem dead, 
and fo Ihe was bury'G in the Monument of the 
Family. Romeo hearirg of her Death buys Poifon'; 
and comes by Night 10 Verona, and going to her 
Monument to take i: and die there with her, 
finds Count Paris wh<J forces him to fight; and 
is kill'd by him, but then Rome(} enters the Mo..: 
nument, takes his Poifon and dies ; the Fryar 
comes and Juliet awakes, finds Romeo dead and 
fo ftabs her felf and ~ies. The Prince and both 
the Fathers being c~>me the Fryar and Romeo's 
Man and P~ris's Page nake a full Difcovery of the 
whole, fo the two Fa1hers are reconcil'd and re..: 
folve to fet up Statues to them both. 

Tho' this Play have tlO lefs, than five or fix Mur..:
thers, yet they are ocrhing akin to thofe of the 
foregoing Piece, thefe, for the moft Part, are the 
Effect of Heat and PaTion, and by Way of Duels; 
which Cuftom has give1 a fort of Reput· tion to., as 
being upon the Square If therefore they arc faultys 
th~y yet are of that Nature, that we pity, becaufe e;. 
very Gentleman is liable to fall into~ that by the Ne.: 
ceillty of Cuftom. Tho'this Fable is far from Drama--= 

Aa tic 
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tic Perfea.ion, yet it undeniably raifes Compaffion 
in the later Scenes. 

There are in it many Beauties of the Manners 
and Sentiments, and Diction. The Charatl:er of 
Mercutio is pleafant and uniform; that of Tyb~tlt 
always equal; as indeed they all are; the Nurfe is 
a true Comic Characrer, tho' fome of our Chit-ch;zt 
Poets wou'd look on it as Farce or low Corne
d y. In Benvolio'; Account of Romeo to his Father 
and Mother,are many fine, numerous and founding 
Lines. p. 2078, &,. 

Love. 

Love is a Smoke made of the Fume of Sighs ; 
Being purg'd, a Fire, fparkling in Lovers Eyes 
Being vext a Sea, nourifh'd with loving Tears ; 
What is it elfe? A Madnefs moft defcreet, 
A choaking Gall, and a preferving Sweet • 

. To point to particular Lines wou'd be endlefs 
-as this p. 2084. When the devout Religion of 
my Eye, &c. for there often comes a fine found· 
ing Verfe well exprefs'd in the mid'fi: of others 
of little or no Beauty. Mercutio's Harangue on 
Dreams, p. 2088. is extreamly pleafant, and 
whimfical, the later End very good Satire. 

Of Dreams. 

-True I talk of Dreams 
Which a. re the Children of an idle Brain 
Begot of nothing but vain Phantafy, 
Which is as· thin a Subfl:ance as the Air, 
And more inconftant th:1n the Wind who wooes 
Even now the frozen Boforn of the North, &c.' 

p. 2089. What 
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What Romeo fays on his firft feeing Juliet is 

very pretty, p. 2090. 

Her Be1uty hangs upon the Cheek of Night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an ~thiop's Ear, &c. 

Whether Paffion be fo pregnant of Similes as 
Romeo and 1uliet every where give us, I dare not 
determine, fince to fay that all they fpeak is not 
natural, wou'd be to provoke too many, that admire 
it as the Soul of Love. 

M~rcutio's conjuring for Romeo, p. 2094. is plea
fant, tho' it ends a little too fmutty for an Audi
ence. It begins Romeo, Humour, Pajfion, Madman, 
Lover, &c. The Scene betwixt Romeo and 1uliet 
when he is in the Garden, and fbe at her \\'in
dow, tho' it contain many things, that will not 
join with Probability, and tho' perhaps Shake
fpear like CorrJ/y was a little corrupted by reading 
Petrarch, that modern Debaucher of Poetry in
to Conceit.r, and Conundrums ; yet the Fancy is 
every where fo fine, and Nature fo agreeably 
painted, that we are pleas'd with the very Fucr-u, 
and perf,vade our felves that it is pure unfophifti
cated Nature, from p. 2095, to p. 21 oo. And on 
the Earth and its Products the Fryar fpeaks weU. 
ibid. and p. 2101. And what he fays to Romeo on 
early Rifing is pretty enough. ibid. The Soliloquy of 
']uliet,p. 2108. contains feveral good Lines, a-s-
Love's Heralds (hou'd be Thoughts, rrhich ten-times 
j11jfer glide, &c . 

.A(fainft violent Delights. 
Thefe violent Delights have violent Ends, · 
And in their Triumph die like Fire and Powder, 
Which, as they kifs confume, d·c. p. 21 to. 

A a 2 '(here 
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There are likewife a . great many fine Lines ill 

<Juliet's S1Jliloquy, p. 2 I 16, and I 7· but her Thought 
of cutting him out into little Stars, &c. is ridi
culous. The Parting of Romeo and 1uliet, p. 2 I 26, 
&c. is very pretty. The Fryar's Comfort to the 
Father and Lover in their clamorous Sorrow for 
the fuppos'd Death of 1uliet, is not amifs. 

Romeo's Defcription of the poor Apothecary, and 
his Shop is very good, p. 2 I4~· This Story is taken 
out of Bande/io,s Novels. 

The Argument of Timon of AthrnJ. 

Timon a Nobleman of Athens of a vaft Eftate and 
rtiches, by his Bounty brings himfelf to want, 
tries his Friends, who forfake him in his Diftrefs, 
and deny him the Mooey he defires to borrow 
of them. This makes him fo wild, that he leaves 
.Athens and retires to a Wood where he turns Man .. 
hater, but digging accidentily for Roots finds a 
hidden Trcafure, of which he gives Alcibiades, and 
his Whores great Store ; this brings feveral to 
him to mdke their Court in hopes of his fhi
ning again ; bllt he defpiiin~ all, gives only Mo
ney to his faithful Steward who came to do him fer
vice in his Diftrefs. The Senators come to make 
him Offers and Places to appeafe Alcibiades, but be 
refufes all with, Curfes on all Mankind. And 
dying le1ves his Epitaph in thefe Words-

Here lies a wretched Cour{e, of wretched Life bereft, 
Seek not my Name ; a Plague confume you Caitijfs left. 
Here lie I Timou, wh,o all living Men do hate, 
Pafs by and curfe thy fill, but flay not here thy Gate. 

This 
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This Play is plainly taken from Lucian's Timon, 

and I wonder that Shakefpear rather chofe to give 
Roman N1mes to his Perfons as Lucius, Lucullus, 
&c. than GnAthonides, Philiades, Demeas a flattering 
Orator, from whence our Author feems to have 
taken his Poet; Thnefycles a Philofopher but not 
of .Apimanthus's kind, but a Lover of Money or 
rather a Hypocrite. Blapfius, Lache!, Gniphon. _ 
..Apimanthus is indeed Shakefpedr's own and much 
better for the End he introduces him, than Thra
fyc!Bs cou'd have been, tho' the later is better in 
Lucian. Shakefpear has thrown the Infamy on the 
Poet which Lucian threw on the Orator ; not 
confidering, that Poets made another fort of 
Figure in Athens where the Scene lies, th:tn 
they do in England, the State thinking them fo 
ufeful to the Public, that on the Death of Eupoli.r 
in a Sea Fight, all Poets were for the future for· 
bid to go to the War. Yet a Poet methinks fhou'd 
have more regard to his Art and himfelf, than to 
bring in a Charafrer of one mean or ridiculous. 
But Mr. Shadwell who hJs pretended to alter this 
Play has made him a very Scoundrel, and the 
Players always take Care in Drefs and Aaion to 
make him more fo. 

But this is not the only thing in which lVfr. ShAd
well has m.1de this Poem worfe in the Copy or 
Amendments, than it is in the Original; He ha$ 
created two Ladies of his own with a very odd ' 
Defign. Melijfa he makes a \Voman of Qtality, 
and Honour, but has givea her Q!1alities m01e 
awandon'd than a Proftitute ; and E"Ja.ndra is a 
Whore profefs'd, but to her he has given Grati
tude, Love, and Fidelity even to the forfJ king of 
the World to bear the Hardfhips of Timon's !\1if1· 
rle~, to perfwade the Town that a Whore is a 

A a 3 more 
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more eligible and excellent Creature, than a Wo
lnan of Honour. Such Ooft:riaes as thefe have 
rais'd fo many Enemies to the Stage with too much 
Reafon and Juftice. For in them indeed the Stage 
ha· loft all its Beauty and Greatnefs; nay and all ' 
its Art and Genius, it being fo eafie a Matter to 
pleafe at the Expence of Religion and Morality, 
but fo lnrd to do it on the folid Grounds of Art 
which are fubfervient to Virtue, and I may fay an 
Affi!tant of Religion in purging and reforming the 
l\1anners. 

It is plain that the Plot is not regular as to 
Time, or Place., but the AB.: ion may be ·look'd 
on as pretty uniform, nnlefs we wou'd make the 
Banifhment, and Return of Alcibiades an under 
Plot, w hi eh yet feems to be born of the main 
Defign. 

The Play is full of Moral Refletl:ions and ufeful 
Satire. The Characters are well n1ark'd and 
obferv'd, and the Dittion generally fpeaking 
expreffive. 

On Ceremony or Complement. p. 2168. 
-Ceremony was but devis'd at firft 

To ft\t a Glofs on faint D~eds, hollow Welcomes' 
(&c. 

T/;e Glory of this Life. 
Like Madnefs is the Glory of this Life, &c. p. li7I. 

The trying and Refufal of the Friends is very 
touching, and too natural and obvious to need a 
. Comment; a Hint of this is in the latter End of 
Lucian's Dialogue of Timon. 

Agaii1ft Duelfng, p. 2 I 92. Tour Words have to()~ 
fuel-; Pai~s as if tbey labour' a to bring M(tnjlaughter, 
&c._nor 1s Alcibiade's Anfiver much amifs. ibid. 

J'he 
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The falfe Supper Timon invites his falfe Friends 

to is all Shake {pear's Contrivance. Timon's Curfes . 
on Athens in the Beginning of the fourth Aet, p. 
1197, and 8. is worthy his Rage and Pailion. 
-0! thou Wall, that gird/eft in thofe WolveJ, &c. 
The parting of the Servants fomething touching, 
p. 2119. Timon's Speech, p. 2200. tho' difguis'd 
too much in affeaed Words contains good fatirical 
Refietlions. 

On Gold. 

__:__Thus much of this wil1 make 
Black White, Foul Fair ; Wrong Right; 
Bafe Noble ; Old Young; Cowards Valient, &c. 

(p. 2201. 

The Scene betwixt him, Alcibiades, Timandra, 
&c. is full of wholefome Satire againft Whoring, 
&c. 2202, and 3, 4, and 5. and the Speech ot 
Timon after they are gone out is verv Moral, 2205. 

The Scene betwixt Timo"1 and Apamantus from 
2205, to 221 1. contains many fine Reflefrions and 
Lines, the whole being very Dramatic. 

Gold. 2216. 

What a God's Gold, that he is worfhip'd . 
In a bafer Temple, than where Swine Feed ? 
'Tis thou, that rigg'ft the Bark, and plo"w·l'ft the 

(Foam 
Settleft admired Reverence in a Slave, &c. 

ln fhort the Scenes betwixt him and his Steward, 
and the Senators and him are worth Reading. The 
Epitaph feems to be taken from this, 

Hie 1a.ceo, vita miferaq; inopiq; folutus 
NfJmen ne qu.£r~JJ, fed male tuteperi. 

Aa4 The 
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The Argument of Julius Crefar. 

Caius 1ulius C£_{ar having now vanquifh'd all his 
Enemies, and fixt himfelfin the perpetual Diilator
jhip. The Party of Liberty confpir'd to difpatch 
·pim; Caius Cajfius, Metellus, Cimber, Cafca and Brutus 
a5ree to Stab him in the Senate Houfe. He is 
deter'd by. Dr;ams Prodigies, and his Wife Cal
purnia's Prayers from going to the Senate that Day 
being the Ides of March, but Decimus Brutus and 
~he other Confpirators coming to him perfwade 
~im from his Superftition, fo he goes, and by the 
vvay receives a Paper of the Confpirators but will 
n ot look at it. In the Senate Houfe Mete/Ius 
(:imber kneels to . begg the Repeal of his Brothers 
1:3andhment, which when Ctt("r denies they all come 
in the- fame Manner, till Cafca gives the firft Stab 
Vi! hen Brutus wounds him he falls with et tu Brute ? 
Anthony being drawn afide by Trebonius flies away 
on the Noife of Ctt[ttr's Death, but coming to them 
by Permiffion, agrees with the Murtherers, and 
pbtains Leave to bury and praife Cttfar in the 
M il rket Place or Forum according to cuftom. 
~rutus having firft given the People an Account 
of w~·a t the Confpirators had done, and juftify'd 
it with Reafons; Anthony makes fuch an Oration 
that he fets the People in a 1Y1utiny who burn the 
Confpirators · Houfes, &c. Brutus, and Cajfiu; 
and the Reft of Lhem flie out of Rome. At the 
Camp at Sardis Cajfius ·· meets Brutus, and there 
happens a Qua1 rel betwixt th~m about Brutus's 
!lot pardoning Lucus Pella , and on Caffius not fend
lng lVloney to ply the Army. This being over 
and they Friends and feparated the Gho.ft of Cttfor 
~pp~ar~ ~~ Brutus and fays he'll m.eet him again as 

, · Philippi 
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Philippi. Whether when the Armies are gone 
OElavius and Mark Anthony, follow fight and beat 
them : Caffius kills himfelf on a Miftake, and Brutus 
on his being clofe purfu'd. 

This Play or Hiftory is call'd 1ulius Gt/ar tho' 
it ought rather to be call'd Marcus Brutus; Cd.
for is the lhorteft and moft inconfiderable Part in 
it, and he is kill'd in the beginning of the third 
Act. But .Brutus is plainly the fhining, and dar
ling CharaCter of the Poet ; and is to the End of 
the Play the moft confiderable Perfon. If it had 
been properly call'd Julius Cefar it ought to have 
ended at his Death, and then it had been much 
more regular, natural and beautiful. But then 
the Moral muft naturally have been the Punilh
ment or ill Succefs of Tyranny. 

I know that a noble Man of great Judgment in the 
Drama, is and has been for fome time altering 
this Play.. In which I believe Shake/pear will have 
a better Fate, than in moft of thofe which have 
been alter'd : For general1y they who have un
dertaken this Province have been careful to leave 
all the Faults, and to rob him of many of the 
Beauties; But this has been becaufe few, who have 
attempted it, knew more of the Art of the Stage, 
than our Author, and wanted his Genius to relifh 
thofe things, which were really good. But the 
principal Charaaer c~f~~r, that is left fo little 
touch'd by ShAkefpear, will merit his Regard; and 
the Regulation of the Defign without Doubt will 
be 0Qjea of his · Care and Study; and then there 
cannot be fo much of this remaining, as to rob the 
Alterer of the Honour of the whole; for the two 
be.lt things in the Play are after the Death of c~-
far where the Attion Ends, viz... the Orations of 
!JrutuJ a~d .An}horzy, and the Quarrel betwixt .Brut us 

a~ 
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and Caffiu!. Thefe Orations are indeed the Be
ginning of a uew AB:ion the Death of Brutus and 
CajfiuJ, and have nothing (in a Dramatic Senfe~ 
to do with the Death of C£[ar which is the firft 
AB:ion. But this is a Part of the Dramtt which 
our Shake{pear is not to be accountable for. We 
fuall therefore proceed to thofe Beauties of which 
he is undoubtedly Mafter. The Manners firft, and 
here I think he is generally wonderful, for there 
is the Likenefs in all, and a perfect Convenience, and 
Equality. 

What Mark Attthony fays to the imaginary Peo• 
ple of Shake/pear's Romf!, are fo artful, fo finely 
taken from the veryN1ture of the thing,that I que• 
ftion whether what the real Mark .Anthony fpoke 
cou'd be more moving or better calculated to 
that Effea. Plutarch fays nothing of it, but we 
find th1t Appian has given us fome Fragments, of 
...,4nthony's Oration on this Occafion which in Ho~ 
nour of our Shake [pear I'll tranfcribe ; for tho' he 
feems to follow this Author chiefly in his Play yet 
has he not borrow,d the Oration either of Brutus 
or Anthony tho' one he 'form'd there entire, and 
the other fo fupply'd that be might eafily gather 
the Connection. . 

Anthony's Oration in Appian. 

It is not juft, Gentlemen, that I alone Jhou,d un-. 
. Jertake the funeral PraifoJ of this great Man; it 

were fitter his Country did declare them. I will, there
fore, with the Voice of the Republick, and not my own, 
only make Recital of tho{e Honours, which whilft he 
was living the People of Rome cqnfirm'd upon him for. 
his Virtues. 

~ Having 
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' Having faid this he began with a fad and 

' forrowful Countenance the Recital of C~£far's glo
' rious Titles; pronouncing every thing diftinfr
' ly; and ftopping more particularly at thofe by 
' which they had made him more than Man; a$ 

' Sacred, Inviolable, Father of his Country, Benefactor, 
' Prince and many others, which till then had ne
' ver been given to any Man. At every Word 
' turning towards the Body, and animating his 
' Speech by his Gefture, and when he pronounc'd 
' any one of thofe Titles, added forne intermin
' gled Terms of Grief and Indignation; as when 
' he recited the Decree of the Senate calling him 
' Father of his Country -See there, faid he, the 
Teftimony of your Acknowledgements -and in 
pronouncing thefe Words-- Ho_ Sacred, lnviolabl~, 
and the Refuge of the miferable, e added-- never 
Any one, that fled to him for Refuge perijh' d; yet he 
himfelf is Murder' d, tho, made lioly and Sacred by our 
Decrees, without h~tving e~:lliled thefe ·Titles from us, 
or ever deftr'd them. And furely we are in tt jlMme
ful Slavery indeed, if we give thofe Titles to unwor
thy Perfons, who never ask them of us. But Oh! faith
ful Citiz..ens you purge your [elves well from this Re
proach by the Honours you now pay his Memory. 
After this reciting the Act of the Oath, by which 
they were all oblig'd to Guard the Perfon of Cd'far, 
and to employ all their Forces fo, that if any at
tempted his Perfon, whoever expos'd not his Life 
in his Defence fbou'd be execrable, he rais'd his 
:Voice, and extending his Hands towards the · Ca
pitol, cry'd out- Oh! Jupiter! ProteElor of my 
Country behold me ready to revenge as I have [worn, 
And fince it is a thing refolv' d by the 1udgment of all 
good Men, I befeech thee with all the other Gods to 

· ~~ javour11ble to me. A Tumult hereupon arifing 
·· -- among 

( 
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among the Senators, who believ'd thefe Words to 
be manifeftly addrefs'd to them, Anthony to ap
peafe them turn'd the Difcourfe, and faid- But 
Gentlemen, thi; .Accident muft rather be attributed 
to fome God, than to Men; and we ought rather to 
provide ~tgainft the prefent Necejfities, than [peak of 
thing1 pajt, fince we are threaten'd with extream Mi
feries for the future, and are upon the Point of fall
ing again into our ancient Seditirms, and the feting 
all the Nobility of the City perifo. Let us then Con
duEt this facred Perfon among the Gods folemnly in 
mournful Elegies finging his Pr~ifo- After having 
faid thefe Words he tuck'd up his Robe, as if he 
had been poffefs'd with fome Spirit, and girding 
it about him, that he might have his Hands more 
at Liberty he w , and plac'd himfelf near the 
Bed where the Corps lay upon an eminent Place, 
and opening the Curtain, and looking in he be
gan to fing his Praifes, as of a Celeftial Divinity. 
And the better to make him be believ'd to be of 
that Race, he lifted his Hands up to Heaven ; 
reciting even to the Lofs of Breath, his Wars, 
his Combats, his Victories; the Nations he had 
fubdu'd; the Spoils he had brought away [peaking 
of every thing as a Miracle; and crying out ma· 
ny times -Thou Alone ltrt he 1 who haft return' d. 
Viflorious from fo many Fights : Thou alone art he, 
who haft reveng'd thy Country of the Injuries done her 
for three hundred Tears together, and conftrain'd Peo
ple till then imdomitable, who alone took and butnt 
the City to Ask Pttrdon on their J(nees. Having faid 
thefe things and many more, as of a divine Per• 
fon he lower'd his Voice, and in a mournful Tone 
\ th Te1rs in his Eyes, lamented the unworthy 
LJ ~id 1 or· his Friend, wHiling that he cou'd redeem 
"'11s Lt1e with his own, ancl at length abandoning 

hlmfelf 
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bimfelf to Grtef he was fo far tranfported as to 
difcover the Body of C£[ar, and to fuow at the 
Top of his Pike his Robe pierc'd with the Stab~, 
he had receiv,d, and all ftain'd with his Blood &c . 
. I have given all this from Appion, that the Rea
der may fee, as it were the whole Procedure of 
.Anthony on this Occafion, and from this make a 
Judgment on his Oration; and what Sh11kefpear has 
made him fpeak: Which if not fo adapted to the 
Roman People, certainly was vet y agreeable to 
them as reprefented by him in his Play. 

The other thing in this Play is the famous 
Quarrel betwixt Brutus and Cajfius in the fecond 
Scene of the fourth Act. This has always receiv'd 
a juft Applaufe, and has by Mr. Dryden in his 
Preface to Troilus and Creffid4 been prefer'd to 
a no lefs famous Scene of a Quarrel betwixt 
.Agamemnon and Menelaus in the Iphigenia in Aulis of 
Euripides. His Words arc thefe-- The Occ~fion 
of which Shakefpear, Euripidei, and Fletcher have 
all taken is the fame, Grounded upon Friendjhip; and 
the Q31lrrel of two Vertuous Merz rais'd by natural 
Degrees to the Extremity of Paffion, is condul1ed in 
~ell three to the Declination of the (ame Paflion, and 
concludes with the warm rene1ving of their Friendjbips. 
But the particular ground l¥o. k, which Shakt fpear h11s 
taken is incomparably the beft ; becaufe he has not only 
choftn two of the greateft Hero's of their Age ; but 
has likewife intercfted the Ltberty of Rome and their 
own Honours, who were t~e Redeemers of it, in rhe 
Debate. 

I hope it will be no Injury to our Countryman 
to do Juftice to an old Greek Poet of the firft Mag.-, 
nitude. To that End I muft needs fay, that the 
Advantage Mr. Dryden gives to the Briton, is e· 
qua11y due to EuripideS', for certainly A..~amemnDn 

and 

/ 
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and Menelaus, in the Poetic World at leaft, and 
in the Syffem of Hero's in the Time Euripjdu 
wrote, were as great as BrutuJ and Caffius, one of 
whom perh1ps cannot carry away the Prize of 
the greateft Hero of his Age without fome Di
fpute. Next in the Quarrel of Euripides, not the 
Difappointment of fome Pay of Legions, or the 
Denial of quitting a Man guilty of Bribery, which 
both were paft, but the Fate, the Glory, and the 
Honour if not the Safety of all Greece 4epended! 
on the Ground of their Difference. 

But whether this of Shakefpear be either fo 
well prepar'd, have thofe fine Turns in it, or come 
as naturally to its DP"'lination as this of Euripides.,. 
I leave to the Judgement of the Reader. But 
muft defire that fome Grains of AUowance may be 
made the Stranger for the Badnefs of a Tranfiati
on, which however good muft fall much fhort of 
the Beauties of the Original. 

To fhew the Preparation of this Quarrel I fball 
give the Argument of the firft Afr, for Mr. 
RarneJ in his Edition of Euripides had divided his 
Plays into Atts. 

Agamemnon now repenting that he had agreed to 
the Sacrijcing of hiJ Daughter, in the night Time con-

fults with ar. old faithful Servant of his how to prevent 
her Arrival in the Camp, where Jhe was hourly expt&ied 
with her Mother Clytemneftra. To this ServarJt 
therefore he entrujls "' Letter to be deliver'd to hiJ Wiji, 
in which he dejires her not to bring Iphigenia to Aulis. 
In this Ail Agamemnon declares the .firft Seeds of the 
Trojan Expedition, and gives ttn Inftght into the prefent 
Fables. 

The fecond A a begins with Menel~tus intercept
ing the .Meffenger, and ftriving to get the Letter 
from htm. 

Old 
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Old Man. 0 ! Menelaus! fpare your felf a Guilt, 

Unworthy of your felf and of your Fame. 
Mene. No, more, no more, thou'rt to thy Lord 

too faithfuL 
Old M. Y' upbraid me with a Virtue not a Crime. 
Mene. If thou perfift thou fhalt full foon repent 

th~e. (feize. 
Old M. They are the King's Difpatches you wou'd 

And thofe yon ought not, Sir, to violate. 
Men. Thou ought'ft not, Wretch, by guilty 

Faith mifled, 
.To bear Perdition to the Greci~n Glory. 

Old M. Of that am I no Judge---forgoe my Packet. 
Men. I will not. 
Old M. Nor will I quit it. 
Men. Or let it go, or from my Hand recieve 

Immediate Death. 
Old M. I count it Glory for my Lord to die. 
Men. Villain let go thy Packet-- dares a grov .. 

ling Slave 
Contend in faucy Words with mighty Kings. 

Old M. My Lord ! my Lord! 0 ! Agamemnon 
hear me! .. 

With violent Hands he robs me of thy Letters 

Enter Agamemnon 

:Agam. What Noife? what Tumult's this within 
my Hearing. (unfold • . 

Old M. Hear me, great Sir, I will the Truth 
.Agam. Why, MenelauJ, haft thou thus abus'd 

My faithful Servant ? 
Men. Ha! Agamemnon! Gods! immortal Gods! 

Turn, turn thy guilty Eye, and look on me! 
If ~ill thgu canft behold my injur'd Face. 

.Agam. 
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.Agam. Yes did the deadly Bafalisk it felf 

Ride on thy fiery Balls I thus durft view thee
The Son of Attreus will by none be Brow beat • 

.lf,fen. See~fttholl thefe Letters fllU ofbafeContents? 
Agam. Yes l do fee them, and in them thy Crime, 

Which I-bat giv~ 'em to me ftrait.
Men. Not till the GreciAn Chiefs have heard them 

read • 
.Agam. And have you then - but fure yoa 

durft not do't 
Thou durft not break thy Soveraigns Letters open. 

Men. Yes, yes, I know 'twill vex thy haughty Soul 
To have thy fecret Treafons thus expos' d. 
. .Agam. 0! all ye Gods ! what Infolence is this? 

Men. From Argos you ex pea yollrDaughter here? 
· .Aga. And what have you to do with faucy Eye 
To over-look my A8:ions ? ~ 

Men. My Will, Sir, is my Rigbt, ---I'm not thy 
Slave. 

Agam. 'Tis well,Sir, w~ndrous well, that I Supream 
Of Lords and Kings muft be depriv'd the Right 
To Govern my own Family as I pleafe! 

Men. You are not fit t' enjoy that common Right, 
Your .1\tiind's unfettled, veering as the Wind. 
For, with thy felf at War, it now determines 
One thing, the following Moment wlrirls about 
And then defigns another ; nor fix'd in that 
Succeeding Minutes vary your Refolves. 

Agam. Oh ! Spite, fpite fpite! a fpiteful Tongue 
is odious. 

· Men. But an inconftant and a various Mind 
I.s ftill unjuft, and frill to Friends unknown. 
Your felf I will lay open to your felf 
But let not Pride and Anger make yoll Deaf, 
Averfe to Truth -I fhall not praife you much~ 
Lo~k back, look l>Jck, recall recall the Time 

When 
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Wh~n your Ambition zealouOy purfu'd 
Supream Command o'er all the Grecian Chiefs, 
To lead our vengeful Arms to treacherous Troy. 
An humble Seeming you indeed pnt on, 
As if you'd fhun what moft your Heart defir'd. 
How lowly then! how fawning then on All! 
With flattering Hand you courted every one; 
Your Gates fet wide to the inglorious Vulgar; 
Familiar with the Meaneft ; hearing All, 
And feeking tho(e, whb fought not Agt~memnon. 
Yes, with obfequious Bows you brib'd the Mob 
To give that Empire, you fo ill can bear. 
No fooner had you gain'd your WHh, Comm~tnd, 
But all your fupple Manners were thrown by. 
You to your Friends no more confefs'd the Friend; 
Hard of Accefs, and rarely feen abroad; 
At] mean and low ! A Man of Honour fhou'd 
Then be moft fixt, and zealous for his Friends, 
When by his Fortune he can moft affift them. 
As foon as 1 perciev'd this fhameful Error, 
I like a Friend and Brother told you of it. 
Again in Aulis here----
Since the great Gods deny'd to fwell our Sails 
With profperous Gales, your haughty Spirit feU, 
You were difmaid, dejetled, and torlorn. 
The Grecians cry aloud to be difmifs'd, 
And not to lan<:ruifh in this Port in vain. 
How wretched nhad lt thou been, and how ingloriou~~ 
How full of Anguifh, Agomes of Death? 
Had you then ceas'd to lead thefe 11:rong B:nalions 
·ro fill the Trojan Fields with warlike Greeks ? 
In this Diftrefs vou then cou'd think of me, 
Ask my Advice tl'lW to avoid this Shame. 
But then when Calchas from the Vittims found, 
Your Daughter off-.:r'd at Di.-uu1's Altar, 
Wou'd give the Greeks a fafe and fpeedy Voyag~; 

B b Th:t 
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Thy well p1eas'd Eyes confefs'd the fudden Joy 
That fpread it felf thro' all thy 'inward Pow'rs, 
Thy ready Tongue decl1r'd thy willing Mind 
That lhe fhou'd know the Goddefs facred Knife ; 
Free., unconftrain'd, and not by any Force; 
J>retetld not th::1t, your high Commands you fent, 
That {he to Aulis fhou'd with fpeed repair; 
Deciev'd .bY thee., with the falfe promis'd Joy 
Of being t 1e long-wifh'd Bride of great Achilles. 
But here bv a ftrane-e Whirle and Change of \Vill, 
You other Letters fend to countermand her. 
You will not be the Murtherer of your Daughter! 
How many thus with an unfteady Hand 
Do fteer the dangerous Helm of Government, 
Fond to engage in fome great bold Defign, 
Yet fwift to quit it when they are engag'd. 
A w 1d by the People fome, and fome more jufl:ly 
Compell'd to guard from Foes their own Domi· 

nions. 
But I the unhappy Fate of Greece deplore 
All arm'd., and ready to affault the Foe, 
And wirh full Glory qr1alli the proud B~n·barian, 
Are left their Sport ~nd Scorr.-
For the Repofe of the great Agamemnon! 
Oh! ne'er advance a Man for \Vealth, or Power, 
Wifdom alone deferves fupream Command, 
And a wife 1\'Tan is ncnur'alJy a King. 

Chor. All Brothers ~1arrels are unhappy Things . 
.Agam. \\J'ith 1~ruth I fhall reproach you, in few 

\Vord ~, 
For Infolence like this deferves not many., 
A Brothrr's 1" 'me fha l1 reach my in jur'd Tongue 
A Mode!ly, it feems., to you unknown. 
Tho' ModC'fly does feldom touch the Bafe, 
For when bright Honour has the Breaft forfook, 
Seldom con fed,rate Modefty prevails. • 

Then, 
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Then, tell me, Sir, the Caufe of all this Rage? 
Whence a11 this Anger ? whence this Indignation? 
Who is't that injures or affronts you here? 
What is't you want? pray what is your Defire ? 

·Your virtuous Wife? your happy nuptial State? 
At my Expence muftI reftore your Willies? 
Which when poffeft your own ill Conducr loft you ? 
What to regain your beauteous faithlefs Wite 
Wou'd you thus tread on Honefty and Reafon ? 
T-he Pleafures of ill Men are evil all! 
Oh! vain! oh ! doating Madnefs ! oh t blind Fo11y! 
The Gods, indulgent to thy Happinefs, 
Have rid thee of a falfe, injurious Wife, 
And thou fond Fool now burnft with ftrange Defitet 
To force the diftant Plague home to thy Bofome I 
The Suters to this Helena with you 
Each, by falacious Hope of her betray'd 
To Tynd'r114 fwore that with united Arms- . 
They wou'd defend the_happy Man fhe chofe., 
Apply to thefe, with thefe purfue the War 
But confcious of the Weaknefs of that Oath; 
Compell'd by Fraud or FoDy, you defpair 
If I forfake your foul detefted Caufe, 
Will not be ftrong enough to lead them on. 
But Meneltt.us, this affure thy felf, 
My guiltlefs Child for you I fhall not murder. 
Sbou'd I comply wild Horror and Remorie 
Wou'd haunt my daily Thoughts and nightly 

Slumbers. 
What I have faid is, Sir, fo plain and eafie1 

You need no Comment to explain my Meaning<! 
But if you ftill to Juftice will be blind 
11hall however, Sir, protect my own. 

Chor. This differs trom the former, yet it teaches, 
That of oar Children we fhou'd take juft Careo 

Bb 
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Men. 0! Gods! how very wretched am I grown! 

I have no Friends! 
Agam. Yes, yes, you fb;I 11 have Friends 

If you will not deftroy 'em. 
Men. Oh! in what 

In what do you confers the Friend and Brother, 
Of the fame Father born? 

·Agam. l fha.ll be wife 
Nor mad with you. 

Men. Friends Griefs are common. (Harm . 
.Agam. Then call me Friend, when you defign no 
Men. This Ohftinacy 's vain, for fure thou knowft 

In this thou muft contend with Greece, not me . 
.Agam. Greece too, like tt,ee, by fome ill Fury's 

hJunt<:d. 
Men. Oh! proud., and vain of Empir~! thou be

To that, thy Brother. But I fball apply (tray'ft 
To other Arts, and otber Friends for Juftice. [Going. 

Enter Me!fenge,·. 

Me./J. 0 ! ·A:Jamemnon King of a.ll the Greelu, 
I bring you plea fi 05 News ! now tn the Camp 
Your D:w~hter lphigenia is arriv'd, 
And Clytemneftra your beloved Queen, 
With young Orefles.--This Royal Troop 
After fo long an Abfence muft be welcome. 
With Speed l ea me before to bring the News. 
The Army thr(lngs to fee the glorious Sight. 
Some talk of Nuptials for the Royal Virgin; 
Some, that fhe comes to be in facred Rites 
Of great Diana here initiated. _ 
But.'you, 0! Agarnemrzon! crown your Brows, , 

· Aud-, Jtfef!~laus, fhare·the Nuptial Joys· 
Let Mufic and the Dancers celebrate 
_T~is happy Day . .. 

.Agam. 

I 
/.. 
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Agam. Thy Zeal and Joy I do commend, be gone, 

I of the reft will take pecnliar Care. 
Ah ! me! Oh! --Oh! wrerchcd Aflamemnon f ..::> • 

\\That lh1ll I fay? Oh! where !hall I begin? 
lnro what Noofe of Fare am I now fal'n! 
'Tis the malicious Cunning of my Fortune 
Thus to prevent my juft paternJ l Cue! 
Oh! happy State of mean, and low Oegrfe! 
There Grief at Liberty may vent her Moans. 
And give their mournful Thonghts a plaintive 

Tongue! 
Bnt Greatoefs is coJ1fin'd to hateful Form! 
The People us, not we the People govern. 
Pt oud 1\tl a jefty denies my \~/ oes Relief, 
Shame ftops the flowing Torrent of my Grief; 
Rut not to weep is yet a greater Shame! 
Thus a cl~ain'd Slave I prove to a great Name. 
I mull curb Nnure., and deny its Courfe; 
And tho' I'm fal'n into the greatdt Woe, 
That any mortal Wretch c:1n ever know; 
Yet in my Breaft the Angni{h mnft contain 
And only I my felf mtdl know mv Pdin. 
But Oh! my Wife ! wh ·H On l1 I fay to her? 
How fhalll meet her? with wh<lt l.ooks behold her~ 
Her coming has redoubled all my \Voe! 
She comes unfent tor, no invited Gueft. 
Yet who can blame the tend! r NI other's Care, 
To do the deareft Office to her Child? 
But now the foul perfidious c ,wfe fue'll find 
Of her mofl: inaufpic.ious Journey . 
Or how fua l1 [ reftrain the hnrft i ng Tcar.s, 
When I receive the tender haplefs Virgin! 
Ha! now methinks I fte her S'.lppliant Kneel 
With lifted Hands, and upcaft ftreaming Eyes 
And trembling Lips thus pittifu11y pleading ; 
Oh! Father will you kill me? will your Hand, J\ 
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A Father's Hand give me to fuch .Nuptials? 
And then· the little Infant young Oreftes 
In broken Sounds, and yet intelligible 
Accufe me of his dear eft Sifter's Murder ! 
Alas! alas! how have the curfed Nuptials 
Of the Barbarian Paris thus deftroy'd me! 
for he has brought thefe curfed Evils on me. 

Men. Give me your Hand, give me your dear 
Hand! 

4gam. Here take it for it is your ViCl:ory. 
Men. By Pelops our Grandfire and our Father 

At reus 
I f\vear, my Brother., what I'm going to fay 
Are the fincereft Dictates of my Mind. 
I con'd not fee the Tears fall from thy Eyes, 
Thy ~wful Eyes but Pity fplit my Soul, 
And the big Drops run tumbling down my Face. 
My Rage ebb'd out apace, and now 1 fee, 
I ought not to be happy by thy Mifery. 
~ow by the Gods you fhall not touch your Daughter 
Thy Jphigenia is, for me, immortal. 
Why fhou'd thine dye, and mine remain alive. 
Helen is .not fo dear to this fond Breaft, 
To make me trample Nature under foot; 
And purchafe her Embraces by thy Blood. 
The he~t of Youth, and my untam'd Defire 
Made me fpeak madly when I nrg'd the Deed. 
Oh! 'tis a dreadful thing to flay ones Child 

-To dip our Hands in our own Off-fprings Blo.od. 
'Tis monftrous .I 'tis unnatural.--~ 
No let the Army be difmifs'd with Speed 
And march away from Au/is to their Homes; 
But ceafe thy Tears, by Heav'n I cannot bear them. 
J never will urge more the fatal Theme. 
!Jy all the Gods fhe lball not dye for me, 
for wh~t has Ill~ to do with Helen4! 
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By 1ove I love my Royal Brother fo 
I wou'd not be the Caufe of his U oreft, 
To be the happy Monarch of the World. 
And my Heart akes, that e'er I fhock'd tl-tee fo. 
We may repent, with Honour, our 1\tlifdeeds. 

Chorus. Generoufiy haft thou faid 0! Mene!Plus ! 
And worthy Tantalus the Son of jo1.Je. 

Agam. 0! Menelaus! I do feel thy Kiodnefs 
That thou haft thus deceiv'd my ExpeCtation 
In Words that truly do confefs the Brother. 

Men. Paffion may fometimes warp a generous Mind 
But fltch a cruel Kindred I abhor. 

Agam. But Oh! my Brother fuch hard Fate 
furrounds me 

I cannot 'fcape this bloody Sacrifice, 
For Iphigenia muft a ViCtim fall. 

l'den. Who can compel you to defrroy your 
D1ughter . 

.Agam. The whole Grecian Army. 
Men. Send her back to Argo1 • 
.AtTam. That cannot be; (cannot fo deceive them. 
Men. You ought not by the Vulgar thus be aw'd. 
Agam. Calchas alas! the Oracle will reveal, 
Men. Suppofe him Dead. The Dead can tdl no 

Tales. 
Agam. Oh! but that Son of S_xfiphus knows all. 
Men. In what can VLJ'ifes injure Agamemnon? 
Agam. His artful Tongue commands the Soldiers 

Hearts. 
Men. He's fond indeed of Popular A pplaufe. 
Agam. Oh! think him, therefore, by the Troops 

furrounded, 
The fecret Oracle by Calchas told, 
Divulging to the lifi:ening vVarriours Ears; 
My Piety ftiling impious Sacriledge, 
Refufing to the (irecian Glory 

B b 4 rfne 
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The Victim that Diana has requir'd. 
The Army won by thefe his fmooth Pretences 
Roth you and I fhall fall by thetr dire Rage; 
Yet by our Death not fave my Daughtet's Life. 
Suppofc we fled to Argos from the Camp: 
My Flight with Sword,and :Fire they wou'd purfue 
And lay my Country wafte. It wonnot be! 
I muft be wretched and my Child muft die ! 
Thus \Voe and IVIifery furround me! 
Into thefe Strcights the Gods reduce me! 
Bu.t Oh ! my Brother ! this alone canft thou, 
Let not my \.\l ife the fatal Bufinefs know 
Before my Child I've offer'd up to Pluto. 
That with the feweft Tears I may, I be un

happy. 
Tho' l have taken fome Latitude in the Tranfla

tion and made bold to leave out fometimes a Word 
or two, and fometimes a Line or two, which re• 
lated more to Cuftom, than the Paffion, yet I 
have been far from making Euripides Amends for 
what he Jofes in the TranfiJtion. As it is I leave 
it to be by the Read er compared with that of Mr. 
Dryde1t in Troi!us and Crej]ida, and that of Shake
fpear in this Play. 

This ind == ed is a jufter Way of the Tryal of 
our Poets excelling the Ane-·ients, than what Mr. 
Hales of Eaton, my LorJ Falkland, &c. took in 
the Comparifon of Topics for if he here prevail, 
he will indeed get a Vit.tory in a real Province of 
Poetry. I am furpris'd that fo judicious a Poet as 
Racine fbou'd omit this admirable Scene in his 
lphigenia in Aulis, at the fame time that he made 
a quarrelling Scene betwixt Agamemnon and 
.Achi/le.r. I have f:1id fo much on the two moft beau
tiful P.Hts ot this Play, that I fhall leave the reft 
to the Reader, this being a Play fo often acted that 
they are oqvious to every Body. Of 
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Of Lorolinefs or Humility. 

----But is ·a common Proof 
That Lowlinefs is young Ambition's Ladder 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his Face, &c. 

P· 2244-
On Confpir~cy. 

---0! Confpiracy! 
Sham'ft thou to fbew thy dangerous Brow by Night? 
When Evils are moft free, &c. p. 2246. 

There is one thing in this Play which I remark 
for tbo[e judicious Gentlemen, who by a {welling 
gouty St)'le have Jet up for fine Language in the Dra
ma. The Stile of this Play is generally 1peaking 
plain, eafie and natUtal. 

The Argument of IVJ ackbeth. 

Duncan King of Scotltmd has two Sons Malcolme 
and Donalbain, his General againft the Rebels and 
Norweighians (who then invaded that Country) is 
Mackbeth a Kin[man of the Ctown, and with him· 
is join'd in Commiffion Banquo; who returning vi
B:orious on an open Heath, mfet with three \\' itch
es, who fa lute Mackbeth three times., the laft Salu
tation being King that Jhall be, Their other Sllu
tations proving true, he and his Wife refol ve to 
make the third fo. In the Night therefore they mur
therDuncan.,and hy it on hisChamberlains,Ma/colm 
and Donalbain fly away, on which they are accus'd 
of having employ'd them to kill their Father, fo 
the EleCtion falls on Mackbeth, who being now 
King has IJanquo murdered for Fear of his Race, 

for 
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for the wayward Sifters told him, that he lhould 
get a Race of Kings, but his Son Flutnce makes 
his Efcape. Murders and Tyrannies growing e
very Day, Mackduff flies to the · Englilh Court, 
and with much ado convinces Malcolm of his Fi
delity, and with him comes into Scotland with 
Englifh Forces, having firft heard, that the Tyrant 
had furpriz'd his Caftle and kiiJ'd his Wife and 
Children. Mackbeth having confulted the Ulitches 
is told, that he lhall not be kill'd by any Man 
born of \Voman; nor tHl Birnam Wood came 
to his Caftle of Dunfinane. But his Wife haunted 
with Remorfe for the Murders fbe had been Part
ner in dies; and he finding the Deceit of the 
Witches Affurance of BirnAm Wood, by the Engli.fh 
Armies taking e'ery Man a Branch of a Tree in 
his Hand, ventures out to fight, and is at lafi: 
kill'd by Mackduff who was ript out of his Mo
ther's Womb. 

To fay much in the Praife of this Play I cannot, 
for the Plot is a fort of Hiftory, and the Chara
cter of Mackbeth and his Lady are too monftruous 
for the Stage. But it has obtained, and in too much 
Efteem with the Million for any Man yet to fay 
much againft it. 

The Topics and Lines of this Play are lefs in 
·Number and Beauty than moft of his. A celebra
ted Speech is that of Mackbeth after he has com
mitted the Murther,p. 2318. 

Me thought 1 heard a Voice cry Jlttp no mort ! 
Mackbeth doth murder Sleep, &c. 

I need not fay any thing here about the Witches, 
fince what I have faid of them and Spirits in the 
Tempeft is fufficient, he has drawn thofe Chimera's 

wonder .. 
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wonderfully, and made them Forms and Ceremo
nies according to their black Myfteries. 

Life. 

Life's but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 
That ftruts and frets his Hour on the Stage 
And then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot full of Sound and Fury 
Signifying nothing. 

The Argument of HAmlet Prince of Denmark. 

H~mlet Son of the former King of Denmark is 
put afide the Elettion. by his Uncle Claudius, who 
marry'd his Mother foon after his Father's Death ; 
which was fucceeded by the walking of the Ghoft 
of the deceas'd King; Hamlet being inform'd of 
it goes to the Watch fees and fpeaks to the Ghoft, 
who tells him, that his Uncle who now poffeffefs 
his Throne and Wife, murder'd him as he lay a
fleep in his Garden by pouring Poifon into his 
Ear. So defiring Revenge the Ghoft vanHhing, 
Hamlet obliges all who had feen it to keep 
the Secret and by no means difcover, that they 
had beheld any fuch Sight. Hamlet affumes a fort 
of Madnefs, and the Q9een loving him very well 
is folicitous to know the Caufe, which Polonius the 
Lord Chamberlain perfuades to be the Love of 
his Daughter, on her rejeCting his Letters and 
Addrefs according to her Brothers and Fathers 
Orders. Hamltt willing to difcover whet her the 
Ghoft had told him true orders fome Players who 
came then to Elftnor to Aet .. ruch a Part, as the 
Ghoft had inform'd him the King bad been guilty 
of, defiring HQr~ttia his Friend to obferve him all 

the 
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the Aaion 1 but when the Poifoning of his Brother 
in the G trden came to be AB:ed the King unable 
to fee more rifes up and breaks off the Play. 
This confirms Hamlet in his Refolution of reV'en· 
ging his Father's Death. But the King highly af .. 
fetted with this retires while his Mother is or
der'd to check him for his Conduct, but Polonius 
advifes the King to let him hide himfelf to over 
hear what paffes betwixt them for fear the Mo
ther's Indulgence fbou'd not difcover all. As Hamlet 
is going to his Mother be finds the King at Pray
ers, and therefore will not kill him becaufe he took 
his Father in his Sins. He is fo rough with his 
Mother, that fhe crys out help, and Polonius a
larm'd does the fame but Hamlet taking him for the 
King kills him behind the Arras, then charges the 
Q1een home with her fault ot marrying her Hus
band's Brother, &c. owns that he is not Mad, the 
Ghoft of his Father comes into the Room, which 
heightens her Agony. They part the Queen pro
miting not to reveal ought to the King. The 
King i~ refolv'd to fend Hamlet to England with 
Rofencro{s and Guildenj/ern, with private Orders 
for him to be put to Death there, but Hamlet aboard 
getting their Commiffions from them found the 
fatal Order and keeps it, fupplying the Place with 
a frefh Order to put the Ambaffadors to Death; 
fo he comes back and in the Churc;h finds a Grave 
digging for Ophelia, who running Mad on her Fa
ther's Death, was Drown'd and Laertes coming 
back from France was but juft hinder'd from re
venging his Father's Death on the Kbg, but is 
affur'd, that he wou'd help in his R·evenge by 
ingaging Hamlet to try his Skill with him at Foils 
whilft Hamlet Jhou'd have a Blunt and Laertes a 
Sharp which. he poifon'd. But in the Scuffle the 

· (tueen 
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Queen drinks to Hamlet but drinks the Poifon 
prepar'd by the King for Hamlet, who being now 
wounded got the Sharp from Laertes and wounds 
him, the Queen crys out that fhe is Poifon'd, and 
fo Hamlet kills the King ; Laertes confeffes the 
Contrivance and Dies, as HAmlet does irnmediatly 
after. 

Tho' 1 look upon this as the Mafter-Piece of 
Shakefpear according to our Way of Writing; 
yet there are abundance of Erron in the Conduct 
and Defign, which will not fuffer us in Juftice to 
prefer it to the EleElra of Sophocle.r, with the Au
thor of his Life; who feerns to miftake the Mat
ter wide when he puts this on the fame Foot 
with the Eletlra. Hamlet's Mother has no Hand 
in the Death of her Husband, as far as we can 
difcover in this Poem, but her fault was in yield
ing to the inceftuous Amour with h(r Hu~band's 
Brother; that at leaft is all that the Ghoft charges 
her with. Befides Shllkefpear was Mafter of tt1is 
Story, but Sophocle.r was not. Orefle.r farther was 
commanded by the Oracle to kill his Mother and 
therefore all moral Duties yielding to tl1e imme ... 
diat Command of the Gcds, his Aaion according 
to that Syftem of Religion under which Sophocles 
wrote had nothing in it of Barbarity but was en
entirely pious ; As Agamemnon's Sa cri fici ng his 
own Daughter Iphigenia on Diana's Order. 

This Play indeed is cap::tb1e of being made 
more perfect than the Eleilra, but then a great 
deal of it muft be thtown away and fome of the 
darling Trifles of the Million, as all the comical 
Part entirely and many other things which relate 
not to the main Action, w hi eh feems here to be 
pretty entire tho' not fo artfully Condoch:d as it 
might be. But I wander fi-om my Point, l prc-

pos'd 
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pos'd not to {bow the Errors efpecially when 
this Play contains fo many Beauties. Hamlet every 
where almoft gives us Speeches that are full 1f 
the Nature of his Paffion, his Grief, &c. asp. 2374 
and 5. The Ad vice of Laertes to his Sift er 1s 
very moral and juft an~ full ~f prudential Cauti
on. And that of Polomus to hts Son p. 2380. and 
that of the fame to his Daughter p. 2382. Ay 
Springes to catch W11odcocks, &c. If the young Ladies 
wou'd Study thefe Pages they wou'd Guard their 
Vertues and Honors better, than many of them 
do. All the Scene betwixt Hamlet and the Ghoft 
is admirable, as the Ghoft's Defcription of his Re. 
fidence in the other World p. 2384, ri"c, fo on 

Vertue 11nd Luft, p. 2385, and 6. 

--But Vertue as it never will be mov'd 
Tho' Lewdnefs Court it in the Shape of Heav'n 
So Luft, tho' to a radiant Age link'd 
Will fate it felf in a Celeftial Bed and prey on 

(Garbage. 

Ophtlia's Defcription of Hamlet's mad Addrefs 
to· her. p. 2391. My Lord as I was fowing in my 
Chamber, &c, and p. 1392. He uJok me by the 
JVrift, &c. 

.Ambition. 
Which Dreams indeed are Ambition for the 

very s~bftance of the Ambitious is meerly the 
Shadow of a Dream. 

Orz Man, p. 1401. 

What a piece of Worth is Man? how noble in 
_Reafon? how infinite in Faculty, in Form, and 

. Movio& 
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Moving how exprefs and admirable? In Action 
how like an Angel? In Apprehenfion how ltke a 
God! The Beauty of the World, &c. 

In Hamlet's Speech to the Players Shake(pear gives 
us his whole Knowledge of the DramP-, and for 
that Reafon this favourable Judgment of a Play, 
that did not pleafe the Million is what fhou'd teach 
fome of our fi1ccefsful Poets not to value them
felves rneerly on Succefs, fince the Mt'llion often 
fail, tho' as Horace fays they fornetimes hit right. 

Eft ubi reEle fentit populus eft ubi peccat. 

Hamlet. I heard thee fpeak me a Speech once, 
but it was never atted, or if it was, not above 
once, for the Play I remember, pleas'd not the 
Million, it was Cttvillre to the General; but it 
was as I received it, and others, whofe Judgment 
in fuch Matters, cry'd to the Top of mine an ex
cellent Play- well digejfed in the Scenes, {et down 
with as much Modefly as Cunning, &c. p. 2404. 

On Players ~tnd Plays. 

Ham. Let them be well us'd, for they are the 
Abftraas and brief Chronicles of the Time, 6·c. 
2406. 

I have heard that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene 
Been ftruck fo to the Soul, that prefently 
They have proclaimed their lV1alefactions, &c. 

Pag. 2407. 

The Power and Force of Tragedy, in this and 
other Particulars has been con.firmed by undoubted 

Hiftory. 
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Hiftory.Alexander Tyrant of Phe""ea aCity of Thef{aly 
feeing the Hecuba of Euripides acted, found him
fe\f fo affected, that he went out before the End 
of the firft ACt, fayin~, That he was ajbam'd to b1 
feen to weep at that Misfortune of Hecu ha and Polyx
ana, when he daily imbrued his Hands in the Blood qf 
his own Citiz..ens. He was afraid (fays the admira
ble DAcier) that his Heart fhou'd be truly mollifi~ 
ed ; that the Spirit of Tyranny wou'd now leave 
the Poffeffion of his Breaft, and that he fhould 
come a private Perfon out of that Theatre, into 
which he enter'd Mafl:er. The Actor who fo fen .. 
ftbly touch'd him, with Difficulty efcap'd with hii 
Life, but was fecur'd by fome Remains of that Pity, 
which was the Caufe of his Crime. 

I cannot here omit what Benefit the City of 
Athens it felf receiv'd from fome Verfes of the 
EleEfra of Euripides, in its great Diftrefs ; for 
when it was debated, that the City of Athens fuou'd 
be deftroy'd, and the Country laid wafte, a mil• 
der Courfe was taken by the Commanders, by one 
of them repeating thefe Verfes out of the Eltflr4 
of Euripides. 

Electra Oh! unhappy fl.!een 
JtVhit her wou' d _you fly l return 
lour Al:feme the forfaken Groves 
And de/art Palace Jeem to mourn. 

This !hook them (Ca ys Plutarch in the Life of 
Lyfander) and gave an Occafion to refieB: how bar
barous it wou'd appear to lay that City in Ruin, 
which had been renown'd for the Birth and Edu
cation of fo many famous Men. 

Hamlet•s 
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Hamlet's Soliloquy, 2409. 

Death or to die. 

-To be or not to be ; that is the Queftion ? 
Whether 'tis noblef in the Mind to fuffer 
The ·slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againft a Sea of Troubles, 
And by oppofing end them, p. 2409, and 1 o. 

Calumny. 

Be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Snow 
Thou fhal t not efca pe Calumny, 1>· 24 t 1 • 

Hamlet's Advice and Dir(S(Hons to Players is very 
good containing very good Precepts of a juft Pro
nuRciation, which being as ufeful for thofe, who 
Judge, as thofe who act I 1hall take more Notice 
of them. 

H~em. Speak the Speech I pray you as I pro
nounc'd it to you trippingly on the Tongue. But 
if you mouth it as many of our Players do, I had 
as live the Town Cryer had fpoke my Lines. 
Nor do not faw the Air too much with your 
Hand thus, but ufe al1 gently ; for in _the very 
Torrent, Tempefl, and I may foy the Whirle-wind of 
Paffion, you muft btget a Temperance, that mAJ give 
it Smoothnefs. Oh ! it offends me to the Soul to 
fee a robouftous Periwig-pated Fellow telr a Paf· 
fion to Tatters, to very Rags, to fplit the Ears 
of the Gr1undlings; who, for the moft part, are 
capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb Shows, 
and Noife, d·G. and a little f~trther. 

__;_Be 
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-Be not too tame neither, but let your own 

Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Aetion to 
the Word, and the Word to the AB:ion ; with 
this efpecial Obfervance, that you o'ertop not 
the Modefty of Nature; for any thing fo over
done, is from the Purpofe of Playing; whofe 
Eud both at the firft and now, was and is, to 
hold as 'twet e a l\1irror up to Nature. To fhow 
Vertue her own Feature; Scorn her own Image; 
ancJ the very Ap.,e and Body of the Time his Form 
and Pre!fure. Now this over done, or come tardy 
of, tho' it make the unskilful Laugh cannot but 
make the Judicious grieve. The Cenfore of which 
one muft in your Allowance, o'erfway a whole The
atre of others. Oh ! there be Players, that I have 
feen Play, and heard others Praife, and that high
ly (not to fpeak it prophanely) that neither ha .. 
ving the Accent of Chrijl-ians, nor the Gate of 
Chrijlian, Pagttn, nor Norman, have fo ftrutted and 
bellow,.d, that I have thought fome of Natures 'jour
ne_y Men had made Men, and not made them ·well, they 
imitated HumR-nity fo abominably.- and let thofe 
that Play the Clowns fpeak no more, than is fet 
down for them for there be of them, that wil1 
of themfelves laugh to fet on fome Quantity of 
barren SpeB:ators to laugh too, tho' in the mean 
Time fome neceffary Queftion of the Play be then 
to be confider'd. That's Villainous, and fhows a 
moft pityful Ambition in the Fool that ufes it 
· p. 24t 3, and I 4· 

Thefe Precepts of Shake(pear are as valuable, as 
any thing in him, for indeed thoroughly ftudy'd 
and underftood they teach the whole Art of the 
Stage, which relates to the Reprefentation or the 
Atlors; who ftill are too commonly guilty of 

thefc 
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thefe very Follies, which Shakefpe11r ohferv'd in 
the Players of his Titne. 

I fhall fay no more in Explanation of this here 
defigning a particular Difcoutfe on the Art of 
Fronoundation and A8ing, for it is not fufficient 
for a Player to fpeak well, he muft give what he 
fays its true Attion ; he muft look his Part, he 
muft be the Man, he reprefents ac~mrding to the 
very Lineaments of the Paffion, ot Humo~r which 
he reprefents or elfe he is no Actor. They are 
call'd ABo.rs . not Speakers, and a Mifta k~ in the 
accenting a Word, or ev'n in a vicious Tone of 
Utterance may be forgiven, but an ill Action is 
an Error in the Fundamentals. There is a Lady 
on the Stage who may perhaps be fometimes out 
in her Speaking, hut always fo Charms in her 
A8ion, that fhe will not fuffer a Lover of the Art 
not to fink the fmaller Error in the greater Beauty. 
Our Actors are very liable to neglect the Deco
rum of the Reprefentation, and \~hen they have 
form'd them to the Figure of a pafiionate Man as 
long as they fpeak, while the Oppofite fpeaks, are 
as calm as if unconcern'd in the Matter, where
as in Nature no Man in Anger, Love or Grief 
but minds what the other fays and is as much 
concero'd in it as if he fpoke himftJf. In this Par.; 
ticu)ar no Body can excell Mrs. lJ~trry, whom I 
have frequently obferv\1 change her Colour, and 
difcover a Concern that equal'd Nature; this is' 
no Flattery to her but barely Juftice. 

But not to dwell on this Subj~=>B:, or anticip·~re 
what I have to fay in a longer Difcuffion of this 
Point let us return to the fine thing~ of this Play 
of HAmlet. His Speech to Horatio p. 24 r 4· has 
many good Lines. The Queen's Protefts in the 
Play that's introduc'd, and the King's Difcourfe 

Cc 2 witli 
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with her is worth re:1ding for the Lin.es and the 
Rdletlion~ p. 2417. 18. The Scene betwixt his 
Mother, and Hamlet is generally very well; tho' 
perhaps it is cap~ble of Improvement; that part 
of the Scene where the Ghoft comes in is very 
ftrona ; as i ndecd Shakefpear is in the tor mer Scene, 
w hi eh as I luve been a flur'd he wrote in a Char
nel Houfe in the midft of the Night. from p. 2 .. p6 
top. 2431. 

On ltfan. 

\Vhat is l\Ian)--
If nis chief Good and 1\tlarket of his Time, &c. 

p 2135· 

The J)ifcourfe betwixt 1-Iamlet and the Grave 
Maker is fu 11 of mora 1 Reflections and worthy 
minding, tho' that Difcourfe it felf has nothing 
to do there-, where it is, nor of any ufe to the 
Ddign, and may be as well lett out; and what 
ever can he Jeft out has no Bufinefs in a Play, 
but this being low Comrd y has fti ll lefs to do here. 
p. 2450 to. 2453· The Character Hamlet gives 
of 'O(rick is very ~iltirical aud wou'd be good any 
where elfe. p. 21)9· 

The Arg'•ment of J(ing Lear. 

Lear King of Britain has three Daughters Gon· 
erill, Regan, and Cordelia. Gonerill is marry'd to 
the Duke of Albany, Reoan to the Duke of Corn
f1al, anrl the King of F::ance and Duke of Burgundy 
a~e. ~rt tende~s to Cor delta. The King being old 
d1v1de~ h1s Ktngdom betwixt his three Daughters 
refervmg only an hundred Knights for himfelf 

and 
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and the N 1 me of K i n g. But the t 1" ' o Elder b v 
their mighty Profcffions of Love and D· ~ ty beyond 
l'Yieafnre win the F.nher's Heart, now a!ien::fted 
from Cor de liv-e brcan le fhe 0. an h'd nor her Aftetl i
ons over with empty Profdri~ns, C.') rhnt o!d Lear 
in a Paffion gives awav rer .Shne to her orhet 
Sifters and with hie; Cnrfe lc3vr:s het· r0 F;ance 

' who takes her for his Wife tho' t ejefterl hy Bur
gundy. Tbe two Daughters Regan and Conerill 
foon fan from their 0:.1ty, and grow weary ot 
the King are u 1civil to his Fo\1owers wou'J a
bridge them, nay take them quite a w~y; "'hrn 
in a ftormy Nip;ht he is turn~d out of the Eatl 
of Gloucefler's Hou fe with Orders to him not to 
relieve him. The Earl of Glouce(ler fhook wirh 
Horror of ~hcfe unnatural Proceedings, acquaints 
his bafrard Son of his Intentions to anift the 
King, and tlut the French were come over to his 
Aid, but he betrays him, and fo his Eyes are 
put out, and he turn'd out of Doors bei:lR inform'd 
that his baftard Son had done it a 11, hy whom 
deceiv'd he had heliev'd his o'.vn Son Eduar had 
contriv'd his De 1thl and v\ h') for fear of the Pro
clamation againft him wander'd like 7~oll1 a Be.dlam. 
He meers with the Kr:~g,. znd with h:s Father af• 
tcnvards ·on w bote H e:ad there being a Price f~t 
Gonerills Steward r.1eeti1Jg hirn offers to kill him but 
is prcVei:ted by Fdgar's killing of him, about whom 
he fi11ds Coner·i/l.r L"-!ttcrs t0 the- B 1ftard, being Love 
to him and a Oelign af:,ai nft the Duke of .Albany 
her Husband. To w horn hr carries it before the 
RHtle betwixt the B;·itair.s and the French under 
rordelia's Command, wh0m fhe brvught to the 
King's Affiftance ag:1in ft her unnatural .)i frers, but 
being beaten and the King and fne taken Prifone·rs 
the Baftard orders them to be kill'd, in Prif0n. 

Cc 3 And .. 
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And Edgar having fought and kill'd the Baftard, 
Reg1m being Poifoa'd by h_er Sifter Gonerill, and Ote 
being upbraided by her Husband, with the Guilt, but 
more affected with the lofs of Edmond kills her
felf, he owns his Warrant out againft: the King 
and Cordeli4 they fend to fave them but come too 
late, Cord~lia being hang'd but the King kill'd the 
Rogue that hang'd her, but breaks his Heart and 
dies; fo the Pl~y Ends. 

The King and Cordeliet ought by no means to 
Jllve dy'd, and therefore Mr Tate has very juftly 
alter'd that particular, which muft difguft the 
Reader and Audience to have Vertue and Piety 
meet fo unjaft a Reward. So that this Plot, tho' 
of (Q celebrated a Play, has none of the Ends of 
Tragedy moving neither Fear nor Pity. \Ve rejoice 
at the Death of the Baftard and the two Sifters, 
as of l'llonfters in N .1ture under whom the very 
Earth muft groan. ·And we fee with horror and 
Indignation the Death of the King, Cordelia and 
4(ent; tho' of the Three the King only cou'd move 
pity if that wer~ not loft in the Indignation and 
Forror the Qeath of the other two produces, for 
be is a truly Tragic Character not fupremely Vir
tuous nor Scandaloufly vicious he is made up of 
(:holer, and Obftinacy, Fr3ilties pardonable e~ough 
in an Old Man, and yet what drew on him all the 
~1isfortunes of his Life. 

The Bafr~rd's Speech of the Folly of laying our 
fat~ and Follies on the Stars, p. 2480. is worth 
reading - Th;J is th~ excellent Foppery of th~ 
~Vorld, that when rp~ art fie~ in f<Jrtune, ~c. 

Le .. -tr's Paffion, p. 2488. on the Ingratitude of his 
Daughter (Joneri/l is ,rery well, and his Curfes on 
ber very well and naturally chofe. Lear's Speec~ 
~ o Rrgap, p. 25?5· i? v~ry ~ell . No Reghan 
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thou jhalt ne' er have my Cur{es, &c. and his Paffion 
in this whole Scene agreeable to the Man
ners. 

The Needs of Life few, p. 2507. 

Oh! Reafon not on Need! our bafei1 Be go us 
Are in the pooreft things fuperftuous . b 

Allo'wV not Nature more, than Nature needc;; 
Man's Life is cheap as Beafts, &c. 

Kent's Defcription of th.e tempeftuous Night, 
p. 25 r r. is very good. 

-Things that love Night 
Love not fuch Nights as thefe. The wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very Wanderers of the DJrk, &c. 

There is nothing more beautiful th4n Lear,s 
firft Starts of Madnefs, 2) I 4· \.\Then Edgar comes 
out in the Habit of a Madman- Didfl thou 
O'h'e all to th'] DauO"hters? And art thou en me to this! 

0 C) 

And again . Have hi1 Daughters brought hmJ 
to this pafs, cou1dft thQu fave not bing ? JVouldft thou 
give 'em a/1----

-Now all the Plagr~e.r, that in the pendulous Air 
Hflng fated o'~r Mens Faults, Light on thy Daughters. 

l{ent. He has no Daughters, Sir. (Nature 
Lear. De4Ztb, Traitor, twthin._<( cou' d have fubdued 

To fuch a Lorvne[s, but his unkind Davghters, &c, 
P~g. ~SI5· 

I 

Edgar's Account of a Servingman is very pret
ty. tbid. as all that he fays in the Play is a\:c:)r..:ing c c 4 ~f)· 
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to the CharaCter, which his Affairs oblige him to 
atfume. 

On Matt. 2516. 

Man is no more, than this confider him well! 
Thou ow'ft the Worm no Silk, the Beaft no Hide 
The Sheep no Wool, the Cat no Perfume. How ! 
Here's three on's are fophifticated. Thou art the 

thing it felf. 
Unaccomodated Man is no more 
But fuch a bare poor forked Animal 
As thou art-

Edgar's Defcription of the Precipice of Dover Cliff 
is very good,p. 2530 

(low, &c. 
-How foJtrf~l and diz..z..y ,tis to caft ones Eye fo 

Againft the grofs and Idohtrous Flattery of 
Princes fee Lear's Madnefs, p. 253 2. They flatter'd 
'me like a Dog, a ild told me, that I had white 
'Hairs in my Beard e'er the black ones were there, 
'to fay Ay, and No to every thing I faid -Ay 
and No too was no good Divinity. When the Rain 
came to wet me once, and the Wind to make me chatter, 
'lrhen the Thunder wou'd not peace at my bidding, there 
I found 'em, there I [melt them out--go to, they are 
11ot Men of their Words; they told me I was every thing, 
'tis a Lie I am not .Ague Proof. Tho' all Lear's 
Madnefs is good, yet p. 2544 is particularly re
markable for the fatyrical 1:\.eflettions- The 
Vferer hangs the Couz..ener. Through tatttr'd Clollths 
great Vices do appear, &c. · 

For this Story read fifilton's and Tyrrel's Hifto· 
ry. 
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ry of England and Le/and, with Geofry of Mon
mouth, &c. 

The Argument of the Moor of Venia. 

Othe~lo a noble (door or Negro, who had by long 
and faithful Services, and brave Del d s efiablifh'd 
himfelf in the Opinion of the Senate of Venice~ wins 
the AffeClions of Defdemona, Daughter to BrPZbantio 
one of the Sen1tors, marries her unknown to 
her Father, and with the Senators Leave, carries 
her with him to Cyprus his Province. He makes 
Ca.!Jio his Lieutenant, 'tho la:;o had folicited the 
Poft by his Friends for himfelf, which Rtfufal 
join'd with a Jealoufy, that Othello had been too 
familiar with his Wife, makes him contrive the 
Deftruaion of CajJio, and the Moor to gratify his 
Revenge and his Ambition. But having no \Vay 
to take a Vengeance on the Moor proportion'd to his 
imaginary and double Injary b\lt th1s, he draws 
him with a great deal of Cunning into a Jealou
fy of his Wife, and that by a Chain of Circam
ftances contriv'd to that Purpofe, and urg'd with all 
the taking Infinuations imagi11:1 hie. Ot tJello by 
thefe Means won to a Belief of his own Infamy 
refolves the Mm der of his \.Vife and Cajfio, whom 
he concluded guilty. !ago undertakes the difpatch
ing Cajfio, whofe Comiilion he had alrertdy got, 
which defigoing to do by Roderigo who had been 
his Dure in Heres by his lVTeans to enjoy Defde
monA> and who now grew impatient of any longer 
Deby. But he milling his Aim is wounded, and 
kill'd outright by !ago to ftop him from telling 
any Tales of ·him. But the Moor efftetual1y put his 
Revenge in Execution on his Wife ; which is no 
fooner done, but he is convinc'd of his Error, a~d 

1n 
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in Remorfe kills himfelf, whilft /ago the Caufe of 
all this Vil.lany having mortal1y wounded his Wife 
for difcovering of it, is born away to a more ig· 
nominious Punifhment ; and Caffio is made Gover
nour of Cyprus. 

I have drawn the Fable with as much favour to 
the Author, as I poffibly cou'd, yet I muft own 
that the FJults found in it by Mr Rymer are but 
too vifible for the moft Pa·rt. That of making a 
Ne(J'ro of the Hero or chief Character of the Play, 
wo~'d fbock any one; for it is not the Rationale of 
the thing and the Deductions, that may thence be 
brought to diminifb the Oppofition betwixt the 
different Colours of Mankind that wou'd not be 
fufficient to take away that which is fhockin~ in 
this Story ; fince this entirely depends on Cuftom 
which makes it fo, and on common Womens ad
ptitting a Ne,~ro to a Commerce with her every 
one almoft ftarts at the Choice. Much more in 
a Woman of Vertue; and indeed Ialo, B~tmbutio, 

&c. have fhewn fuch Reafons as m1ke it monftru
ous. I wonder Shake(pear faw this in the Perfons 
of his Play, and not ia his own Judgment~ If Othello 

had been made deformed, and not over young hllt 

no Black, it had removed m oft of the Abfurdities, 
but now it pleafes only h7 Prefcription. 'Tis pof
flble, that an innocent tender young Womln, who 
knew little of the World, might be won by the 
brave ACtions of a gallant Man not to regard his 
Age or o~formities, bJt Nature, or what is all 
one in this Caie, Cuftom having put fuch a 
Bar as fo oppolite a C:>lour, it takes away our Pi
ty from her, and only raifes our Indignation a
gainft him. I fiull p.lfs over the other Obfervati
P,ns founded on this Error, fince they have been 
fuffidently taken Notice of already. It muft be 

own'd 
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.own'd that Shake[pear drew Men better than 
Women; to whom indeed he has feldom' given 
any confidera ble Place in his Plays ; here and in 
Romeo and 1uliet he has done moft in this matter 
but here he has not given any graceful Touche; 
to Defdemona in ma ny places of -her Part. 

\Vhether the Motives of Othe!lo's Jealoufie be 
ftrong enough to free him from the !mputation 
of Levity and Fony I will not determine; fince 
Jealoufie is born often of very flight Occafions., 
.efpecially in the Breafts of Men of thofe war .. -
mer Climates. Yet this muft be faid Shakefp~ar· 
has manag'd the Scene fo well, that it is that 
alone, which fupports hi~ Play, and impofes on 
the Au.clience fo very fucce fsfully, that til1 a Re
formation of the Stage comes, I believe it will 
always be kindly receiv 'd. 

/ago is a CharaCter, that can hardly be admitted 
il,lto the Tragic Scene, tho' it is qualify'd by his 
being pufh'd on by Revenge, Ambition and 1e~loufie ; 
.Becaufe he feems to decl~re himfelf a fettled Vil
lain. But leaving thefe things tn every /Vf an's 
Humour, which is in our Age all the Rule of 
Judging, let us take a View of what we can fiad 
beautiful in the Reflections and Sentiments. 

Preferment. 

-'Tis the Courfe of Service 
Preferment goes by Letter, and Alfettion 
And not by old Gradation where each fecond 
Stood Heir to the firft, &c. p. 2) 56. 

So that notwithftanding our Murmurers in the 
Army and other Places we find Merit and Right 
pave been poft·pon'd to Favour long before our 

Days 
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Days. /ago's Harangue again.ft ~onefty in this 
Page is fevere enough ; and 'tts ptty that the Sa
tire is too true p. 2.)62. Brabantio urges what I 
b.:fore remark'd of the improbability of his Daugh
ters being won by the Moor, but by Charms and 
Witch-craft. 

1 do not think Othe/lo's Acc1unt to the Senate 
of the progrefs of his Love with Defdemona fo ri
diculous as Mr. Rimer makes it, for, as for the 
Canib~ls; and Mert whofe He1ds grew beneath 
their Shoulders, &c. being Objects of vulgar 
Credulity, they are as prob1ble and as moving, 
as the Cyclops and Harpyes of Vzrgil ; and then 
abating for the Colour of the M9or, and the im
problbility of his having that Poft, the Tale has 
a greJt deal of the Path-or. p. 2565. 68. /ago to 
infinuate jnto Roderego thlt he may have hopes 
of Defdemana, fays P· 2580.- mark me with 
what violence Jhe lov'd the Moor but for bragging, 
~end telling her fantaftical Lies, &c. 

There are in this Play as well as in moft of 
this Poet a great abundance of Soliloquies in 
which the Dramatic Perfon difcourfes with the 
Audience his Defigns, his Temper, &c. which 
are highly unnatural, and oot to be imitated by 
any one. 

The Moor has not bedded his Lady till he came 
to Cyprus, nay it was not done, p. 2582 and 3· 
and yet it is before and after urg'd that lhe was 
or might be fated with him. But thofe little For
getfulneifes are not worth mindinz • 

.Againft Reputation. p. 2589. 

Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe lmpofiti· 
on, oft got without Merit, and loft without de
ferving, &c! Content 

I 
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Content is lflealth. 2600. 

Poor and Content is Rich, and Rich enough 
But Rich finelefs, is as poor as Winter, &c. 

Othe!lo's Soliloquie before he kills Defdemona has 
been much admir'd. p. 2636. 

The Argument of .Anthony and Cleopatrtt. 

This Play is the Hifiory of .Anthony and Cleopa
tra from the Death of Fulvia to the taking of .Alex
andria, and the Death of Cleopatra. The ~cene 
is fometimes at Rome fometimes in ~'gypt, feme
times at Sea and fomet imt.s at 1 and, aJ;d fe1dom 
a Line allow'd 1or a Ffltfage to fo great a DHl:ance 
and the Play is full of Slenes firangcly broken : ma
ny of which excet d not ten Lines. It is needlefs 
to write the StOt y fince it is fo kncwn to every 
Body that .Antt;r;''Y ft ll in 1 ove with Cleopatra, that 
after Fulvia's Death he marrv'd Oilavia, t~e Sifter 
of .Auguflru to piec.e up the Flaws, tPat Fulvia and 
mutual Jealoufies had rracJe; That however he 
foon relaps'd to Cleopatra, e:~ud that War enfuing, 
..Anthony's ill Condnet loft the Day at .AElit·m firfr, 
and afterwards at Alexandrill where he kil1'd him
felf with his Sword, and Cleop{ltra with the Sting 
of an .Afpic to avOJd bfing catry'd in Triumph 
by Auguftus. In this Pla 1 indeed Se .\tus Prmpezus 
is brought in, and the Treat he gave Amhony 
Lepidus, and .Augvjiw on Eoard lus \'dfel . 

.Auguftus gives .Am ht·ny his tt uc Cf.arzfter p. 2667. 
When thou wert be~tten Jrcm J.Y:utino., G-c, And the 
concern and cate ot ( hop~ttut in tbe IJ{Xt Page is 
not uunatural- Oh ! Chait mian! ' · he, e zha;k'Jf 
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thou he is now? Pompey's Wi.{b againft .Anthony~ 
p. 267 t. is very apt and pretty. But all the Charms 
of Love, falt Cleopatra., {often thy wand Lips, &c. 

I muft not omit the Defcription Enobarbus gives 
of Cleopatra's Sailing down the Cydnos, becaufe 
Mr. Dryden has giveo us one of the fame in his 
.All for Loue, which I fhaU here compare together 
and le1ve the Decifion of the Victory to the impar .. 
tial Reader. 

The Barge fhe fate in, like a burnifb'd Throne,. 
Burnt on the Water_; the Poop was beaten Gold,. 
Purple the Sails, and fo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Lovefick. 
With them ; the Oars were filver, 
Which to the Tune of Flutes kept Stroke, and made 
The Water which they beat, to follow fafrer, 
As amorous of their Strokes. For her own Perfon 
l t begga rd a li Defcription. She did lie 
In her Pavilion, Ctoath of Gold, of Tilfue, 
O'erpitl:uring that Venus where we fee 
The Fancy out-work Nlture. On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys like fmiling Cupids, 
\Vith divers coloured Fans., whofe Wind did feem 
To glow the delicate Cheeks, which they did cool, 
And what they did undid. 
Her Gentlewomen like Nereid1 
So many Meremaids tended her i' th' Eyes, 
.And made their Bends Adornings. At the Helm 
A feeming Mermaid fi:eers; the filken Tackles 
Swell with the Touches of thofe Flower-foft Ha·nds, 
That yarely frame the Office. From the Barge 
A ftrange invifible Perfume hits the Senfe 
Of the adj 1cent vVharfs. The City caft her 
People out upon her, and Antony 
.Enthron'd in th' l\1arket-place did fit alone 

\Vhiftlin~ 
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WhHHing to the Air, which but for Vacancy 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And make a Gap in Nature. 

Mr. Dryden in his Allfor Love Aa third, where 
.Antony gives it to Dolabel!a in thefe Words. 

Her Gally down the filver Cydnos row'd 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold 
The gentle Wiqds were lodg'd in Purple Sails . 

. Her Nymphs like Nereids round her Couch were 
Where fhe another fea-born Venus lay. (plac'd 
She lay and leant her Cheek upon her Hand 
And caft a Look fo languifhingly fweet 
As if fecure of all Beholders Hearts 
Neglecting fbe coud take 'em: Boys, like Cupids, 
Stood fanning with their painted Wings, the Winds 
That playd about her face (abroad 
But if fhe fmil'd, a darting Glory feem'd to blaze 
That Mens de firing Eyes were never wearied 
But hung upon th Object To foft Flutes 
The filver Oars kept time, and while they played 
The Hearing gave new Pleafure to the Sight 
And both to Thought. 'Twas Heaven or fomewhat 

(more 
For fhe fo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their welcome Vojce---

Both Poets are a little beholding to the lliftorinn for 
at leaft the Ground~ork of this J?efcription. 

Fortune forms our '1,udgr.nent.: · : ·. ·· 

-I fee Mens Judgments are . · 
A Parcel of their Fortunes ; and things outward 
· · Do 
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Oo draw the inward Q!1ality after them 
To fuffer all alike- &c. p 2710. 

Loyalty. 

Mine Honefty and l begin to fquare 
The Loyalty wel1 held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly, &c. ibid. 

The Incident of Eros killing himfelf inftead of 
.Antony when his Back is turn'd, Mr. Dryden has 
borrow'd in his All for Love, for Ventidius p. 2729. 
And Cleopatra's fendin~ him Word that fhe had 
kill'd her felf, is made ufe of in near the fame 
Manner by our late Laureat, in the forequoted Play 
of his. 

For the Plot or Story of this Piece read Plutarch's 
Life of Anthony; Suetonius in Aug. Dion CajJius lib. 
48. Orofius 1. 6. c. 7· Cluny. 1. 4· c. 11 • .Appian.l. S• 

The Argument of Cymbeline. 

Cymbeline King of Britain in the Time of Au· 
.guflus, having loft his Sons Guiderius and Aviragus, 
had only one Daughter remaining call'd lmogen, 
who privately married Pofthumus contrary to her 
Father's Will; who defign'd her for Clotten the 
Queen's Son by a former Husband, bat a filly af
fetted proud Fellow. Pofthumus is therefore ba· 
nifh'd Britain, and goes to Rome, where he wagers 
with one 1acimo an Italian, that he cannot cor• 
rupt his Lady. He gives him Letters to her and 
he takes a Journey into Britain on purpofe, tries 
her by Words in vain, fo gets Leave to put a 
Cheft of Treafure into her Chamber for one Night; 
in which being convey'd, he lets himfelf out when 

flte 
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1he is afie~p, obferves the Room, takes away the 
Brace let from her Arm, views a Mark ur.tler hei· 
Breaft, and retires into his Cheft again, and is the 
next Day carried away by his Men ; returns to 
Rome, and by thefe Tokens perfwades PoflhumuJ, 
that he had lain with his Wife, fo has the Chain 
and the Ring, whilft Pofthumus fends an Order to 
Pifanio his Man to get his Miftrefs down to 
Milford Haven and there to murder het, for ha
ving betray'd his Honour in the Embraces of ano.;;. 
ther. Imogen with Joy goes with him hoping to 
meet her Husband there, as her Letter promis'd ; 
but when Pifanio fbew'd her his Order to kill her 
for Adultery, fhe is highly concerned and begs 
her Death, but he perfwades her to fray there in 
Boys Cloaths to get into the Service of Lucius the 
Roman General, and fo lhe might come near 
Poflhumur and obferve him., to whom Pifanio fenc 
\\lord, that he had kill'd her according to his Or
der. Imogen in the mean while lofing her \V ay a:
mong the Mountains, wanders ti l1 lbe is almoft 
ftarvtd, when finding a Cave and Victuals, fhe en
ters and falJs to eating, when Be!l~trius or Morgan; 
Guiderius and Avir~~us or Cadwal and Polydore the 
Mafters of that Cave return and find her, and 
taking her for a Boy, are very fond of her., calling 
her Brother, &c. But fbe being ficlv takes fome of a 
Viol given her by Pifanio., which he had from the 
Queen as a Cordial, t ho' Meant for a Poifon: 
The Brothers and the Father going again out to 
hunt, meet with Clotten, who was come thither 
in the Cloaths of Poflhumus, on his Underftanding 
that Imogen was fled thither, but bearing himfelf 
infolently to Guiderius and Aviragus one of them 
fights and kiUs him and cuts off .his Head and hff
ving triumph'd over him, threw his Head into the 
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Sea. But returning home they fin<l Fidele Dead 
(for by that Name ltmflen can'd berfelf in that 
Habit) they fiog her Dirge, and leave: her wi ·h ttie 
De-ad and bea.d lefs Body of Clotten,, fbe comes ~o 
herfelf again and. finding a Body wit·hout a H~ad 
and in the C1onths of Pofthumas imagines itt t-o be 
l1im f.bin; a·nd is found weeping on the BQdy, by 
Lucius the Roman General, who W'lS c;ome now wi~h 
his Army to invade Britain, Cymbeline ha'.ling re
fus'd to pay the Tribute fetded with 1ulius Cefar. 
He takes ber for his Page: PoffhumuJ· being come 
over with the Ro.mans before the IDay of Battle 
changes his Ha hit for a poor Country Fellow's; 
and Be!larius not ahle to reftrain Guiduius a-nd 
.Aviragu.r from the Fight. goes with them, and there 
refcue the King now almofi: taken Prifon~r; and 
the Battle being chang'd by. the Valour of thefe 
four the Romans are beat, fo Pofthumus puts on 
his Roman Habit again, that he might be taken 
and put to Death, being weary of Life for th~ 
Death of lmogen.. He therefore, and Lucius and 
1acimo are put in Prifon and referv'd for Execu
tion, Fidele is taken by the King for his Pag-e-, aoo 
of her he is fo fond as to grant her w hat~ver, 
Life fhe demanded among the Roman Prifoners. 
She feeiog the Ring of Pofthumus on 1atimrls Fingeli 
demands that he be oblig'd to djft:over how he 
come by it. Jacimo then owns all the Roguefiy, 
and Pofllmmus then difcovers himfelf and fays, that 
he had murder'd Imogen1 who coming to embrace 
him he fhikes he( trcm him fuppofing ~r only 
a Page, but fhe being come to her felf owns> tha~ 
fl~e is Imogen. And fhe accufing Pi{anio of hsvinp 
g1ven hrr Pcifon, the Fhyfician and the Queens. 
Maids jufi:ity him by letting the King know 
that the QlJeen on her Death Bed. own'd that 

· fue 
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fhe ~ad g~ven P_i{Attio a Draught for a Cordial, that 
wo.u d p01fon htm? at the fa me time confeffing her 
gu1lty Defign agamft the King himfelf. Guiderius 
o~ning that he had kill'd Clotten, the King orders 
htm to be put to Death, when Bellitrius difcovers 
that he and Aviragus are the I<.ing's Sons. And 
P humus owning himfelf to be the Country Fel• 
low, th t behaved himfelf fo well, all are forgiven, 
and Peace made, Cymbeline agreeing to pay the 
Tribute tho' a Conqueror. 

Tho' the ufual Abfurdities of irregular Plots a• 
bound in this, yet there is fomething in the Difco· 
very, that is very touching~ The Charaaer of the 
King ~een and Clotten, do not feem extreamly a
greeable to their Quality. This Play has been al• 
ter'd by Mr. Durfey, but whether to its Advan• 
tage or nof I will not determine, becaufe I have 
ot th A teration by me ; but I am afraid the· 

Gentleman who alter'd it, was not fo well acquain• 
ted with t e Rules of Art, as to be able to improve 
the Cymbelin1 of Shakefpe~tr. H.e himfelf p. 275 I • 

m lfes this Objection againft a· main Incident of 
the Play- 2 Gal. That a Kiwg'J Children j11ould 
be fo conveyed, fo Jlackly guarded, and the Sfarch fo 
flow, that cou'd not trace them- 1 Gent. Horrfo
e'er 'tis flrange, or that the Negligence may well ~'e 
laugh'd at; yet it iJ true., &c. But he has h re as In 

other things fiighted the Abfurdity, and kept ~o 
the Errour knowingly ; but the Anfwer he puts 111 

the. firft Gentlfman's Mouth is of no Validit 
were it fo, viz... Yet it is true ; for here Probability 
is m re to be fought, than Truth, w hi eh is fome
times fo meerly poffi ble, that it ea n fcarce find Ee· 
lief. And indeed m oft of the Incidents of this Play 
fmell ran 1 of Rflm~tnce. ']"cimo7s falfe A cufation 
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of Pofthumus t? his . W.ife is well enough, anl has 
many- good Ltnes Jn It. 

On Gold. 

----'Tis Go1d 
Which buys Admittance; oft it do's, yea and nakes 
Diana's Rangers falfe themfelves, and yield tp · 
Their Does to the Stand o' th' Steal er, &c. P· Z.774· 

A:(airzfl Women, p. 2782. 

ls there -no Way for Men to be, but Women 
l\'1uft behalf Workers? &c. 

The Speech of Be!larius to Aviragus and Guide
rius, p. 2788. contains many fine Reflections
Confider when you above perceive me like a CrOW

1 

that 
it i.t Place that leffins and {ets off, &c. And in his 
next Speech Did you but know the Cities 
V furies, and felt them knowingly, the Art- z." th' '.:1urt, 
&c. His Defcription of the Temper and J.ttion 
of Guiderius on hearing a Martial Story. P11g. 
2789, a.ud 90. 

Slande_r. 

-No 'tis Slander 
\Vhofe Edge is flurper than the Sword, IVhofe 

Tongue 
Out-venoms all the Worms of Nile, &c. p. 2 .. 91. 

Pi{lmio's Defcription of the Temper of ~ pert 
Boy or Page is apropos enough. 

You muft forget to be a Woman, change 
CommaLd into Obedience. Fear and Nicencfs 

The 
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The Hm~maids of all Women, or more truly 
Woma11ts pretty felf, into a waggifh Courage 
Ready in Gybes, quick-anfwer'd, fJucy, and 
As quarrelous as a Weczel, &c. p. 2794· 

lm11gm on Lies and Falfbocd pretty enou!!h, p. 
28oo. Two Beggars told me I could not mi{s my Way, 
will poo,. Folks Lit, &c. 

Melanchol!y. 

-Oh! M~lancholly 
Who e~er yet cou~d found thy Bottom? &c. p. 2811 

The Plot of this Play is taken from Barc~tces's 
Novels Day 2:.. Nov. 9· 

Th~ Argument of Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Perides goes to the Court of Antiochus the Great 
in Ord!r to get his Daughter Hefperides by folv1ng 
a Riddle propos'd by her Father, which he juftly 
interpteted to be his Inceft with her; he there
fore fti~s thence to fave his Life, and for fear of 
his Porver flies from Home. with fome Ships lea .. 
ving Hlficanus Governour of his Principality in his 
Abfenc~; he comes to Tharfus, which Place he re
lieves in a Famine, and proceeds farther by Sea, 
till caft away on the Coaft of Pentapolu he Jufts 
for the King's Daughter 1haifa, wins her in all bis 
Exercies. Qeparting home to 7)'re .Antiochus be
ing ki I'd with his inc;efiuous Daughter by Light· 
ning, he is brought to Bed .of a Daughter and 
dies in Child bed; the Daughter is caU'd l'rfarina, 
and th~ J\tlother put into a clofe Cheft and thrown 
into de Sea near Ephe{us; where being taken up 

0 d 3 the 
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the Cheft is open,d and fhe brought to Life a· 

~ gain, and retires to the Temple of Diana ti11 fue 
<;an bear of her Husband. PericleJ ia the mean 
while makes his Way to fhar{us, there leaves his 
i.nfant Daughter to be brought up by Dionyfia and 
Cleon whom he had former I y relieved in Diftrefs, 
and fails home to Tyre, to fatisfy his Peopte, who 
clfe doubting his Life, had chofe Hellicttnus. Ma
rina grows up in all Perfection, and a\ in Years, 
fo as to carry all the Praife from Philoten Daugh
ter to Dyonyfia and Cleon, {o tlut raifing the high
eft Envy in the Mother, fhe is refolv"d to have 
her murder'd by Leonine, by the Sea fide, and 
thrown into the Sea; bJt fame Pyrates landing in 
the Inftant of his going to kill her, they bear her 

· off to Met aline, and there fell her to a Bawd, but 
by her Vertues fhe converts a 11 the DebocheeJ and 
at laft perfwades her Miftrefs to get Money by 
her fioging an~ working, and her teaching both; 
this makes her known fo well that when PericleJ 
comes that Way, overwhelm'd in Grief fo far, as 
to fpeak to no Body, LyfimachuJ the Govern our 
comes aboard and advifes Hellicanus to admit this 
famous ~aid to fing to him, on which Peric:les 
is touch'd by her Appearance, and demanding 
who {he was finds her to be his Daughter, whom 
he had lamented as dead having feen her Tomb at 
Thnrfus, which Dionyfia and Cleon to conceal the 
Murder had built to her as dying a n1tnral Death . 
. Dian"' at that time appears to Pericles in his Sleep 
and bids him go to Ephe[UI and praying in her 
Temple to tell his Fortunes and there he fhoold 
fi_nd his Wife, w~ich he did, and fo all ends hap
ptly, Lyjimdtchus betng to marry his Daughter, who 
J.l~d converted him at the Bawdy-Houfe, and Cleon 

and 
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and J!Jionyji;t as the ·Inft Chorus tells u5 ar u-
uifh'Cl for their Treachery. 

~t . being certain that this Play Will\ pri-n~ted be
fore Shtikefpear~s e1th., an-i ofre:1 afted then with 
Ap-plaufe, I have taken the Pains to give y-ou tbe 
A gument in which there is il')thin~ O!'amaric but 
the Difcovery, whi"'h tho' bui·1t on tht highefi: In
probability is very moving. Whem:e Shahfpea;· 
took the Story I know not, but it feems of the 
Size of the Seven Champions of Chriftendorn, Valen
tine -and Orfon

1 
and the (e-:;en wife M4fters, or the 

like. 
The Filhermln p. 2862 makes a good Compari ... 

f0n betwixt the Fifu of Prey in the Sea, and our 
o~votHers A!hoar. 

\IVhy as Men do a Llnd 
The great ones eat up the little ones; 
I ea a cGmpare our rich Mifers, &c·. 

On Vrertue and Knotvleage, 2878. 

~.......___,(bold it ever Vertue and Cunning 
Were Endearments greater, than Noblenefs and. 

Riches (pend 
G.ne1efs Heirs nlly the two latter darken and ex
But Immor.tality attend the formt;r 
t 1aR ng a lVlJn a God. 

There are bef;d<::s thefe on which I have feme 
ew Remarks The London Prodigal, Thomat Lord 
romwet, Sir 1oluz OLd-cajlle, The. Puritan or the 

J¥idorv of WatlinrJ-ftreet, The Yorkj1u.re Tragedy and 
Lacrine · which,

6
as l am very well affur'd, are non~ 

of Shak~(pe~r's, nor have any thing i~ them to 
give tl'le leaft Ground to think them hts; not f? 

Dd 4 muca. 
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much as a Line; the Stile, the manner of DiElion, 
the Humours, the Di;rlogue, as di!tinet as any thing 
~an poll '>ly be. 1 ~ 1 the Wl}rft: of thofe which are 
genuine, there are always fome Lines, various Ex
preffions, and the turn of Thought which difco
ver it to have been the Prod ut! of S~akefpear: But 
jn thefe Six I can find none of thefe Signs. 

( have thus at lalt p1ft through all Sh~ke(peter's 
Plays in which if any gl}od judge fuall think me too 
partial to my Author, they ntuft: give me the 
allowance. 0f an E1itor, who can feldom fee a 
Fault in the Author, that he publifues; nay if 
he publilh two of the fame kind, that which is 
then under CJnfideration h1s the Advantage, and 
excel1s all o~hers. Betides if I have fhown you 
~11 that was any way beautiful in him, I have 
alfo been fo juft to the Art, as often to point out 
his Errors in that particular. And having gone 
over this celebr:~ted Author with io much Care, 
an 1\uth:>r afferted by the N~tmber of his 
Admirers (whom to oppofe is counted little lefs 
than Here lie in Poetry) to be the greateft Genius 
of the modern Times, efpecially of this Nation, 
I find my felf confirm'd in the Opinion I have 
lon·g had of the .Antients in the Dr11ma, I mean 
in Tragedy; for having been fo long converfant 
with the Confufions of want of Art in this Poet, 
tho' fupported with all the Advantages of a great 
Genius ; the Beauty of Order, Uniformity, and 
Harmony of Defign appears infinitely more Char
ming, and that is only to be found in the Greek 
foeN, tho' Otway and a very few Plays wrote. by 
fome yet living are not without their juft Pra1fe; 
but thofe are not fuch as have been the longeft 
·~ived on the Stage tho' very well receiv'd; it be
Jn& ~ difficult Iv.J:atcer to bring fuch a Town to 

. ~d~ 
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judge of the Man by the Performance, and not of 
the Performance by the Man. Shakefpear is indeed 
ftor'd with a great many Beauties, but they are 
in a heap of Rubbifh ; and as in the Ruincs of a 
magnificent Pile we are pleas'd with the Capitals 
of Pi11ars, the Bt~Jfo-relievo.r and the ]ike as we 
meet with them, yet how infinitt:]y more beauti
ful, and charming muft it be to behold them in 
their proper Places in the ftanding Building, where 
every thing anf~,-,·ers the other, and one Harmo
ny of all the Parts heightens the Excellence even of 
thofe Parts; and thus if thofe partial Beauties of 
Shalefpear cou'd be,or had been view'd in a truePofi
tion with their Correfpondence to fome perfect: 
whole, they wou'd receive a Praife, that they can-· 
not, as they are come up to. 

This wou'd make me furpriz'd to find fo many 
Advocates for Confufion, in the Preference they 
give the modern Tragic Poets above Order in So
phocles, and Euripide.r; did I not rem em bcr, that 
this is done by Perfons, who are totally ignorant of 
the Art and are only pleas'd by Vogue, and \Vhim
fey; and the Authors themfelves, who wanting 
Genius, and Skill have rail'd at the Excellence 
they cou'd not arrive at, bc:ing hum hly content 
with the precarious Applaufe of Fools; which as 
it was at firft given without Reafon, fo is -loft 
with as little, for whilfr there is no Standard of 
Excellence, there can be no fuch thing as Excel
lence, which is fuch a levelling Princi pie in Poetry, 
as all Men who wou'd pretend to the leafr Merit 
fbou'd, for their own fakes, exp_lode, as the genuine 
Child of Ignorance and Barbanfm. 

But I am more furpriz'd to find Mr. Dryden in 
the Number of the Flaterers of the Poets of the 
Age, who having had the Education of a Scholar, 

heighten'd 
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heigbten'd it with the Beaut-ies of a great Geniuf. 
t.Jut his Arguments for the Moderns againft the 
.Anci'tntJ worthy the C1ufe he defends that is highly 
ridiculoos. For his fi r{l: Argument is th~t the 
Greek Tragedies wer: not aivz-d d into Ails. But 
firlt he fb'ln'd have confider'd, that this Defect (if 
it be one) might be the Effect of the Ignorance or 
neglea of the Tra nfcribers, greater N1isfortunes 
tl\an that having befal'n Authors of that Antiquity 
in the dark Times of Gothic Ignorance : But I am 
alfraid, that I cannot eafily yield that this Divifion 
into Afrs is anf PerfeCtion, fince it plainly breaks 
off the Continuity of the Action, which is by the 
Chorus kept on without any Paufe. But .Ariftotlt: 
has given us all the Quantitative Parts of a Play as 
the Prologue or Protaft7;-che Epifode, Exode (lnd Ch~nu 
which perfectly diftinguifb'd al1 the Bufinefs and 
Order· of the whole Plot of the Play ; for which 
the Moderns have given us no Rules in Regard o 
what_ is proper to each ACT. 'Tis true, that in 
the Time of Horace the diftinB:ion of Atls was re· 
ceiv'd and their Number fettled as inviolable. 

Neu brevior quinto, tzeu fit prodtJElior AEfu. 

But as this was no Improvement in the A.rt of 
the Drama, fo had it been fo, 'tis plain, that the 
Moderns cou'd not make any Pretence to the In
vention, and by Confequence can give us no man
ner of Advantage over the Greek Poets in that 
particular. 

His next Argument is- That the Tragedies 
of the Greeks was taken from fome Tale drawn 
from Thebes or Troy, ot at leafi: fomething, that 
luppen'd in thofe Ages, which were fo known to 
the Audience, that they cou'd not afford any De-

light. 



R ARKs on the Plays ofShal{efpear. 427 
hg t. But let us ea his own Words- .AnrL 
the PefJpl,e .as. foon tts ev.er they he.ar' d the Name ofOedi
pu , lmew 1U tvell as the Poe.t., that he had kill'J. his 
F~tther bJ Miftake, and committed Inceft with his 
Mother before the Pftty; that they were 11DW tl hear of 
"' gr~at Plague, an Oracle, an.d the Gmft of Laiu~, fo 
tlua they {et with 4 yawning Expef1Ati.on till he 'WltS t.tJ 

&fJmt with his Eyes IJvt., and (pud an huwdred fJr two 
bf Yerfes in A tragic TDne in Cqmplaint cf hi; Mi.s[tw
tunu. Bra tm.e Oedipu , Hercole"S Dr M edea had bun 
t1krAble ; lo'd People they [cap' d not fo cheap, rheJ h~td 
Jlill the Cbapon bouiUc {et before thmz, tiU their .Ap1-
tites 1'tr cloy'd with the fame Dijh, ~nd the Novelty 
btitJg g~nt he Pleafure vanifl,'d So hAI one 
mAin End of Dramatic Poetry in its Defimtion which 

to caufe Delight was des1roy'd. 
I have rar~fcr"b'd fo many of his ow11 Words 
eerly to thow the vain a d wretched T iumph 

o a Man, who wa fo far from gaining any Ad
antage ovcr the .Ancunts, that he is out in ever¥ 
articular. That m oft of the Fables were taken 

from tbofe celebrated Stories of the fabulous Age 
of Grttce ·s true, but tha all are fo is far from 
1iruth, for the Perjians of v-Efchylus was not fo, and 
ome of .Agatho's and <>ther of the Greek Poets 

now loft, were pur FiBions of thei own as is 
p!ain from.Ariftotle's Art of P~etry and from Horace's 

ale. 

Si quid. intxpertum Seen£ committis 6· audes 
Perfomrm fDrmlZ1 t noV4Jn, ftrvetur aa imam 
~alis ab incept~ proceffirit & ftbi ctmjlet, &c. 

-ray this was fo common a .Pra8ice, tl,at -:1riffiJ .. 
le · mfelf d a s one of rs Rules from lt, and 

ti om b'cb Hor.we ook that juft quoted. Next 
Mr. 
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Mr. Dryden wa~ either ignorant, or forgot that 
tho' the fame Action was wrote upon by feveral of 
the Greek Poet§, yet the Conduct and Managment 
of it was alw1ys diff.-!rent., and the Ingenuity of that 
Variation was extreamlv entertaining to fo polite 
a People. · Thus Euripides took the Story of Iphi
genia in Tauris, and Polyides., and Ag~ttho, and others 
did the fame, yet the Difcovery is made in much 
a different M1nner. Euripides makeslphigenia, before 
fhe goes to facrifice Oreftes, write a Letter to her 
Brother Ores1-es, and give it to PyladtJ to deliver 
to him, and left he fhould lofe the Letter tells 
him the Contents of it, by which the Difcovery is 
made., that fhe is Iphigellia, which with the Proof 
of Oreffes faves his Life, and they both make their 
Efcape. PolyileJ made a Phy on the fame Sub· 
jet!, in which Oreffes was brought .to the Altar to 
be facrific'd, who when he was going to receive 
the fatal Blow from the Hands of his Sifter lphige
nia cries out, As my Siifer was facrific' d to Diana,fo 
muftI be facriftc'd to the fame. This made Iphigenia 
know her Brother and fave him. For indeed the 
various and diff~rent Traditions of thofe Stories 
left the Poet at Liberty to take which he pleas'd, 
and that gave a Variety ev·en to the fame Story ; 
as in the Revenge of Alcmeon for his Father's 
Death; fome make him kill his Mother knowingly, 
~s Sophocles h1s made Oreffes in his Electra, fame not 
knowing her till after he had done the Deed, and 
others prevent the Deed by a Difcovery of her 
being his Mother. And thefe Difcoveries were 
extreamly entertaining to People of that fine 
Tafi:e, which the Athenians had, as is plain from 
what Plutarch fays when he tells us that when 
Merope went to kill her Son, there was a murmu
ring amo~g the SpeCtators, which fhow'd not only 

, their 
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their Attention, but the Intereft they gave thfm-
felves in the Misfortune of a Mother, who was 
going to kill her Son, and of a Son \\ ho was tO' 
dye by the Hands of his Mother. 

But methinks that if this had been a real Ob ... 
jeB:ion he wou'd never have chofe to write upon 
the Story of .Anthony after Shalefpear and fome 
others, the various Con duet of the fa me Stot y 
takes away that Dulnefs which he appnhends 
from hearing the fame fo often. This is confirm'd 
by the beginning of Mr. Dryden's own Preface to 
.All for Love- The Death of A nthony and Cleo
patra, J~tys he, is a Subjell, which has been treated by 
the greateft Wits of our Nation after Shakefpear ; 
and by all fo Vllrioujly, that their Example has given 
me the Confidence to try my felf in the Bow of Ulyfres 
among the Crowd of Suittrs, and wzth all to take my 
own Mea(ures in aiming at the Mark. 

But this indeed was wrote fome Time after the 
Effay on Poetry, and may therefore differ from 
it, as moft of Mr. Dryden's critical Prefaces do. 
He has given another Infbince in his Oedipus, 
wrote upon not only by the Greeks, Seneca and 
Corneille but b fome of our old Englifo Poets, yet 
he has told · us, that they are different Plays tho' 
on the fame Sub jeer. His inde(d differs extrea m· 
ly from that of Sophocles; and t ho' he cor.demns 
Stntea abfolutely, and Corneille alrnofi as much yet 
he has taken the Defcription of the Plague the 
Ghoft of LaiuJ from Se11eca, and an Undn-plot 
from Corneille, not that his Under-plot is the f~me, 
but as an Under-plot it is the fame Enor ccpy'd 
from a Man he condemn'd and het e I can't but 
take :Notice, that of all he has fa id a~a!(jfi Otdipu 
in the foregoing Quotation, there is not one par
ticular to be found in SophodeJ. He has 110 Cho~ 

ot 
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of Laius he has-no ftir in a 0€fcription of a Plague · 
nor. any but an extream patbetick Complai-nt ni 
bi"s Misfortunes. 

But after all th·s Talk of the Pleafu es being 
vanilb'd after the Novelty is gG is highly; ridi u.., 
Jous ; for this wou'd hold gpod againft all Plays 
that had been feen above once., and be more fo in 
thofe of Cornei.lle-, and his Eng}i.fb Imitations, wh· It 
degend on Admir.ation, or the Intricacy of an ll'"' 

trigue, which after it has. been feen like a Jugler's 
Tricks when known, have nothing entertaining ; f 
we then know it all as well as he .AtheniAns co ~d 

now Ordipus, Thyejle.~., or any other of the Greek 
Stories; as for Example the Di{covery in the Spanifo 
Fryar, Don SebttjliAn, the Accidents of the Five 
Hours Ad'V'entures, &c. yet Mr. Dryden WO 'd neve 
have yielded, that rhe Argument againft t<h Fable 
of the Antients wos'd hold go.od againft the atti 
or feeing any of his Plays but once. But t:he af 
fions or M11nners of the Anti~.nts are.fo admirabl 
perform'd the Ha-rmony of the Parts fo charming 
and perfefr, that they. will bear viewing like a 
admirable Piece of Painting for ever, and afford 
a ll:rong and lively Pleafure. It is not a little 
}{not, or Difficulty in a vain Intrigue, that fup 
ports. a Play or gives that Pleafure; which is de iv'd 
from Tragedy; but it is the good and judicio 
Contrivance and Conduct of the whole in lnciden 
productive of Terror and Compaffion ; and b the 
artful Working up of the Paffions, and Exp eill 
on of the Manners, Sentiments and. the· like~ which 
muft delight the fenfible Soul when ever they a e 
feen. 

Befides his Defcription of the Ofcitation, an 
languid beholding of the .AtbeRi~ttt Plays vi th 
Pleafure is direCtly contrary. tQ the very matter 

of 
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of aa, as ·s plain from the ln.ftanc€ of Merope I 
~av.e out of Plutarch at1d from the Athenians Pra"" 
ctice, who fate whole Days tG> fee thefe Perfor
mances. 

In the next Place he brings Tragicomedies as a 
roof ot the Preference of the M~Jderns. to the 

Ancients, tho' as weakly and to as little Purpofe 
to his Caufe, as any thing be bad before urg'd. 
But let us fee his own Wor.ds- I mtJjf there
fore have ftronger .Ar.gumtlftS e'~r I am convinc'd., that" 
<;ompaffion and Mirth in the fitme SubjeEl dsfl:roy 
each other, and in the mean tim~ carmJJt. b.ut canclude. 
to the Honour of our Nation, that we- have invented~ 
increas'd and perfeBed a mo;-.e ple.lt{~tnt W ")'of Writing 
than ever was known to the Antients, or Moderns of 
tlnY, Nation., whicb is Tragicomedy. 

There is fcarce a Word of this. Quotatiatioa 
which is true either in Fact or Cnticifm. For firft 

did not invent Tragt·comedy, as. is plain from 
the Prologue of Pl~tutus to his Amphitryo. 

Faciam ut commij{a fit Tragicocomtrdia 
N-11.m me perpetuo facere ut fit Comredia 
Reges quo venjant, & Di non. par 11.1 bitro.r. 
Q.._uid -igitur? quoniflm hie fen.,ous Partes quoq; habet: 
F;aciArn p,roinde ut di:..:i, Tragicocomwdiam. 

Nay this unnatural Mixture was even before 
Tragedy was in Perfection ; that is in the Infancy 
of the St_fl~e in both Athens and Rome; till ft"'

jeC.ted and the Stage reformed from it by the. 
greateft Wirs and Poets of thtfe Cities, as a 1\tltx
ture wholly monftruous and unnatural. Nam Dica
citatem & Fac:etias per fe Tragcedia non habet, 
quippe cui (i,t Rifus lnimicus (ut 6tit Demetrius Phale
rius 6--- in qua nil niji mi{erabile & terrijic11m offen-

datur. 
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datur. F~r Wit and Railery belong J not properlJ t~ 
Tragedy, to which Laughter is an Enemy (as Oeme
trius Phalerius ob(erves) in which notbirrg is jltown but 
what is pitiful and terrible. . 

Thus what the Romans and Greeks rerefred from 
the firft ignorant Performances of the firft Effays 
of the Stage ; Mr. Dryden has made the higheft 
PerfeCtion we have over them, and fo it is· indeed, 
for we differ from them in nothing but tn retain~ 
ing thofe Faults which the lgnorc1nce of our firft 
Writers brought in, which they threw afide from 
their ruder Sketches, th1t they might indeed ar·· 
rive at a real Perfection. 

But Mr. Dry den goes on -He teUs us (fays he) 
that nre cannot (o (peedily recolleef our [elves after A 

Scene of g>·etf-t Paffion, and Concernment., as to p~:fs tfJ 

another of Mirth and Hum'Our, and enjoy it with any 
Relijh. But why Jhould he imagine the Soul fJj Mart 
more heavy, than his Senfos? Does not the Eye pafs from 
1tn unpleafarzt Objef1 to a plea(ant one, ir1 much Jhnrter 
Time, thttn is requir'd to this? And does not the Vn
pleafantnefs of the fir ff commend the Beauty of th-e lAt
ter? TfJe old Rule of Logic might have convinc'd him, 
that Contraries plac'd near Jet off each other, &c. 

I wonder he would lay the Objetl:ion fo ftrong 
and yet anfwer it ft.> weakly. For the Soul can 
110 more p1fs in a Moment from the Tumult of 
a ftrong P.tffion in which it is throughly engag'd,. 
than the Sea can pafs from the moft turbulent 
and furious Storm, into a perfeB: Calm in a Mo
ment. There mufl: be time for the terribleEmotion 
to fuhfide by Degrees into a Calm ; and there 
m~1ft be a gradual Paffage from the extream ot 
Grief1 Pity or the like to its oppofite Mirth, Hu
mour, or Laughter. The Simile therefore, which he 
lays down as a Proof is fo far from an Argument 

of 
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of what he contends for, that it is in no l\rlanner 
a Parallel, nor even will it hold in it felf as here 
urg'd. There is no Agreement betwixt the Paf
f~ge of the Eye from .one Objetl: to another of 
different, nay contrary Kinds, and a Soul work'd 
up t? the Height ofC?rief, Pity,Indign~ttion, Lo1;·e, &c. 
ftarttng from thefe 1n a Moment to calm Enjoy
ment of Mirth and Lttughter; nor is this any Ar
gument of the Heavinefs of the Soul, for 'tis im
poffible to quit that in a Moment in which it was 
engag'd by Steps or Degrees. Here we have 
nothing to do with Heavinefs or Lightnefs 
but in a Metaphorical Senfe, meaning Dulnefs 
or VivAcity, but fuch a fwift Pafla,ee of the Sou_l 
from oppofite to oppofite, is a Proof of a Dulnefs 
of Spirit, which cou'd not be engag'd throughly 
in any Paffion. But the lnftance of the Eye it felf 
is not rightly fuppos'd; for if the Eye be fixt with 
Pleafure on a grave and ferious Objett, fuppofe 
the takine, our Saviour from the Crofs by 1ordan 
of Antwerp, the Eye thus attach'd wiU neither foon 
nor eafily remove it felf to look on a Droll-piece 
of Hem.skirk, &c. But granting, that it remove with 
Eafe and Swiftnefs from an Object that is un
pleafant to one that is delightful : \Vill it 
return with the fame Facility from the pleafant 
to the unpleafant, as in Tragicomedy, "here the 
Soul is to ftart from Tears to Laughter, and 
from Laughter to Tears,five times in one Pb y; fuch 
a Soul muft be like fome Childrens and vVomens 
who can weep and laugh in a Breath. But. as Mr. 
Dryden in this Inftance did not confider the .Na .. 
tu re of the Soul, fo did he not that of the Eye, 
for Objects are pleafing or difpleafing to that only 
as they pleafe or difpleafe the Mind, fo that he 
leaves th.e Controverfy undecided, or rather he per-

E e fdHy 
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fealy yields the Point by bringing nothing againft it 
of the leaft Force and Validity. If by this In· 
ftance he mean only the mere mechanic Motion 
of the Eye without any Concern in the Object it 
llas as little to do with the Soul engag'd, for then 
the Simile fhou'd be the Soul difengag'd in any 
Particular, and the meer fwiftnefs of the Tiranfi· 
tion of the Mind from one Thought to another. 
Thu ~ take him which way you wil1 his Inftance 
has nothing to do with the Matter in Hand, but 
has left the Abft1rdity where he found it in Tragi 
Comedy. I confefs moft of our Tragi-comedies are 
fuch as engage the Paffions fo very little, that the 
Tranfition from the Serious to the comical Part 
may be quick and eafie; but then the Argument 
has nothing to do here for that which was to be 
prov'd was the fwift Tranfition from Grief to 
IVlirth or the like. 

But (fays Mr. Dryden) a Scene of Mirth mix'J 
with Tragedy has the {ame Ejfetf upon us, which our 
Mufick has between the ACts; and that we find a Relief 
to us from the beft Plot and Lanuuage of the Stage if 
the Difcourfos have been long. 

0 

By this he wou'd make the Comic Part of no 
more Relation to the Pl:ay, than the Mufic, which 
betwixt the Acts that has none at a\1. But the 
Parallel here is as defeB:ive as in the former: For 
the Mufic employing only Sounds, may by them 
contribute gradualJy to the calming the Soul, re
ftoring that Tranquility which the ruffling of a 
great Paffion had rais'd, here is nothing to re· 
quire the Attention of the Mind or Reafon; here 
is _no fiart from one Extreamity to the other, 
whrch confounds and not relieves the agitated 
Soul. But according to 'this :ration of his they 

migha 
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might compendioufly a8 f1 Tragedy anq . a Comedy 
together, firft a Scene of Tr1gedy, and then a Scene 
of Comedy; but fure Mr. Dryden nor any of his 
Opinion wou'd never think this a Perfellion, and 
fuch a Per~ec.Hon found out, and improv'd by us, 
as the Antlents, nor any other Nation of the Mo• 
derns ever knew ? And yet m oft it not all of our 
Modern Tragi-comedies are even as if. a Tragedy 
and Comedy was aB:ed together; the Comic Part 
of them having no more to do with or Relation 
to the Tragic, than if it were another Play ; as 
in the Spani(h Fryar, the Comedy of which has with 
Succefs been acted by it felf without any Gap in 
the Reprefentation ; which is a Proof that it is 
no Part of the 'Tragedy fince it i.s not rnaim'd by 
he feperation. And yet Mr. Dryden pleafantly 

enough tells his Patro.n in the Beginning of his 
Ded.ication- .Accordingly I ui'd the beft of my 
Endeavour, in the manAgement of two Plots {o very 
different from each other, that it was not perhaps the 

alent of every Writer f{) have made them of a Piue
Since he himfelf has not done it in any one Par
ticular; unlefs it be by making two or three of 
the under Parts of the ferious Part, the chief Per
fons in the Comic, which yet does not connect 
them fo but that end may be aCted feperateiy1 
a.nd make a differ-ent Comedy and Tntgedy ; 
w.hich needs no great Talent to perform fince no 
Poet cou'd do lefs in his ;vorft Performance. Had 
he indeed, united them fo, that the Fryar, Loren .. 
~o, Gome~, Elvira, &c. had contributed to the 
carrying on the Plot, or _Defign of the f2!:ee~''· 
Torrifmond, &c. or the D1fcovery of the BI ·th ot 
9:orrijmond, or the Life of old Saucho, there. had 
been fome Ground to fa:y they were of a Prece ; 
but wh ·1ft they carry on two fcveral nay dHn ren 

E e 1. Defigns 
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Defigns they are twn diftinB: Plays tho' lamely 
tack'd ;ogether, aB:ed together and Printed toge
ther, as one Play. 

The Authors Suppofition of fo quick a Tran
fition from Grief, Anger, &c. to Mirth or Laugh
ter wou'd go a great way, to convince a fenfible 
Man, that he feldom, or never had himfelf expe
rimentally felt thofe Emotions of Soul, which a true 
Paffion excites, and therefore knew not how it is 
fixt to a Pailion, it is engag'd in, by a well written 
Scene. But in this be was always equal to himfelf • 

. He was once talking of tranllating Homer, and 
I recommended Euripides to his Pen, but he re
ply'd that he did 11ot like the Poet, which was a 
Proof that he had but little Tafre of Nature, or 

. that he was affraid to do that Poet Juftice in the 
· Englijh Language, left his charming Draughts of 

Nature fhou'd refine our Tafte, and make us con
temn the tinfel Trifles of our modern Writers 
of Tragedy. But I am rather apt to think it was 
his want of a. true Relifh of Nature having been 
early mified by a great Converfation with the 
French Romances, which are juft Oppofites to Na
ture ; brcaufe he told a Gentleman being by oneDay 
at the Coffee~houfe who had met with Succefs in 
fome of his Plays, that he wou'd make much 
fuch another Poet, as Otway; the Gentleman juftly 
reply'd, that he defir'd to be no greater. 

I fhou'd not have taken fo much Pains with this 
Eflay of Mr. Dryden, had it not been Printed in 
his Works without any Mark of the Alteration 
of his Opinion; becaufe the ignorant Reader, that 
depends on his Judgment in Print will be mified by 
his Authority, and the Specioufnefs of his Reafons. 
f!t nd this I hope will be my Ex~ufe for oppofing a 
Man, who muft by ail be acknowledg'd to have 

much 
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much improv'd our Verfification and to have dif
cover'~ a GeniuJ in his other Writings, which juft
!Y claims our _Ad!l'iration. But that very thing 
IS what mull: Jnfhfy my Undertaking, fince the 
very Authority which his Merits give him will 
be the more prejudicial in eftablifuing his Er .. 
rors. 

Before I quit this Point I muft take No ice that 
the Author of Shakefpear's Life is of Opinion, that 
Tragicomedy will take more, than TrAgedies; but he 
having given no Infi:ances to prove this Opinion, 
I muft only take it for a Suppofition, which has 
more probability of Fallhood, than Truth. For 
we have not for fame Years pall: had any of that 
kind on the Stage, which have pleas'd ; The Fat~tl 
Marriage and Oroonoko are the lafi:, that I can re .. 
member; and I am apt to believe, that more were 
pleas'd with the Tragic Part of both thofe Plays, 
than with the Comic. Thus the Scene of the 
Hiftorical Dialogues of Shakefpear pleafe by a 
fort of Prefcription, yet let any Man in our Days 
bring any fuch thing upon the Stage, he wou,d 
foon be convinc'd of his Error by a juft Con
demnation. 

I hope by this Time I have made it plain, that 
the Moderns have not got any Advantage above 
the Antients in the Drama by what Mr. Dryden 
has urg'd in th~ir beh~lf in th~ Particulars a?o~e 
mention'd, but there fhll remains another ObJeCh• 
on, tho' much more modeftly urg'd in his Preface 
to All for Love, in which Play he at laft confeffes, 
that the Antients ought to be our Mafters, and 
allows what Horace fays to be juft. 
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--.....-...-. Vos Exemplari~t Gr4ca 
No£1urna vefate Manu, Vf!r[atu Diura11~ 

But then ----:" Tet tho' their Models Arc regulAr., 
,hey ar.e ~oo little [o1· Englilh Tragedy, 11hich re
quires to be built on a larger Compafs Tho1 I cou'd 
anfwer him from himfelf in his Preface toOedipus, 
after he has fa id more in this Point, or rather ex
plain'd what he fays here; yet~ ~all exanine ~he 
Weight of what he urges. But firfl: let us lear bun 
in the fore-quot~d Preface to Oedipus. ' Sophocle 
~ is indeed admirable every where, and therefore 
~ we have follow'd him :JS clofe as ever we cou'd. 
~ But the Athenian Theatre (whether more perfea, 
' than ours is not now difputed) h~d a P(rfecHot~ 
f diltering from ou . ¥ ou fee there in erery Act 
~ a lingle Scene (or two at the moft) w~ich ma
' nagt>s the Bufinefs of the Play, and after that 
' fucceeds the Choru~, which commonly· :akes up 
' more Time in Cfnging, than. there has reen em-: 
f ploy'd in fpeaking. The principal Pe·fon ap· 
f pears · almoft conftantly through the Play; but 
~ the inferiour Parts feldom above once in the 
' tyhole Tr~gedy. The Conduct of our Stag~ is much 
~ more difficult, where we are oblig'd never to lofe 
~ any confiderable CharaB:er which we hwe once 
~ prefent~d. · · 

J\_nd a little after-' Perhaps after a.J, if we 
' cciu'd ~hink fo, the ancient Method, as it is 
~ ea.fteft js ~~fo the moft natural, and the Jefi:; for 
' Variety as 'tis manag'd, is too often fi bject to 
~ breed Qifl:rattion; and while we wou'd pleafe too· 
, many Ways, for want of Art in the Cotdua we 
f pleafe ~~ ~o~e. · · · 

l COll"' 
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I co~f(fs ! was not a little puzled on the fir ft 

Quotauor. un I met with the fecO~ld which Wa$ 

as a Comment on the former. N:1y I am yet 
to feek 'Nhat he means by a 1\llodcl; he fuou'd 
have defia'd his Term fince 'tis plain that he 
means fonething different from what we under
fta~d by the For~ation of the Defi.gn, the Conjfi
tutton of the SubJect. The Reader wi\l find tha 
in thofe Rules, which l have from An'ffntle laid 
down for the Writing and judging of a Tragedy 
there is ro one Rule about the Seldom or often. 
bringing in of the CharaCters, but that n3turat
Iy foi1ow~ the Conftitution of the Sab-}t. :t, for 
it is cert1in in Reafon and ;Nature, that none 
ought to be brought in but fuch as are nccefla
ry to the Defign, and only as they are neceffary ; 
to do ot1erwife is contrary to good Conduct, 
and to P~rfeaion; and if in many of thofe Plays· 
of the A1cients which remain, what Mr. Drydn~ 
has obferr'd be true, it is no Rule to him if he 
forms his Story accordirl~ to Art, and yet have 
his under Characters more frequently on the 
Stage. That each A Cl of the Ancients con fills of a· 
bout one or two Scenes is a certain Perfettion, but 
in the Laifon of Scenes as the French call it, 
and in their Shortne{s, which I believe Mr. Dryden 
meant by their Model bein(J' too little for our Stage ; 
for thofe numerous Sce~es brought in by our 
Poets do not only ftretch the Play to an un
reafonable Length but generally breeds a Confafi
on, and 1ave no ConneCtion to one a~other . 
So that this {bows 1\tlr· Dryden's Error Ul ma• 
king a DifrinB:ion betwixt the Perfe~ion o~ the 
Athenian Stage and that of Lmdon, 1n the 1ame 
numerical fort of Poem. in which there can be 
but one Perfeilion, . and• either Atl;ens or Lon· 

E e 4 don 
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(ion, muft be in the Wrong, but I have already 
prov'd Arhens in the Right, fo that what Mr. 
Dryden urges for a different Perfeaion on oar 
Stage, only proves a Defett 3nd ought therefore 
to be rejected, as he indeed in the End feems 
to confefs, but lays his adhering to the Error 
on the Tyranny of Cuftom, which Men of his 
Authority, may and ought to break and re
form. 

}5revity is very good 
Both rvhere we 11,re and ttre not underJ1ood 

And that Shortnefs which he ObjeCts to the An
cients is what we often wifh for in our modern 
Authors, when they tire us with their tedious)cenes 
for four Hours together, without ever engaging 
our Souls at all. And the Chorus was a more na
tural Relief, than comic lnterludes, or the Mufic 
betwixt the ABs. That our Stage does not re
quire a larger Compafs to build on is plain from 
the Orph~m of Otway, which frill pleafes and ever 
will, and yet for the moft Part according to the 
Model of th~ Ancients, and without any under 
Plot; the Epifodes of it being entirely Parts of 
the Defign, aoq not to be left out without maim
ing the whole. Whence it is plain tha.t it is not 
the Fault of the Aurlience, but the Impotence or 
Ignorance of the Poet, who is not able ( tho' 
he calls this Way the moft eafie (to travel in fo 
.Unooth and pleafant a Way. 

But this Con~roverfy betwixt ~he Ancients and 
the Mod erns is fo ~opious and larg~ to be through
ly difcufs'd in thi' :Point, it has engag'd Boiltau 
and lVTr.Perault in Frvmce, and Mr. Wotton, and Sir 
J;Vifli;zm Temple in our own ~quntry; Qut f ~hipk 

~ 
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a ~iddl.e Co~rfe ought to be fteer'd, there are 
th1ngs !n ~htch tl)ey .have evidently excell'd us, 
and to .tmttate .whtch ts counted now the higheft: 
Perfethon; as In Statuary, and the beft Painters 
~ave made it their Study to imitate the Antique. 
The fame muft be faid in Oratory and Poetry efpeci
a\1 in the Tragic Poem, in which we have by no 
Means yet been able to rival them. We have had 
fome Poets who have happily defcrib'd fome things 
finely, and given us many pretty and fine Refle
cHons and Topics, but there is no Order, no Deco
rum, no Harmony of Defign, nay no Relation of 
the Parts to each other but as Horace fays 

lnceptis gravibus plerumq; & magna profeffis 
P'!ryureus late qui fplendeat unuJ & alter 
.Affuitur Pannus. Primum Lucus & Ara Dianre 
Et properantis .Aqutt per amttnos Ambitus agros 
Aut Flum1n Rhenum, 11ut pluvius defcribitur Arcus. 

'fhey can pat(:h a lame Plot with fome fine 
Lines fome pretty Similes; can make a fine De
fcription of a Battle, of a Grove, or the like, but 
all thefe thruft into their wrong Places, where they 
hav~ not the leaft to dojl And thefe are the Men 
who exclaim againft the Rules, and by a fenfelefs 
Noife fet up for Patrons of Confufion, and Enemies 
to H~rmony and Order, as if any one fhould prefer 
the rambling Prelude of a Performer (who by the . 
Way feldom knows any thing of the Compofition) 
to the fine Sonata's of Corelli or the admirable Com
pofttion and Harmony cf Parts in a Piece of 
He11ry Purcel. One is only a Proof of the Volubility 
of the Performers Fingers, the other the Power of 
Mufic, that moves the Soul whic;h way it 
pl~afes. · 

Bl.lt 
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But there may be fome tolerable Reafon given 

why thefe Poets, that have even thofe Skaatlings 
of Poetry, fhoud furprife the Town into anAdmira
tion of their Performances, as our Shake(pear, and 
Mr. Dryden in his Plays; but the Saccefs of fome 
fince them is wholly unaccountable, who are fully 
as faulty in their Plots or Defigns, and yet have 
fcarce one Line in a Play that difcovers any Re
fleCl:ion. 

Among thefe are our Lady Poets, who like 1unfl' 
in the Production of Vu/can are always delivered 
of Cripples. I beg the Ladies Pardon I do not ex
.clude them from all Manner of Poetry; they have 
in all Ages fccceeded in the leffer Poefie, but no 
Woman of any other Nation, that I know of cx
.cept England, ever pretended to meddle with the 
Drama. Mt~galo.ftrate the Miftrefs of Alcman the 
Lyric Poet. Sapph() one of whofe Poems is frill ex
tant, and whofe Writings were admired by Longi
nus himfelf? fhe wrote Elegies, EpigrAms, Monades 
(:lnd Iambics; and her Friend Erinn~e, and her con-, 
temporary Demophila. Theano the Wife of Pytha
[Oras. Cleobaiina who wrote Enigma's. Coritzna who 
was Miftrefs of fo much Excellence, and fo good a 
Lyric Poet, that fhe was call'd the Lyric Mufe, and 
had five times the Victory over the famous Pindar 
of Thebes. Teleji/la, Praxilla, A{pajia, a fecond Erinna, 
Myro, Eudojia the Wife of Theodofius the younger; 
Damocharis, Heffica of Alexandri~, Moeio, Nojfit 
a Lyric Poetefs, fome of whofe Poems are yet ex .. 
tant; Philwnis. All thefe we have had from Greece, 
and aot one of them att.empteq the D,ra~a. Novr 
for.the Latin-s w?o are but very few. Corinficia whofe 
Eptgrams are ft1l1 extant; Sempronia, Theophil~t, the 
Wife of Canius the Poet. Proba, Rofwid a Nun, who 
~riting in Latin Verfe is put among the Latin 

Poets 
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Poets. But in England we have had almoft as 
many Ladies in the Soch and fluskin as Men. 
;But to thefe I wou'd addrefs what Plato has 
made Sophocles and Euripides fay to a young 
Poet, who thus fpeaks to them. I can male 
Ver{es tolerably well, and I !mow how in my De• 
fcriptions to extend a mean Subjeil, and contract 
.a great one ; I know how to excite Tet ror and 
Compaffion, ~tnd to make pitiful Things appta,
d.readful and m~nacing. I will, therefore., go and 
write Tragedies. Sophocles and Euripides anfwe 
~im tbu.r. po not go fo [aft, Tragedy u not what 

ou ta1e # to be ; ,.tis a Body compos'd of many dif
f•rent and 1 ell fuited Parts; of which you will make 
11 Monfler, unlefs you know how to adjuft them. You 
may know what is to be learn'd before the Study of 
the Art of Trage9y, b~t you don't yet know that 
.Art. 

But this ought to be addrefs'd to the Male 
Writers as well as the Female, for it has been the 
ill Writing of th former, w hi eh gave them the 
Affurance to attempt, a Thing, in which they cou'd 
fee no Difficulty, while they faw nothing but the 
wild Compofitions of the Times. 

But this is a Subject which I have a Defign to 
touch more clofely when I fhall examine all the 
taking Plays of the later Years, and deliver a Cri-

. tick upon them in fuch a M~nner, that the Ladies 
themfel'ves may judge of the Jlidiculoufnefs of 
thofe thing~, which we now call Tragedies. For 
the Fate of ~hat Point of th~ !Jrama depending 
much on th~ Boxes, the .J.-abo.ur will not be difa
greeable to give them fu~h Demonftrations as may 

it u Difficulty iuform their Underftandings and 
Judgments~ · · · · · · ' · · 

Tho~ 
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Tho' this gradual way of reforming the Stage 

may be fomething tedious, yet fince there is no 
other Way to obtain that Happinefs, but the Go
vernments haviog an immediate InfpetHon of it, 
or by deputing as many Judges of the Dr~tma as 
were in Athens, where each of the Ten Tribes 
chofe a Judge, who acted upon Oath; but that 
can never be done while private lntereft has the 
Direaion of a publick Diverfion ; for that has no 
Regard to any thing but it felf. 

I fhall here take my Leave of the Plays of Sha~e
fpear; and fball proceed to the Confideration of his 
Poems, which are publifh'd in this Edition, and 
are more perfect in their kind,than his Plays, as will 
appear by making a Judgment of them by thofe 
Rules which I fhall lay down as the Guides to 
PerfeC\ion it) them. 

The End of the Rtmarlu tJn the Plays ofShakefpear. 

REMARK 
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The Poems of Shakejpear. 

I Come now to Shakefpear's Poems the Publication 
of which in one Volume, and of a Piece with 

the reft of the Works, gave Occafion to my Pe
rufal of his other Writings, with fo much At
tention, that I cou'd not eafily be impos'd on 
by any fpurious Copy of that Poet. 'Tis true 
there may perhaps be a Michael Angelo found, who 
may copy the Antique fo admirably, as to puzzle 
the greateft Mafters, but then, the very Copy 
muft have the Beauty, anp Merit of an O
riginal. Thus I am confident, that tho' the 
Poems this Volume contains are extreamly di
ftinguifh'd in their Excel1ence, and Value, yet 
there is not one of them, that does not carry 
its Author's M ark, and Stamp upon it. Not 
only the fame Manner of Thinking, the fame 
Turn of Thought, but even the fame Mode of 
Drefs and Expreffion, the Deccmpounds, his 
peculiar fort of Epithets, which diftinguilhes his 
from the Verfes of all his Contempories or Suc
ceffors, as in the Poems-

From off a Hill, whofe C011Ctt'Ve J'Vomb reworded 
A plaintful Story from a Siftring Vale, &c. 

An1 
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And in his Pla~s this very Epithet w~ find 

p1rticularlv, p. 2897· That even her Art Sifters the 
natural Ro(es. But to co~pare all the Poems in 
this manner wou'i be an endlefs Work, a d 
make almoft as mtny Vo umes as his Plays ; and 
it wou'd be perfealy unneceffary fince whoever 
knows any thing of Shake[pear will find his Ge
nius in every Epigram of thefe Poems in every 
p:~rti~ular I ha.ve mention'd, and the fi equent 
Catadhrefes; h·s St~rts afide in Allegories, and in 
fhort his Verfificttion, which is very unequal; 
fometimes flowing fmoothty but gra ely like th 
Thames, at other times down right Profe. He 
never touches on an Image in any of them, b t h 
proves the Poem g(nuine. 

But fome, perh1ps, who are for undervaluing 
~hat they have nC! Share in may fay, that gran -
ing them to be Sh4kefpears, yet they are not valu
able enough to be reprinted, as was plain by the 
firft Editors of his Works who wou'd otherwife 
have join'd them altogether. 

To this I anfwer-That the Affertion is tal , 
or were it not it h more, than the Objector knows 
by his own Judgment, and Underftanding, but to 
prove it falfe we reed only confider, that they are 
much Jefs imperfed in their l{ind, tha.n ev'n the 
beft of his Plays, as will appear from the Rules 
I £hall lay down immediately :, in the next lac 
the firft Editors vrere Players, who ha<l not ing 
to do with any thin~ but the Dramatic Part, 
which yet they p1bli!fh'd full of grofs Miftakes, 
moll: of which rerr.ain to this IDay ; nor were they 
by any means Judges of the Goodnefs or Bad..: ', 
nefs of, the Beauties or Dcfefr of either Plays or 
Poems. 

There 
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T.here is . next an Objettion, that "f thefe Po

~ms . had .bee~ Genuine, they lad b en publiJh'd 
ID the ~.1fe ttme of the. Author ~nd by himfelf, 
but coming out almoft htrty Yc:ars after his Death 
there. is great Reafon to ufpecr that they are ot 
Gen 1ne. 

To this. l anfwer, that if nothing was to be 
thought hts but what was ptlbliih'd in his Life 
time, much the greater Nurrtber of his Plays 
wou'd be as lyable to this Objettion a his 
Poems. Next here is · ndee{} , no weight in 
the Objettion, is there any thing more com
mon, than the Publication of Works of great 
Men after their Death. It is more than thirty 

ea fince the D aths of the ingenious Butler, 
yet it ·s certain t at Mr. L-l of the Temple 
has a Manufcript of his in his Hands perhaps 
• ore valuable, than his Hudibrafs, and in the 
fame ind, becaufe the Sub~a wou'd afford 
greater Matter ror fo fine a Genius to ork on, 
and if this Gentleman fhou'd !>e prevail'd upon 
to do the Dead Author the Juftice to publifh 
this to the World, cou'd this Objettion rob his 
Memory of the Work and make it fpurious? 
No, no, there is a Likenefs in one Man's Chil
dren ger,erally, which extend; not beyond the 
Family, and in the Children of the Brain it is 
always fo, when they are bc;got by a Genius 
indeed. Befides thefe Poems beirg moft to his Mi
ftrefs it is not at all unlikely, ~hat lhe kept them 
by her till they fell into her :Executors Hands or 
fome Friend, who would not let them be any 
longer conceal'd. But after all there were more in 
Proportion of thefe Poems of 1his Volume, prin
ted ·a his Lifetime, than of lih Plays, as is plain 

iron 



448 RE M ARK s on the Poems ofShakefpear. 
from his Venus and .Adonis, his Tarquin and Lucrece,' 
and feveral Epiurams and $gnnets. 

There is a P~em in this Book call'd the PaffionAte 
Shepherd, which gives us a ftrong Proof of its being 
Shakefpear's for Sir Hug;h the Welch Levite, in the 
Merry Wives of Wind for, to a ppeafe his Choler or 
his Fears as he is waiting to fi~ht Dr. Caius, re
peats often fome of the Lines as 

By ]hallow Rivers by whofe Falls 
Melodious Birds {ing Madrigals, 
There will I make thee Beds of Rofos 
With a thoufand fragrant Pofies. 

This at le!ft proves it a known and celebrated 
Song when Shakefpear wrote th1t Play, which was 
Years before his De a tb. 

There is yet another Proof, p. 251 of the Poems 
for there is the Song which begins the fourth AB: 
of Meafure for Me11(ure at length, whereas there is 
but one Stanza of it in the Play, which is 

Take oh! Thofe Lips Away 
That fo fweetly were forfworn, &c. 

The Stanza omitted in the Play is 

Hide Oh! hide thofe Hills of Snow, 
Which thy froz.en Bofom beArs 
On who(e Tops the Pinks, that grow 
Are ofthofe that April wears 
But my poor Heart fir if Jet free 
Bound in thofe Icy Charms by thee. 

The Reafon why this Stanza was left out in that 
Place of Me.afure for Meafure, where the firft is, is 

this 



RE M A It son the Poems tfSl1ake pear. 449 
thi ---- it is plain that the fecond makes the 
Song to be from a Man to a Woman· wherea~ 
in the Play it is from a Woman to a M~n. From 
M_arian~t. to ARgelo. For to have brought in th, 
H1/ls of Snow which hiJ (rfJz..en JJofom bears had 
here been highly ridiculous, ' 

This leads me to a Book lately publifh'd con .. 
taining only fome few of his Poems confufedly 
put together; for what is there cal1'd The Pajfio 
n11te Pilgrim is no more thali a Rledl y of Shake
fpe~r's thrown into a Heap without any Diftin
ltion, tho' they are on feveral and different Sub
jects as for Example. Tbe firft Stdni..a, in thefe 
Poems, is call'd The fal{t Relit/. The next Sia11z..11 
is call'd The Temptat1on and on quite another Sub-: 
jea tho' incorporated into one under that gene
ra Title of the Pajfionate Pilgrim. The next Stan ,. 
u is call'd Faft ~tnd Loofo and ftill of another 
Subjea ; the next Stanz..a tho' joia'd as the Reft 
as Part of the fame Poem is on a SubjeCt: va!lly 
difFerent from that of the former Stahz..tt and is 
call'd the Sweet Provocation, the fame Holds good 
of the next which is call'd The Conftant Vow. 

I might go on with the Reft, whkh confound~ 
the Reader, and very much injures the Poet, by 
palming on his Memory ~uch ab_furd Inc?heren~ 
ces, as none but fuch a w1fe Edttor cou d ever 
have ftumbled on. . . 

Again the ~oems are not only. in that .Boo 
thus ridiculoufiy blended together .•u one prepo.: 
fterous Mixture, but fbme of th'em ate lame 
and imperfect7to in{bince in one, which is here. call'd. 
The Pa}flonate Shtpherd; the Anfwer to. that 1~ the 
Book we mention is not above fix or feven L1nes ;· 
and here it is as long and as beautiful as the 
Shepherds Addrefs, nay in my Opini n much bett~_r . 

F i T ·'q' 
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Tho' Love and its Effetl:s are often happily e

nough touch'd in many of thefe Poems, yet I muft 
confefs that it is but too vifible, that PetrarcJ, 
had a little infeCted his way of thinking on that 
Suhjeet, yet who ever can admire Mr Cowley's 
Miltrefs, has a thoufand Times more Caufe of 
Admirati'On of bur Shaktfputr in his Love Verfes, 
becaufe- he has fometimes fuch touches of Nature 
as will make Amends for thofe Points, thofe Epi
~rammatic Acumina, which are not or ever can be 
the ProduCt of a Sool truly touch'd with the PaiDon 
of Love. 

The Poem of Venus and Adonis has been much 
admir'd fince it has of late come to be known to 
the Curious, and there are a great many very 
beautiful Images and Lines in it. Bion one of the 
Minor Greek Poets has wrote on the fame Subjea 
with this Difference, the Britijh Bard has taken 
n1ore of the Story in, that is he has given us a 
Draught of the laft Scenes of the amorous Effays 
of the Paffion .of f'enus on the Youth, as well as 
of his Death and her Lamentations upon it; 
where as the Edylium of Bion laments his Death. 
However this furnifhes u~ with an Opportunity 
of making a better Comparifon betwixt our Poet 
and the Ancients, than that which Mr. Halts of 
Eaton, my LQtd Falkland and the reft took in Op
pofition to B~n. 1ohnfon. 1 the more willingly do this 
becaufe the rtght honourable the Earl of Winchelfea 
has tranfiated this very Piece with a great deal of 
Add refs, w hkh l fhall here give you ai 1 find it in 
Print. 

The 



lt EM A R x: son the Poems of Shakefpear. 4)1 

The firfl: Edyllium of Bion. 
On the Death of A n o N 1 s. 

TrAnjlated hy the Rigkt lionorable the Earl 
of W I N C H E L S E A. 

MOurn all ye Loves, the fair Adonis dies ! 
The lovely Youth in Death,s Em braces lies! 

Rife wretched Venus, and to lY!ourning turn 
The Tyrian Robes, thy beauteous Limbs adorn : 
Thy panting Bofom beat in wild Defpair, 
And pierce with thy Complaints the yielding Air. 

Mourn al1 ye Loves! the fair Adonis dies ! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies ! 

Ah ! how his Breaft feems loYely to the Sight! 
The Tusk, that wounded him is not fo white. 
The fparkling Luftre now forfakes his Eyes, 
And from his Lips the rich Carnation fhes; 
The charming Youth lies breathlefs on the Plain, 
And Cytberea's Kiffe$ are in vain· 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adonis dies1 

The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies• 

Tho' wide the Wound upon his Thigh appears, 
The tender Goddefs Breaft a larger bears. 
Clofe by his Side his faithful Dogs atten~, . 
And howling o'er the Corps, the Skies they rend· 
The Mountain Nymphs their fad Diftraetion Jhow, 
But Venus Griefs no Limits will allow. 
Barefooted to the Defart lhe repairs, ~ 
With Looks diforder'd, and neglebcrcd Hair, , 
And her foft Flefh the cruel Bra m les tear· 

F f .l Mou~a 
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Mourn a 11 ye Loves t the fair Adonis die1 ! 
The lovely Youth in Deaths Embraces jes . 

The Rocks and Floods lament his haplefs fate, 
.Adonis, ftill .Adonis they repeat. 
The Flowrs a univerfal Sorrow fhew, 
And weep his Fall in pearly Drops of .Dtw. 
But Venus o'er the pathlefs Mountain flies 
And Hills and V allies eccho to her Cries. 

IVlourn all ye Loves! the fair .Adonis dies. 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lie 

Who can the CyJWian Queens fad Story kn•w 
Without lamenting her difaftrous Woe ? 
With Arms out .. ftretch'd fhe grafps the flettingAir, 
And cries Adonis fray! ftay lovely Fair! 
At le:1gth I've found thee ! fly not my Embrace, 
My glowing kifs fhall warm thy bloodlefs E4'ace. 
With eager Lips I'll draw thy parting Breath, 
Receive thy Soul, and fuck thy Love in Death, 
This farewel Kifs I never will refign, 
And tho' you leave me, that fhall ftill ·be mine. 
Far off you fly Adonis and muft go 
To vifit the remorilefs 1\.ing below. 
But as a Goddefs far more wretched I 
lmmortally am curs'd, and cannot die. 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adonis dits ! 
The Lovely Youth in Death's Embraces lies ! 

The Queen of Love affumes a widow'd Sta:e 
And round her, little Loves unac.tive wait! 
She blames thee too rafll Youth ! alone to 4ar 
Encounter Savage Beafts himfelf fo fair. 

Mourn all ye L'oves! the fair Adonis die~! 
The lovely Youth in Death's Embraceslies! 
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As many Tears fair Yenus Eyes fupply 
As Droi~~ of Blood fell from Adonis Thigh; 
From winch fucceffively wet e feen to rife 
From Rood the Rofe, f : om Tears Anemonie;• 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adonis dies ! 
The l~vely Youth in Death's Embraces lies! 

Fair Cytherea from the Woods retire; 
No longer there lament your loft Defire# 
The Nuptial Bed for your cold Love prepare, 
Who looks (as fleeping) charming frill and fai. 
On golden Bolfi:ers raife his heavy Head, 
So let him lie tho' pale his Looks, and dead ! 
In his rich Garments lay him gently down, 
The fan~e, that us'd thy happy Ni~hts to crown. 
LetFloVf'rs and Garlands o'er the Corps be fpread ; 
But the!, fince he's no more, will quickly fade· 
With fngrant Effences perfume the Air, 
Since he is gone, who was all fweet and fairp 
Now dtckt in Purple foft Adonis lies; 
The little Lo~'es attend with weeping Eyes. 
And ftr,ve by different Ways their Grief to fbow, 
This tramples on his Dart, that,breaks his ow ; 
A thirdi'th' Air his ufelefs Quiver throws; 
A fourth th' embroider'd Slipper wou'd unloofe. 
In goldm Cups another Water bears, 
One wallies off the Blood, his Thigh befmears, 
Anothe .. beats o.fficioufly the Air, 
And wi·h foft Pinnions fans the breathlefs Fair~ 
All Hynens Torches on the Threfhold lie 
ExtinguiJh'd., and the marry'd Garland by. 
Hymen's no longer fung but all around 
Adonis is become the mournful Sound. 
The pitying Graces in the Coniort move, 
A.ncl m~urn th' unhappy Cytherea's Love• 

F f ~ Her 



4~4 RE M ARKs on the Potms of Shakefpear. 
Her boundlefs Grief the fatal Siflers fhare, '{ 
EndeavQur to recal the beauteous Fair, S 
l3ut cruel ProfirpinB is doof to Prayer. 

I need not tranfcribe that of Sha~t{pear fince by 
turning top 41 you may find it. The particular 
Com.plai~t of Venus in Bion begins 

'!"""---'MJ,ov Ah1'1 

(\JazroT {.(~ p.ilvo' Ah,, £5c • 

. The Similes in Shal,fp~4r ~re generally very good, 
as that p 7· 

Ev'n AS an empty Eagle ]harp by PAfle 

Tir~s with her Beak on Feathers, F/ejh, and Oone, &c~ 

And that ill the .Q.ext Stanza but one~ 

Look how a Bird lies tangled in a NBt 
So faflen' d: &c. 

But it wou'd be tedious to refer to all the Simi
les, fince there is fcarce a Page but has one or 
more very well adapted to the heightning of the 
S bje(t. 

H.er Speeches to him, allowing qow and then for 
fame Petrachifms are natural and pathetique enough; 
exprefiing her E~gernefs of Defire, as p. 8~ 

Oh ! Pt"ty gan Jhe cry jlitJt hearted Boy, &c. 

The Defcription of the Horfe of .Adonis, p. 1 )· 

~nd all that paifes from the Jennets coming out 
of the Copce is very lively, her Speech to him like
wife, p. J7· 

Oh! 
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Oh! faireff Mover on thu mortal Round ! &c. 

And her Reply to him, p. 19. 

Ulhat canft thou talk ( quoth j1Je) haft thou a tongue, &c. 

Her Defcription of the Terrors of the Kcar, 
p. 25, 26. 6·c. and her Oilfwafions from hunting is 
very good. But fhe fcems fomething too long and 
particular in her Pcrf\vafion to his courfing or 
hunting the timerous Hare. Shake(pe4r was at leaft 
a young Poet when he wrote this, it being as he teUs 
his Patron in his Billet Dedicatory his firft Effay; 
I fuppofe he means in this Kind, for certainly fome 
of his Plays were wrote before it, being infi
nitely lefs perfea in the Diction and Verfi.,. 
fication. I-ier chiding of Death, p. J{$. expref
fes that Terror in lively Colours. 

Befi:ies the Similes and pathetique Speeches there 
are fcatter'd up and down fome Topics wen exprefs'd, 
asp. 10. 

On Lo'ue. 

Love is a Spirit all compaa: of Fire, 
Not grofs to ank, but light and will afpire.,. 

And Page 31, 32. 

On Love and Luft. 

Call it not Love for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since fweating Luft on Earth ufurps his Name, &c. 

PatT. 33 on the Power of Love. 
~ uf 

,J.' 4 The 
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The-next Poem is upon the Rape of Lucrece by 

~arq~in. f have ventur'd to make this Edition 
differ from the former, becaufe thofe few Notes that 
ps'd to b~ printed with it are very childilh and fu
perfluous,and dou btlefs not defign'd to be committed 
to the Prefs by the Author; they being only to point 
out in Prof.e to the Reader what he ha~ before hi$ 
J.ty~s in Verfe. This Poem in my Opinion is much 
Jnferiour to the fprmer, tho' a much better Sub
ject fqr a Boem. Lucrece is too talkative and of 
too w~nton a Fancy for one in her Co11dition and 
and qf her Temper, yet there are many good Lines, 
fomp- very good Topics, tho' a little too far 
fpread as ~hof~ of Night, Opportunity, and Ti~e, 
fag. 7~~ , 

ph ! Com[Qrt-killing Night ! lmttge of Htll 
.pim Regijfer 4nd Notary of Shame, &c. 

And pag~ 79· 

Oh! Opportunity thy Gu~lt is great ! 
' T¥s (bol:L, rbat execut's1 the Tr~eito.r's Treafon, &c. 

And p~g. 8o. 
11-.fijhapen Ttme, c~pefmate Df ugly Night 
~wift fubtl~ Pojl, Ctrrier of~rifly Care, &c. 

Thefe tho' they expref$ a great many Properties 
and Effetls of the Topics, are yet too curious and 
too long to entertain -~ Lqdy in fo defperate a 
Condition a~ Lucr~crr was; · and the fame will hold 
goo4 of ieveral tqing~ before (b~ giyes herfelf the 
tatal \Vound. · · 

There ~re· fome other common Places in this 
Po~m ~orth minding as ·p. 55. of the Avaritious, 
h~' b~ought in by \Vay of :>i~ile · , · 1hofo 
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Thofo that much covet are of GAin fo fond 
ThAt oft thry h~ve not thAt TDhich they pojfefs, &c. 

_ Which is the Senfe of this Latin Saying, Tam de~ft 
Avaro quod habet, quAm quod non habet. nd p. 7 
of the fame Subject. 

The ttged Man that coffors up his Gold, &c. 

Pag. 70 are two Verfes very li e this of Clau4ittn. 

Regis ad Exemplum totus componitur Orbu. 

F•r Princes ~tre the Glafs, the School, the Book 
Where Subjects Eyes do learn, do read do look. 

I rge not this to charge him with Plagit~trifm, 
but only to fhew, that if theSimilitude of Thought 
may be a Proof of his having read the Claffics, as 
well as the finding no fuch, an Argument that he 
had not, thefe and various other Inftances, which 
l might give fi om both his Poems and Plays wou'd 
prove that he was not fo unacquainted with them, 
as iome Gentlema wou'd perfwade us. There 
are in this Poem as well as in the former a great 
many fine Similes. 

There is beftdes in this Poem I think a Proof 
of his knowing Virgil, for he has, p. 99· painted 
Sin1n, as Virgil has done before him. I do not 
mean totid,m Verbis, but has given him the fame 
Charaaer, and fo plainly, that this is vifibly taken 
from that. 

All that I have to fay of the Mifcella:neous 
Poems is, ·that they are generally Epigrams, and 
thofe perfeti: in th ir kind according to the beft 
Rules that have been drawn from the Praetice of 
" · the 
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the .AncientJ, by Scaliger, Lillius GiralduJ, Mintur· 
nus, RoberteUus 

1 
Corre4s, Po./[ovinus, Pontatrus Raderus, 

Domttus, Yoffius and Vavaffer the 1e{uit, at leaft as 
far as they agre.e, but it is not to be fuppos'd, that I 
fhould give you here an, that has been faid of this 
fort of Poefie by all thefe Authors, for that wou'd 
it felf make a Book in Fqlio, I fhall therefore here 
only give you fome concife Rules for this and fome 
other Parts of the leffer Poetry, O!l which ShAlle
fpettr has touch'd in thefe Poems; for he has fame
thing Paftoral in fome, Elegaic in others, Lyric 
in others, and Epigrammatic in moft. And when 
the general Heads of Art are put down in all thefe, 
it will be no hlrd l.\-Iatter to form a right Judg
ment on the fev-er a l Performances. 

I fhall begin with thofe excellent Rules in the 
prefent Duke of Buckingham's Effc1y on Poetry, of 
which he fays juftly. 

'Tis not a Flafh of Fancy, which fometimes 
D1zling our Minds fets off the ilighteft Rhimes 
Bright., as a Blaze yet in a Moment done ; 
True Wit is everlafting, as the Sun. 
Which, tho' fometimes behind a Cloud retir'd 
Breaks out again:. and is by all admir'd. 
N1mber, and Rhime, and that Harmonious Sound, 
Which never does the Ear with Hadhnefs wound, 
Are very neceffJry, yet but vuluar Arts; 
Fo.r all in vain theH: fuperfici~l Parts 
C~rttribute to the StructJre of the whole 
Without a Genius too, for that's the SOUL. 
A Spirit, which infpires the Work throughout, 
As that of Nature moves the World about ; 
A Heat, that glows in every Word that's writ; 
'Tis fometbing of Divine, and more than JVit. 

It 
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It felf_u~feen, yet all things by it fbown ; 
Defcnbmg all Men, but defcrib'd by none. 

As all is Duln;fi, where the Fancy's bad, 
So without Judgment Fancy is but mad. 
And Judgement has a boundlefs Influence, 
Not only in the Choice of Words, but Senft.·. 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men, 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen ; 
Reafon is that fubftantial ufeful Part 
Which gains the Head, while t'other wins theHeart. 

Firft then of Srmgs, which now fo much abound 
Without his Song no Fop is to be found ; 
A moft offenfive Weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againft Apollo's Laws. 
Tho' nothing ffems more eafy, yet no Part 
Of Poetry requires a Nicer Art. 
For as in Rows of richeft Pearl there lies 
Many a Blemilh, which efcapes our Eyes, 
The leaft of which Defetl:s is plainly fhown 
In fome fmall Ring, and brings the Value down ; 
So Songs lbou'd he to juft Perfection wrought. } 
Yet where can we fee one without a Fault ? _ 
Exaa Propriety of Words and Thought. 
Expreffion ea fie, and the Fancy high, 
Yet that not feen to creep, nor that to fly; 
No Words tranfpos'd but in fuch Order all, 
As tho' hard wr~ught may feem by Chance eo fan. 

Next Elegy of fweet but folemn Vo!ce, 
And of a Subjec.t grave exaets the Chorce. 
The Praife of Valour, Beauty, .Wit contains, 
And there too oft defpairing Love complains. 
Their greateft Fault who in this kind have writ, 
Is not defea of Words, or want of Wit. 

But 
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But jhould this Mu{e H~rmo11ious Numbers yield, 
* And every Couplet be with FAncy .fill'd; 
I f yet a juft Coherence be not mllde 
Between each Thought, and the whole Model laid 
So right, that every Step m11y higher rife 
Like goodly Mountains till they reach the Sll.ieJ ; 
Trifles like (uch perh111ps of late h.cve paft, 
.And may be lik'd a while, but never laft. 
' Tis Epigram, 'tis Point, 'tis what you trJill, ~ 
But nQt an Elegy nor writ with Skill, 
No Panegyric, nor a Cooptr's Hill. 

A higher Flight, and of a happier Force 
Are lOdes the Mufes moft unruly Horfe; 
That bounds fo fierce, the Rider has no Reft, 
But foams at Mouth and moves like one poffeft. 
The Poets here muft be indeed infpir'd, 
With Fury too a5 well as Fancy fir'd. 
Cowley might boaft to have perform'd his Part 
Had he with N1ture join'd the Rules of Art 
But ill Expreffion givei fometimes Allay 
To that rich Fancy that can ne'er decay, 
Tho' all appear in Heat and Fury done, 
The Language ftill muft foft and eafy run. 
Thefe Laws may feem a little too fevere, 
But Judgment yields and \l Fancy governs here, 
And makes the Work much eafier ~than it feems. 

I fhall 

* Tho' this be an admirable Obfervation, yet I am affraid 
it will never pleafe fome of our llte Writers of Poems; who 
have nothing but a Company of Lines put together without 
any Def1gn; and yet they have gone down with our Fantors 
of the Mufc:s, as good Payment, a.nd meritorious of Reward, 
as well as Reputation. + Pind.arics. 

11 My Lord here does not mean that Judgment entirely 
~eaves the Rule to Fancy .in this P~em, for that wo\l'd be a 

diret 
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direfi Contra~i~Hon to what his. Grace has faid before, and 
make the Wntmg at all about 1t fuperfluous. For indeed 
there is no fort of Poem, that leaves fo Arbitrary a Sway tb 
Fancy ; becaufe that wou•d be to put that fort of Poem 
quite out of any Teft of Excellence, than which there can 
be no greater Abfurdity in any manner of Writing. Befides 
in Pindaric Poems the happ'f Tranfitions and Digreffions, 
and the natural Return to theSubjefl contains an An peculiar 
to it felf, and which cannot be done without a Maftery of 
Judgment. And this is the Excellence of Findar himfelf, but 
what few or none of our Modern Gentlemen ever think of. 
If they fill a Sheet or two of Paper with fome irregular 
Rhimes, and various Numbers, they immediately eBtitle it 
a Pindadc Poem. Not that I deny the Poet the fame Liberty 
in Englifr, which Pindar hirnfelf tcok in Greek, but I wou•d 
not have him im~gine, that it is in this particular that his 
Excellence is diftinguifh,d from all theLyricPoets, who took 
a le~ Liberty, or rather Licenfe of Verfe. I krww the 
lngeniousMr. Congrev~ has attempted to prove a Regularity 
of the Numbers of I'indar ; but I am affraid there is 
too much of Fancy, and Imagination in it. Horace I am 
fure in the 2d Ode of his 4th Book tells us of Pindar 

Numerifque fertur 
Lege {olutis. 

'And "Mr. CowleJ who feems perfefily acquainted with 
this Author, and who made hilll his Study for fome Time 
is of another ~1ind, for thus he fays in his Preface to hill 
Pindarics • 

.And lajllj (which were enough for mJ Purpof() we muft con
fider tbaJ onr Ears are Strangers to the Mufick of hu Numbers, 
10bich Jometimes (efp(ciaUj in his Songs and Odes) almoft wirh
tmJ anJ thing elje makes an exceUenr Poet. For tko' the Gr~m
marians and Critics have labour'd to reduce lm Verjes mto 
regul~tr Feet, a~d Meafures (as !hey have alfo th~fe of thr. 
Greek and Latm Comedies) Jet m eJfdt tht'J are Jmle hetter 
aban Profe to our Ears. 

I have feen a Pindaric in Englijh, which is not yet 
publifh'd, call;d the Female ~ig,n, which if I am .not 
much deciev'd, has come clofer to the fine Tranfinon') 
and Returns of Pindar to the SubjeH. than I have before fec.:n 
in Ollr Langu~e. 

I fual 
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I .fhall only add a few Words of theEpigram which 

his Grace has not touch'd upon. 
Vavaffor defines it in his Treatife on this Sub.

jea, thus. An Eplgr~tm is a Jhort Copy of Ver{es1 
with Beauty and Point treating of one only thing, and con
cluding with a more beautiful Point• It is defin'd much 
to this purpofe bv another Author-An Epigram 
is a Jhort and fimple Poem, deduct"ng fom~thing of 
fome one Thing, Perfon and Fail. . 

So that its Parts (fays -Tr~tva!far) gte but two 
the expreffing or reciting the Subjett, and the Con
dufion; and its Beauties are Brevity, and Acumen 
which I term Point. 

As to the Length of an Epigram, the Number 
of Verfes are not agreed on among the Critics. 
Some fay it mufr not exceed two Lines ; others 
allow four at moft, afferting, that aiJ above that 
Number are Excrefcency and Vicious. But fince 
in Catu/lus we fometimes find above fifty Verfes, 
we may excufe our felves for not yielding our 
Afrent to their Dogmatic Rule. 'Tis true, that 
MartiAl but once in all his Epigrams reaches to 
twenty fix Lines, and another Time to twenty, 
confining himfelf in a11 his other Poems to five 
or fix Diftiches ; fo that we fhould (fays the Je· 
fuit) rather keep within the Compafs, that MAr .. 
tial by his PraB:ice pretcrib'd, than venture to 
tbe larger Number of Catullus. But fince Catullus 
has by all been prefer'd to the Later, we have 
no Reafon to prefer the PraCtice of Martial to his. 

The Way to attain Brevity is not to aim at 
many Things in the whole Epigram, then to ex
prefs even that little as concifely as poffible, 
and in fuch Word&, that to extend it into more 
wou'd en.ervate, and lofe the Force aad Strength 
of the Thought, and the Point or Acumen. 

The 
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EM A R son the Poems f)f Shakelpear. 46 ~ 
The next Q!Jality is Beauty, that is an ex a a 

and harmonious Formation of thew hole, and the 
apt Agreement of all the Parts of the Poem from 
the Begin.uing to the End, with a certain fort of 
Sweetnefs, as of a natttral Colour without any 
Fucus on the one Hand, and yet without any 
thing low and mean on the other; and tho' it he 
plain and rude Nature, yet not a meer tuftic 
Simplicity void of all Art, hut that which is a
greeable to a Court Converfation; and the Lan· 
guage of the Polite. The Beauty of the Epigram 
muft always be accompany'd with Sweetnefs. 
And this varies aceording to the Subject If 
that be delicate, foft, tender, amorous, &c. thofe 
Qualities will arife from the wel1 expreffing the 
Nature of the Subjett that win give Beauty and 
Sweetnefs. In the Language we ought rather to 
avoid that, which is harfb, or an Enemy to 
Sweetnefs, than to ftudy too much to find out 
that which may help and increafe it. The Point 
is what the Epigrammatical Critics ftand much 
upon, which is chiefly in the Conclufion by end· 
ing with fomething unexpected, or biting. 

All things are the allow'd Subject of the Epi
gram ; as long as they are treated of with Brevity 
Point, and Beauty. 

How fu Sha~tfpettr has excell'd in this 'A7ay is 
plain from his Po ms before us ; but this muft be 
allow'd him, that much of the Beauty aod Swect
nefs of Exprdfion, which is fo much contended for 
is loft by the Injury of Time and the great Change 
of our Language fince his Time; an~ yet thtre 
is a wonderful Smooth nefs in many of them, that 
makes the Rloed dance to i~s :!'\:imbcrs. 

This 
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464 RE M ARKs on the PoemrtfSliakefpear. 
This Abridgement of the Rules of this fort of 

Poetry mufi: ferve for this Time, fince I have al .. 
ready run out beyond the Bounds prefcrib'd. 
may hereafter be a little more accurate on this 
Head if ever there be any Profpefr, that our great 
Men will grow weary of Trifles and G ~t~Pds to ufe 
one of Shalzefpear,s Words, and have the Relifh of 
Art and good Poetry, and good Senfe. 

TheE N D 
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Clajfzc Authors, &c: 

HAving promis'd a Reference to the Latin 
Poets on the Topics I have remark'd in 

Shake[pear, I here comply with it as far ~ I ant 
able; that is., as far, as His anfwer thofi\ which 
have been touch'd on by the .Anctents. But they 
not always concurring in the Term, I have put 
thofe together which agree m oft in Senfe tho' per
haps not in Words. As thofe fix Heads of Shake .. 
fpe~r from Great Mens .Abufe of Power, I put under 
.Artes Aulictt, &c. 

Th~ tranfitory State of ~ature, 214• 
And the Turns of the World, 365. 
The momentary Grace and Favour of Men, 3 Sg, 

Boetius. I. 3· metr. 

Love., or againft Love !lighted, 176. 
On Love., ibid. 
On Bani1bment for Love, 277. 
Love,318,327,333,370. 

Plauf. Ciftel. Afl. ii. Se. I. V. I. Me~c~tot' • .Ail. 
{. s,_ I. v. r8. AEf. iii. Se. 4· V. I. 'trinummus. ACJ• 
ii. Se. 4· V. 10. Virgil. iv. Lueret, i. lr. 473· Plaut, 
Afin· Aft. i. Se. 3· f/. 4· Mercator. Act· '7.1. Se. 1. V. 
I~. Yirgil. Georg. 3. r·. 24 3• v£rt. iv. r. 80· Tzb~l .. 
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iii. El. 4· Propert. ii. El. 7· Senec£ Hipp. 272. OEfavi11· 

797. Seli. xi. 399· Claud. de .. Rapt. ProforP·.~· ll~· 
Viruil. Eel. x. 44· Har. Sat. u. 3· Prop-ut. u. El. J• 

ovfd • .Amor. i. El. 9· de .Arte .Amat~d. ii. 233. 

On Hope, 278. 
Tibul. ii. El. 7· Ovilfl. de Panto .. i. El. 7• V. 17. 

Mercy., 294, 324. 
Ovid de Trift. ii. 33· iii. El. 5· 17. 33· de Panto. 

i. El. 3· r. 53· Claudi. iv. Conf. Honorij. 113. de Cenf. 
Mallij. ~20. de L~tud. Stilic. ii. 6. 

Great Mens Abufe of Power, 294· 
On Place, and Form, 295· 
Place and Greatnefs, 297• 
A Courtier, 327. 
Of Ceremonies, 349· 
Ceremony, and Cornpl€ment, 374· 

Senectt. Agamem. 72. Hercul. Oet. 6o8. O[favilf, 
33· Lucan. 'Viii. 400. Claudian.Iu Ruftn .. i. I77• 

Life~ 395· 
On Life, 296. 
Life is chequer'd, 331. 
Needs of Life, 407. 

Martial. x. 47· Ovid· TJ·ift. iii. El· 4· Sen• Hippol. 
J I 34• Hercut. Furens• I 9I· Thyeftes• 390, 447· Hercul. 
Oet. 632· Ollavia· 368,883. Luc~tn• V• 528.Martial. 
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Od. ii· I 6, Sene'£· Troas· 390. Mart· x• 23• G~tl· El. r. 
Ovia de Trift· v. Et. II• v. 4 5. 'Juvenat. Sat• x• v, 
2+0· 

Death, 297· 
Death and to die, 4GI• 

Virgil, 
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Of Delights, 3 i 2:. 
Gal: El. 4· Mart• AllHs• iii. 64. 1Joeth. iji. 

metr. 1· 

On Study, 3 t2. 
Ovid. dt Ponto. i. El. 9• v. 3 s· 

Beauty, 31i· 
Virgil· Eel· ii. v. l S. Ovid. de .Arte Am~tnd. ii. V.: 

113• Triff. iii. El. 1· V. 31. Seneca Hippo!. 758. 
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Sil. xii. 227. Marti~tl. v. 38. Claudian. de Rapt• 
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